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The Novels 





The main street of Sittwe, the capital of Rakhine State, Myanmar. Hector Hugh Munro, known by the pen 
name Saki, was born in Akyab (modern day Sittwe), British Burma in 1870. 
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THE UNBEARABLE BASSINGTON 








Hector Hugh Munro, now known as Saki, was born in Akyab, British Burma, 
which was then still part of the British Raj and governed from Calcutta under the 
authority of the Viceroy of India. He was the son of Charles Augustus Munro, an 
Inspector General for the Indian Imperial Police, by his marriage to Mary 
Frances Mercer, the daughter of Rear Admiral Samuel Mercer. Charles Munro 
soon sent his children, including two-year-old Hector, home to England, where 
they were brought up by their grandmother and aunts in a strict and puritanical 
household. 

The young Hector was educated at Pencarwick School in Exmouth and then 
as a boarder at Bedford School. In 1893 he followed his father into the Indian 
Imperial Police and was posted to Burma. However, two years later, having 
contracted malaria, he resigned and returned to England. 

Munro started his writing career as a journalist for newspapers such as the 
Westminster Gazette, the Daily Express, the Morning Post, and magazines such 
as The Bystander and Outlook. From 1902 to 1908 Munro worked as a foreign 
correspondent for the Morning Post in the Balkans, Warsaw, Russia and Paris. 
He then gave up foreign reporting and settled in London. Many of his stories 
from this period feature Reginald and Clovis, young men-about-town who take 
mischievous delight in the discomfort or downfall of their conventional, 
pretentious elders. 

It is believed the pen name “Saki” is a reference to the cupbearer in the 
Rubdiyat of Omar Khayyam, a poem mentioned disparagingly by the 
eponymous character in Munro’s Reginald on Christmas Presents and alluded to 
in a few other stories. Nevertheless, “Saki” may also be a reference to the South 
American monkey of that name, which is described as a “small, long-tailed 
monkey from the Western Hemisphere” and forms a central character in the tale 
The Remoulding of Groby Lington. 

Following the success of his Reginald stories, Munro published his first novel 
The Unbearable Bassington in 1912, which assumes the same tone and humour 
of the short stories for which the author had become well-known. The narrative 
concerns Comus Bassington, another upper class young man possessing a 
cynical outlook on life, whose antics are irresponsible and his behaviour 
ungrateful. Francesca Bassington, Comus’ mother, tirelessly works to finds a 
means to occupy the wayward son, from a job as a secretary to an advantageous 


marriage, only for Comus to spoil each attempt by his selfishness and 
unwillingness to be guided by anyone. In time, the mother relies upon a last 
desperate plan... to dispatch him to the colonies. 





Munro, close to the time of publication, 1913 
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AUTHOR’S NOTE 


This story has no moral. 
If it points out an evil at any rate it suggests no remedy. 


CHAPTER | 


Francesca Bassington sat in the drawing-room of her house in Blue Street, W., 
regaling herself and her estimable brother Henry with China tea and small cress 
sandwiches. The meal was of that elegant proportion which, while ministering 
sympathetically to the desires of the moment, is happily reminiscent of a 
satisfactory luncheon and blessedly expectant of an elaborate dinner to come. 

In her younger days Francesca had been known as the beautiful Miss Greech; 
at forty, although much of the original beauty remained, she was just dear 
Francesca Bassington. No one would have dreamed of calling her sweet, but a 
good many people who scarcely knew her were punctilious about putting in the 
“dear.” 

Her enemies, in their honester moments, would have admitted that she was 
svelte and knew how to dress, but they would have agreed with her friends in 
asserting that she had no soul. When one’s friends and enemies agree on any 
particular point they are usually wrong. Francesca herself, if pressed in an 
unguarded moment to describe her soul, would probably have described her 
drawing-room. Not that she would have considered that the one had stamped the 
impress of its character on the other, so that close scrutiny might reveal its 
outstanding features, and even suggest its hidden places, but because she might 
have dimly recognised that her drawing-room was her soul. 

Francesca was one of those women towards whom Fate appears to have the 
best intentions and never to carry them into practice. With the advantages put at 
her disposal she might have been expected to command a more than average 
share of feminine happiness. So many of the things that make for fretfulness, 
disappointment and discouragement in a woman’s life were removed from her 
path that she might well have been considered the fortunate Miss Greech, or 
later, lucky Francesca Bassington. And she was not of the perverse band of 
those who make a rock-garden of their souls by dragging into them all the stoney 
griefs and unclaimed troubles they can find lying around them. Francesca loved 
the smooth ways and pleasant places of life; she liked not merely to look on the 
bright side of things but to live there and stay there. And the fact that things had, 
at one time and another, gone badly with her and cheated her of some of her 
early illusions made her cling the closer to such good fortune as remained to her 
now that she seemed to have reached a calmer period of her life. To 
undiscriminating friends she appeared in the guise of a rather selfish woman, but 
it was merely the selfishness of one who had seen the happy and unhappy sides 
of life and wished to enjoy to the utmost what was left to her of the former. The 


vicissitudes of fortune had not soured her, but they had perhaps narrowed her in 
the sense of making her concentrate much of her sympathies on things that 
immediately pleased and amused her, or that recalled and perpetuated the 
pleasing and successful incidents of other days. And it was her drawing-room in 
particular that enshrined the memorials or tokens of past and present happiness. 

Into that comfortable quaint-shaped room of angles and bays and alcoves had 
sailed, as into a harbour, those precious personal possessions and trophies that 
had survived the buffetings and storms of a not very tranquil married life. 
Wherever her eyes might turn she saw the embodied results of her successes, 
economies, good luck, good management or good taste. The battle had more 
than once gone against her, but she had somehow always contrived to save her 
baggage train, and her complacent gaze could roam over object after object that 
represented the spoils of victory or the salvage of honourable defeat. The 
delicious bronze Fremiet on the mantelpiece had been the outcome of a Grand 
Prix sweepstake of many years ago; a group of Dresden figures of some 
considerable value had been bequeathed to her by a discreet admirer, who had 
added death to his other kindnesses; another group had been a self-bestowed 
present, purchased in blessed and unfading memory of a wonderful nine-days’ 
bridge winnings at a country-house party. There were old Persian and Bokharan 
rugs and Worcester tea-services of glowing colour, and little treasures of antique 
silver that each enshrined a history or a memory in addition to its own intrinsic 
value. It amused her at times to think of the bygone craftsmen and artificers who 
had hammered and wrought and woven in far distant countries and ages, to 
produce the wonderful and beautiful things that had come, one way and another, 
into her possession. Workers in the studios of medieval Italian towns and of 
later Paris, in the bazaars of Baghdad and of Central Asia, in old-time English 
workshops and German factories, in all manner of queer hidden corners where 
craft secrets were jealously guarded, nameless unremembered men and men 
whose names were world-renowned and deathless. 

And above all her other treasures, dominating in her estimation every other 
object that the room contained, was the great Van der Meulen that had come 
from her father’s home as part of her wedding dowry. It fitted exactly into the 
central wall panel above the narrow buhl cabinet, and filled exactly its right 
space in the composition and balance of the room. From wherever you sat it 
seemed to confront you as the dominating feature of its surroundings. There was 
a pleasing serenity about the great pompous battle scene with its solemn courtly 
warriors bestriding their heavily prancing steeds, grey or skewbald or dun, all 
gravely in earnest, and yet somehow conveying the impression that their 
campaigns were but vast serious picnics arranged in the grand manner. 


Francesca could not imagine the drawing-room without the crowning 
complement of the stately well-hung picture, just as she could not imagine 
herself in any other setting than this house in Blue Street with its crowded 
Pantheon of cherished household gods. 

And herein sprouted one of the thorns that obtruded through the rose-leaf 
damask of what might otherwise have been Francesca’s peace of mind. One’s 
happiness always lies in the future rather than in the past. With due deference to 
an esteemed lyrical authority one may safely say that a sorrow’s crown of 
sorrow is anticipating unhappier things. The house in Blue Street had been left 
to her by her old friend Sophie Chetrof, but only until such time as her niece 
Emmeline Chetrof should marry, when it was to pass to her as a wedding 
present. Emmeline was now seventeen and passably good-looking, and four or 
five years were all that could be safely allotted to the span of her continued 
spinsterhood. Beyond that period lay chaos, the wrenching asunder of Francesca 
from the sheltering habitation that had grown to be her soul. It is true that in 
imagination she had built herself a bridge across the chasm, a bridge of a single 
span. The bridge in question was her schoolboy son Comus, now being 
educated somewhere in the southern counties, or rather one should say the 
bridge consisted of the possibility of his eventual marriage with Emmeline, in 
which case Francesca saw herself still reigning, a trifle squeezed and 
incommoded perhaps, but still reigning in the house in Blue Street. The Van der 
Meulen would still catch its requisite afternoon light in its place of honour, the 
Fremiet and the Dresden and Old Worcester would continue undisturbed in their 
accustomed niches. Emmeline could have the Japanese snuggery, where 
Francesca sometimes drank her after-dinner coffee, as a separate drawing-room, 
where she could put her own things. The details of the bridge structure had all 
been carefully thought out. Only — it was an unfortunate circumstance that 
Comus should have been the span on which everything balanced. 

Francesca’s husband had insisted on giving the boy that strange Pagan name, 
and had not lived long enough to judge as to the appropriateness, or otherwise, 
of its significance. In seventeen years and some odd months Francesca had had 
ample opportunity for forming an opinion concerning her son’s characteristics. 
The spirit of mirthfulness which one associates with the name certainly ran riot 
in the boy, but it was a twisted wayward sort of mirth of which Francesca herself 
could seldom see the humorous side. In her brother Henry, who sat eating small 
cress sandwiches as solemnly as though they had been ordained in some 
immemorial Book of Observances, fate had been undisguisedly kind to her. He 
might so easily have married some pretty helpless little woman, and lived at 
Notting Hill Gate, and been the father of a long string of pale, clever useless 


children, who would have had birthdays and the sort of illnesses that one is 
expected to send grapes to, and who would have painted fatuous objects in a 
South Kensington manner as Christmas offerings to an aunt whose cubic space 
for lumber was limited. Instead of committing these unbrotherly actions, which 
are so frequent in family life that they might almost be called brotherly, Henry 
had married a woman who had both money and a sense of repose, and their one 
child had the brilliant virtue of never saying anything which even its parents 
could consider worth repeating. Then he had gone into Parliament, possibly 
with the idea of making his home life seem less dull; at any rate it redeemed his 
career from insignificance, for no man whose death can produce the item 
“another by-election” on the news posters can be wholly a nonentity. Henry, in 
short, who might have been an embarrassment and a handicap, had chosen rather 
to be a friend and counsellor, at times even an emergency bank balance; 
Francesca on her part, with the partiality which a clever and lazily-inclined 
woman often feels for a reliable fool, not only sought his counsel but frequently 
followed it. When convenient, moreover, she repaid his loans. 

Against this good service on the part of Fate in providing her with Henry for a 
brother, Francesca could well set the plaguy malice of the destiny that had given 
her Comus for a son. The boy was one of those untameable young lords of 
misrule that frolic and chafe themselves through nursery and preparatory and 
public-school days with the utmost allowance of storm and dust and dislocation 
and the least possible amount of collar-work, and come somehow with a laugh 
through a series of catastrophes that has reduced everyone else concerned to 
tears or Cassandra-like forebodings. Sometimes they sober down in after-life 
and become uninteresting, forgetting that they were ever lords of anything; 
sometimes Fate plays royally into their hands, and they do great things in a 
spacious manner, and are thanked by Parliaments and the Press and acclaimed 
by gala-day crowds. But in most cases their tragedy begins when they leave 
school and turn themselves loose in a world that has grown too civilised and too 
crowded and too empty to have any place for them. And they are very many. 

Henry Greech had made an end of biting small sandwiches, and settled down 
like a dust-storm refreshed, to discuss one of the fashionably prevalent topics of 
the moment, the prevention of destitution. 

“Tt is a question that is only being nibbled at, smelt at, one might say, at the 
present moment,” he observed, “but it is one that will have to engage our serious 
attention and consideration before long. The first thing that we shall have to do 
is to get out of the dilettante and academic way of approaching it. We must 
collect and assimilate hard facts. It is a subject that ought to appeal to all 


thinking minds, and yet, you know, I find it surprisingly difficult to interest 
people in it.” 

Francesca made some monosyllabic response, a sort of sympathetic grunt 
which was meant to indicate that she was, to a certain extent, listening and 
appreciating. In reality she was reflecting that Henry possibly found it difficult 
to interest people in any topic that he enlarged on. His talents lay so thoroughly 
in the direction of being uninteresting, that even as an eye-witness of the 
massacre of St. Bartholomew he would probably have infused a flavour of 
boredom into his descriptions of the event. 

“I was speaking down in Leicestershire the other day on this subject,” 
continued Henry, “and I pointed out at some length a thing that few people ever 
stop to consider—” 

Francesca went over immediately but decorously to the majority that will not 
stop to consider. 

“Did you come across any of the Barnets when you were down there?” she 
interrupted; “Eliza Barnet is rather taken up with all those subjects.” 

In the propagandist movements of Sociology, as in other arenas of life and 
struggle, the fiercest competition and rivalry is frequently to be found between 
closely allied types and species. Eliza Barnet shared many of Henry Greech’s 
political and social views, but she also shared his fondness for pointing things 
out at some length; there had been occasions when she had extensively occupied 
the strictly limited span allotted to the platform oratory of a group of speakers of 
whom Henry Greech had been an impatient unit. He might see eye to eye with 
her on the leading questions of the day, but he persistently wore mental blinkers 
as far as her estimable qualities were concerned, and the mention of her name 
was a Skilful lure drawn across the trail of his discourse; if Francesca had to 
listen to his eloquence on any subject she much preferred that it should be a 
disparagement of Eliza Barnet rather than the prevention of destitution. 

“Tve no doubt she means well,” said Henry, “but it would be a good thing if 
she could be induced to keep her own personality a little more in the 
background, and not to imagine that she is the necessary mouthpiece of all the 
progressive thought in the countryside. I fancy Canon Besomley must have had 
her in his mind when he said that some people came into the world to shake 
empires and others to move amendments.” 

Francesca laughed with genuine amusement. 

“I suppose she is really wonderfully well up in all the subjects she talks 
about,” was her provocative comment. 

Henry grew possibly conscious of the fact that he was being drawn out on the 
subject of Eliza Barnet, and he presently turned on to a more personal topic. 


“From the general air of tranquillity about the house I presume Comus has 
gone back to Thaleby,” he observed. 

“Yes,” said Francesca, “he went back yesterday. Of course, I’m very fond of 
him, but I bear the separation well. When he’s here it’s rather like having a live 
volcano in the house, a volcano that in its quietest moments asks incessant 
questions and uses strong scent.” 

“It is only a temporary respite, 
leaving school, and then what?” 

Francesca closed her eyes with the air of one who seeks to shut out a 
distressing vision. She was not fond of looking intimately at the future in the 
presence of another person, especially when the future was draped in doubtfully 
auspicious colours. 

“And then what?” persisted Henry. 

“Then I suppose he will be upon my hands.” 

“Exactly.” 

“Don’t sit there looking judicial. I’m quite ready to listen to suggestions if 
you’ve any to make.” 

“In the case of any ordinary boy,” said Henry, “I might make lots of 
suggestions as to the finding of suitable employment. From what we know of 
Comus it would be rather a waste of time for either of us to look for jobs which 
he wouldn’t look at when we’d got them for him.” 

“He must do something,” said Francesca. 

“I know he must; but he never will. At least, he’ll never stick to anything. 
The most hopeful thing to do with him will be to marry him to an heiress. That 
would solve the financial side of his problem. If he had unlimited money at his 
disposal, he might go into the wilds somewhere and shoot big game. I never 
know what the big game have done to deserve it, but they do help to deflect the 
destructive energies of some of our social misfits.” 

Henry, who never killed anything larger or fiercer than a trout, was scornfully 
superior on the subject of big game shooting. 

Francesca brightened at the matrimonial suggestion. “I don’t know about an 
heiress,” she said reflectively. “There’s Emmeline Chetrof of course. One could 
hardly call her an heiress, but she’s got a comfortable little income of her own 
and I suppose something more will come to her from her grandmother. Then, of 
course, you know this house goes to her when she marries.” 

“That would be very convenient,” said Henry, probably following a line of 
thought that his sister had trodden many hundreds of times before him. “Do she 
and Comus hit it off at all well together?” 


33 


said Henry; “in a year or two he will be 


“Oh, well enough in boy and girl fashion,” said Francesca. “I must arrange 
for them to see more of each other in future. By the way, that little brother of 
hers that she dotes on, Lancelot, goes to Thaleby this term. I?ll write and tell 
Comus to be specially kind to him; that will be a sure way to Emmeline’s heart. 
Comus has been made a prefect, you know. Heaven knows why.” 

“Tt can only be for prominence in games,” sniffed Henry; “I think we may 
safely leave work and conduct out of the question.” 

Comus was not a favourite with his uncle. 

Francesca had turned to her writing cabinet and was hastily scribbling a letter 
to her son in which the delicate health, timid disposition and other inevitable 
attributes of the new boy were brought to his notice, and commanded to his 
care. When she had sealed and stamped the envelope Henry uttered a belated 
caution. 

“Perhaps on the whole it would be wiser to say nothing about the boy to 
Comus. He doesn’t always respond to directions you know.” 

Francesca did know, and already was more than half of her brother’s opinion; 
but the woman who can sacrifice a clean unspoiled penny stamp is probably yet 
unborn. 


CHAPTER II 


Lancelot Chetrof stood at the end of a long bare passage, restlessly consulting 
his watch and fervently wishing himself half an hour older with a certain painful 
experience already registered in the past; unfortunately it still belonged to the 
future, and what was still more horrible, to the immediate future. Like many 
boys new to a school he had cultivated an unhealthy passion for obeying rules 
and requirements, and his zeal in this direction had proved his undoing. In his 
hurry to be doing two or three estimable things at once he had omitted to study 
the notice-board in more than a perfunctory fashion and had thereby missed a 
football practice specially ordained for newly-joined boys. His fellow juniors of 
a term’s longer standing had graphically enlightened him as to the inevitable 
consequences of his lapse; the dread which attaches to the unknown was, at any 
rate, deleted from his approaching doom, though at the moment he felt scarcely 
grateful for the knowledge placed at his disposal with such lavish solicitude. 

“You'll get six of the very best, over the back of a chair,” said one. 

“They’ll draw a chalk line across you, of course you know,” said another. 

“A chalk line?” 

“Rather. So that every cut can be aimed exactly at the same spot. It hurts 
much more that way.” 

Lancelot tried to nourish a wan hope that there might be an element of 
exaggeration in this uncomfortably realistic description. 

Meanwhile in the prefects’ room at the other end of the passage, Comus 
Bassington and a fellow prefect sat also waiting on time, but in a mood of far 
more pleasurable expectancy. Comus was one of the most junior of the prefect 
caste, but by no means the least well-known, and outside the masters’ common- 
room he enjoyed a certain fitful popularity, or at any rate admiration. At football 
he was too erratic to be a really brilliant player, but he tackled as if the act of 
bringing his man headlong to the ground was in itself a sensuous pleasure, and 
his weird swear-words whenever he got hurt were eagerly treasured by those 
who were fortunate enough to hear them. At athletics in general he was a showy 
performer, and although new to the functions of a prefect he had already 
established a reputation as an effective and artistic caner. In appearance he 
exactly fitted his fanciful Pagan name. His large green-grey eyes seemed for 
ever asparkle with goblin mischief and the joy of revelry, and the curved lips 
might have been those of some wickedly-laughing faun; one almost expected to 
see embryo horns fretting the smoothness of his sleek dark hair. The chin was 
firm, but one looked in vain for a redeeming touch of ill-temper in the 


handsome, half-mocking, half-petulant face. With a strain of sourness in him 
Comus might have been leavened into something creative and masterful; fate 
had fashioned him with a certain whimsical charm, and left him all unequipped 
for the greater purposes of life. Perhaps no one would have called him a lovable 
character, but in many respects he was adorable; in all respects he was certainly 
damned. 

Rutley, his companion of the moment, sat watching him and wondering, from 
the depths of a very ordinary brain, whether he liked or hated him; it was easy to 
do either. 

“Tt’s not really your turn to cane,” he said. 

“I know it’s not,” said Comus, fingering a very serviceable-looking cane as 
lovingly as a pious violinist might handle his Strad. “I gave Greyson some mint- 
chocolate to let me toss whether I caned or him, and I won. He was rather 
decent over it and let me have half the chocolate back.” 

The droll lightheartedness which won Comus Bassington such measure of 
popularity as he enjoyed among his fellows did not materially help to endear him 
to the succession of masters with whom he came in contact during the course of 
his schooldays. He amused and interested such of them as had the saving grace 
of humour at their disposal, but if they sighed when he passed from their 
immediate responsibility it was a sigh of relief rather than of regret. The more 
enlightened and experienced of them realised that he was something outside the 
scope of the things that they were called upon to deal with. A man who has been 
trained to cope with storms, to foresee their coming, and to minimise their 
consequences, may be pardoned if he feels a certain reluctance to measure 
himself against a tornado. 

Men of more limited outlook and with a correspondingly larger belief in their 
own powers were ready to tackle the tornado had time permitted. 

“T think I could tame young Bassington if I had your opportunities,” a form- 
master once remarked to a colleague whose House had the embarrassing 
distinction of numbering Comus among its inmates. 

“Heaven forbid that I should try,” replied the housemaster. 

“But why?” asked the reformer. 

“Because Nature hates any interference with her own arrangements, and if 
you start in to tame the obviously untameable you are taking a fearful 
responsibility on yourself.” 

“Nonsense; boys are Nature’s raw material.” 

“Millions of boys are. There are just a few, and Bassington is one of them, 
who are Nature’s highly finished product when they are in the schoolboy stage, 


and we, who are supposed to be moulding raw material, are quite helpless when 
we come in contact with them.” 

“But what happens to them when they grow up?” 

“They never do grow up,” said the housemaster; “that is their tragedy. 
Bassington will certainly never grow out of his present stage.” 

“Now you are talking in the language of Peter Pan,” said the form-master. 

“I am not thinking in the manner of Peter Pan,” said the other. “With all 
reverence for the author of that masterpiece I should say he had a wonderful and 
tender insight into the child mind and knew nothing whatever about boys. To 
make only one criticism on that particular work, can you imagine a lot of British 
boys, or boys of any country that one knows of, who would stay contentedly 
playing children’s games in an underground cave when there were wolves and 
pirates and Red Indians to be had for the asking on the other side of the trap 
door?” 

The form-master laughed. “You evidently think that the ‘Boy who would not 
grow up’ must have been written by a ‘grown-up who could never have been a 
boy.’ Perhaps that is the meaning of the ‘Never-never Land.’ I daresay you’re 
right in your criticism, but I don’t agree with you about Bassington. He’s a 
handful to deal with, as anyone knows who has come in contact with him, but if 
one’s hands weren’t full with a thousand and one other things I hold to my 
opinion that he could be tamed.” 

And he went his way, having maintained a form-master’s inalienable 
privilege of being in the right. 


OK OOK OK k OOK 


In the prefects’ room, Comus busied himself with the exact position of a chair 
planted out in the middle of the floor. 

“T think everything’s ready,” he said. 

Rutley glanced at the clock with the air of a Roman elegant in the Circus, 
languidly awaiting the introduction of an expected Christian to an expectant 
tiger. 

“The kid is due in two minutes,” he said. 

“He’d jolly well better not be late,” said Comus. 

Comus had gone through the mill of many scorching castigations in his 
earlier school days, and was able to appreciate to the last ounce the panic that 
must be now possessing his foredoomed victim, probably at this moment 
hovering miserably outside the door. After all, that was part of the fun of the 
thing, and most things have their amusing side if one knows where to look for it. 


There was a knock at the door, and Lancelot entered in response to a hearty 
friendly summons to “come in.” 

“Pve come to be caned,” he said breathlessly; adding by way of 
identification, “my name’s Chetrof.” 

“That’s quite bad enough in itself,” said Comus, “but there is probably worse 
to follow. You are evidently keeping something back from us.” 

“I missed a footer practice,” said Lancelot 

“Six,” said Comus briefly, picking up his cane. 

“T didn’t see the notice on the board,” hazarded Lancelot as a forlorn hope. 

“We are always pleased to listen to excuses, and our charge is two extra cuts. 
That will be eight. Get over.” 

And Comus indicated the chair that stood in sinister isolation in the middle of 
the room. Never had an article of furniture seemed more hateful in Lancelot’s 
eyes. Comus could well remember the time when a chair stuck in the middle of 
a room had seemed to him the most horrible of manufactured things. 

“Lend me a piece of chalk,” he said to his brother prefect. 

Lancelot ruefully recognised the truth of the chalk-line story. 

Comus drew the desired line with an anxious exactitude which he would have 
scorned to apply to a diagram of Euclid or a map of the Russo-Persian frontier. 

“Bend a little more forward,” he said to the victim, “and much tighter. Don’t 
trouble to look pleasant, because I can’t see your face anyway. It may sound 
unorthodox to say so, but this is going to hurt you much more than it will hurt 
me.” 

There was a carefully measured pause, and then Lancelot was made vividly 
aware of what a good cane can be made to do in really efficient hands. At the 
second cut he projected himself hurriedly off the chair. 

“Now I’ve lost count,” said Comus; “we shall have to begin all over again. 
Kindly get back into the same position. If you get down again before I’ve 
finished Rutley will hold you over and yov’ll get a dozen.” 

Lancelot got back on to the chair, and was re-arranged to the taste of his 
executioner. He stayed there somehow or other while Comus made eight 
accurate and agonisingly effective shots at the chalk line. 

“By the way,” he said to his gasping and gulping victim when the infliction 
was over, “you said Chetrof, didn’t you? I believe I’ve been asked to be kind to 
you. As a beginning you can clean out my study this afternoon. Be awfully 
careful how you dust the old china. If you break any don’t come and tell me but 
just go and drown yourself somewhere; it will save you from a worse fate.” 

“I don’t know where your study is,” said Lancelot between his chokes. 


“You’d better find it or I shall have to beat you, really hard this time. Here, 
you’d better keep this chalk in your pocket, it’s sure to come in handy later on. 
Don’t stop to thank me for all I’ve done, it only embarrasses me.” 

As Comus hadn’t got a study Lancelot spent a feverish half-hour in looking 
for it, incidentally missing another footer practice. 

“Everything is very jolly here,” wrote Lancelot to his sister Emmeline. “The 
prefects can give you an awful hot time if they like, but most of them are rather 
decent. Some are Beasts. Bassington is a prefect though only a junior one. He 
is the Limit as Beasts go. At least I think so.” 

Schoolboy reticence went no further, but Emmeline filled in the gaps for 
herself with the lavish splendour of feminine imagination. Francesca’s bridge 
went crashing into the abyss. 


CHAPTER III 


On the evening of a certain November day, two years after the events heretofore 
chronicled, Francesca Bassington steered her way through the crowd that filled 
the rooms of her friend Serena Golackly, bestowing nods of vague recognition as 
she went, but with eyes that were obviously intent on focussing one particular 
figure. Parliament had pulled its energies together for an Autumn Session, and 
both political Parties were fairly well represented in the throng. Serena had a 
harmless way of inviting a number of more or less public men and women to her 
house, and hoping that if you left them together long enough they would 
constitute a salon. In pursuance of the same instinct she planted the flower 
borders at her week-end cottage retreat in Surrey with a large mixture of bulbs, 
and called the result a Dutch garden. Unfortunately, though you may bring 
brilliant talkers into your home, you cannot always make them talk brilliantly, or 
even talk at all; what is worse you cannot restrict the output of those starling- 
voiced dullards who seem to have, on all subjects, so much to say that was well 
worth leaving unsaid. One group that Francesca passed was discussing a 
Spanish painter, who was forty-three, and had painted thousands of square yards 
of canvas in his time, but of whom no one in London had heard till a few months 
ago; now the starling-voices seemed determined that one should hear of very 
little else. Three women knew how his name was pronounced, another always 
felt that she must go into a forest and pray whenever she saw his pictures, 
another had noticed that there were always pomegranates in his later 
compositions, and a man with an indefensible collar knew what the 
pomegranates “meant.” “What I think so splendid about him,” said a stout lady 
in a loud challenging voice, “is the way he defies all the conventions of art while 
retaining all that the conventions stand for.” “Ah, but have you noticed—” put 
in the man with the atrocious collar, and Francesca pushed desperately on, 
wondering dimly as she went, what people found so unsupportable in the 
affliction of deafness. Her progress was impeded for a moment by a couple 
engaged in earnest and voluble discussion of some smouldering question of the 
day; a thin spectacled young man with the receding forehead that so often 
denotes advanced opinions, was talking to a spectacled young woman with a 
similar type of forehead, and exceedingly untidy hair. It was her ambition in life 
to be taken for a Russian girl-student, and she had spent weeks of patient 
research in trying to find out exactly where you put the tea-leaves in a samovar. 
She had once been introduced to a young Jewess from Odessa, who had died of 
pneumonia the following week; the experience, slight as it was, constituted the 


spectacled young lady an authority on all things Russian in the eyes of her 
immediate set. 

“Talk is helpful, talk is needful,” the young man was saying, “but what we 
have got to do is to lift the subject out of the furrow of indisciplined talk and 
place it on the threshing-floor of practical discussion.” 

The young woman took advantage of the rhetorical full-stop to dash in with 
the remark which was already marshalled on the tip of her tongue. 

“In emancipating the serfs of poverty we must be careful to avoid the 
mistakes which Russian bureaucracy stumbled into when liberating the serfs of 
the soil.” 

She paused in her turn for the sake of declamatory effect, but recovered her 
breath quickly enough to start afresh on level terms with the young man, who 
had jumped into the stride of his next sentence. 

“They got off to a good start that time,” said Francesca to herself; “I suppose 
it’s the Prevention of Destitution they’re hammering at. What on earth would 
become of these dear good people if anyone started a crusade for the prevention 
of mediocrity?” 

Midway through one of the smaller rooms, still questing for an elusive 
presence, she caught sight of someone that she knew, and the shadow of a frown 
passed across her face. The object of her faintly signalled displeasure was 
Courtenay Youghal, a political spur-winner who seemed absurdly youthful to a 
generation that had never heard of Pitt. It was Youghal’s ambition — or perhaps 
his hobby — to infuse into the greyness of modern political life some of the 
colour of Disraelian dandyism, tempered with the correctness of Anglo-Saxon 
taste, and supplemented by the flashes of wit that were inherent from the Celtic 
strain in him. His success was only a half-measure. The public missed in him 
that touch of blatancy which it looks for in its rising public men; the decorative 
smoothness of his chestnut-golden hair, and the lively sparkle of his epigrams 
were counted to him for good, but the restrained sumptuousness of his 
waistcoats and cravats were as wasted efforts. If he had habitually smoked 
cigarettes in a pink coral mouthpiece, or worn spats of Mackenzie tartan, the 
great heart of the voting-man, and the gush of the paragraph-makers might have 
been unreservedly his. The art of public life consists to a great extent of 
knowing exactly where to stop and going a bit further. 

It was not Youghal’s lack of political sagacity that had brought the 
momentary look of disapproval into Francesca’s face. The fact was that Comus, 
who had left off being a schoolboy and was now a social problem, had lately 
enrolled himself among the young politician’s associates and admirers, and as 
the boy knew and cared nothing about politics, and merely copied Youghal’s 


waistcoats, and, less successfully, his conversation, Francesca felt herself 
justified in deploring the intimacy. To a woman who dressed well on 
comparatively nothing a year it was an anxious experience to have a son who 
dressed sumptuously on absolutely nothing. 

The cloud that had passed over her face when she caught sight of the 
offending Youghal was presently succeeded by a smile of gratified achievement, 
as she encountered a bow of recognition and welcome from a portly middle-aged 
gentleman, who seemed genuinely anxious to include her in the rather meagre 
group that he had gathered about him. 

“We were just talking about my new charge,” he observed genially, including 
in the “we” his somewhat depressed-looking listeners, who in all human 
probability had done none of the talking. “I was just telling them, and you may 
be interested to hear this—” 

Francesca, with Spartan stoicism, continued to wear an ingratiating smile, 
though the character of the deaf adder that stoppeth her ear and will not hearken, 
seemed to her at that moment a beautiful one. 

Sir Julian Jull had been a member of a House of Commons distinguished for 
its high standard of well-informed mediocrity, and had harmonised so 
thoroughly with his surroundings that the most attentive observer of 
Parliamentary proceedings could scarcely have told even on which side of the 
House he sat. A baronetcy bestowed on him by the Party in power had at least 
removed that doubt; some weeks later he had been made Governor of some West 
Indian dependency, whether as a reward for having accepted the baronetcy, or as 
an application of a theory that West Indian islands get the Governors they 
deserve, it would have been hard to say. To Sir Julian the appointment was, 
doubtless, one of some importance; during the span of his Governorship the 
island might possibly be visited by a member of the Royal Family, or at the least 
by an earthquake, and in either case his name would get into the papers. To the 
public the matter was one of absolute indifference; “who is he and where is it?” 
would have correctly epitomised the sum total of general information on the 
personal and geographical aspects of the case. 

Francesca, however, from the moment she had heard of the likelihood of the 
appointment, had taken a deep and lively interest in Sir Julian. As a Member of 
Parliament he had not filled any very pressing social want in her life, and on the 
rare occasions when she took tea on the Terrace of the House she was wont to 
lapse into rapt contemplation of St. Thomas’s Hospital whenever she saw him 
within bowing distance. But as Governor of an island he would, of course, want 
a private secretary, and as a friend and colleague of Henry Greech, to whom he 
was indebted for many little acts of political support (they had once jointly 


drafted an amendment which had been ruled out of order), what was more 
natural and proper than that he should let his choice fall on Henry’s nephew 
Comus? While privately doubting whether the boy would make the sort of 
secretary that any public man would esteem as a treasure, Henry was thoroughly 
in agreement with Francesca as to the excellence and desirability of an 
arrangement which would transplant that troublesome’ young animal from the 
too restricted and conspicuous area that centres in the parish of St. James’s to 
some misty corner of the British dominion overseas. Brother and sister had 
conspired to give an elaborate and at the same time cosy little luncheon to Sir 
Julian on the very day that his appointment was officially announced, and the 
question of the secretaryship had been mooted and sedulously fostered as 
occasion permitted, until all that was now needed to clinch the matter was a 
formal interview between His Excellency and Comus. The boy had from the 
first shewn very little gratification at the prospect of his deportation. To live on 
a remote shark-girt island, as he expressed it, with the Jull family as his chief 
social mainstay, and Sir Julian’s conversation as a daily item of his existence, 
did not inspire him with the same degree of enthusiasm as was displayed by his 
mother and uncle, who, after all, were not making the experiment. Even the 
necessity for an entirely new outfit did not appeal to his imagination with the 
force that might have been expected. But, however lukewarm his adhesion to 
the project might be, Francesca and her brother were clearly determined that no 
lack of deft persistence on their part should endanger its success. It was for the 
purpose of reminding Sir Julian of his promise to meet Comus at lunch on the 
following day, and definitely settle the matter of the secretaryship that Francesca 
was now enduring the ordeal of a long harangue on the value of the West Indian 
group as an Imperial asset. Other listeners dexterously detached themselves one 
by one, but Francesca’s patience outlasted even Sir Julian’s flow of 
commonplaces, and her devotion was duly rewarded by a renewed 
acknowledgment of the lunch engagement and its purpose. She pushed her way 
back through the throng of starling-voiced chatterers fortified by a sense of well- 
earned victory. Dear Serena’s absurd salons served some good purpose after all. 

Francesca was not an early riser and her breakfast was only just beginning to 
mobilise on the breakfast-table next morning when a copy of The Times, sent by 
special messenger from her brother’s house, was brought up to her room. A 
heavy margin of blue pencilling drew her attention to a prominently-printed 
letter which bore the ironical heading: “Julian Jull, Proconsul.” The matter of 
the letter was a cruel dis-interment of some fatuous and forgotten speeches made 
by Sir Julian to his constituents not many years ago, in which the value of some 
of our Colonial possessions, particularly certain West Indian islands, was decried 


in a medley of pomposity, ignorance and amazingly cheap humour. The extracts 
given sounded weak and foolish enough, taken by themselves, but the writer of 
the letter had interlarded them with comments of his own, which sparkled with 
an ironical brilliance that was Cervantes-like in its polished cruelty. 
Remembering her ordeal of the previous evening Francesca permitted herself a 
certain feeling of amusement as she read the merciless stabs inflicted on the 
newly-appointed Governor; then she came to the signature at the foot of the 
letter, and the laughter died out of her eyes. “Comus Bassington” stared at her 
from above a thick layer of blue pencil lines marked by Henry Greech’s shaking 
hand. 

Comus could no more have devised such a letter than he could have written 
an Episcopal charge to the clergy of any given diocese. It was obviously the 
work of Courtenay Youghal, and Comus, for a palpable purpose of his own, had 
wheedled him into foregoing for once the pride of authorship in a clever piece of 
political raillery, and letting his young friend stand sponsor instead. It was a 
daring stroke, and there could be no question as to its success; the secretaryship 
and the distant shark-girt island faded away into the horizon of impossible 
things. Francesca, forgetting the golden rule of strategy which enjoins a careful 
choosing of ground and opportunity before entering on hostilities, made straight 
for the bathroom door, behind which a lively din of splashing betokened that 
Comus had at least begun his toilet. 

“You wicked boy, what have you done?” she cried, reproachfully. 

“Me washee,” came a cheerful shout; “me washee from the neck all the way 
down to the merrythought, and now washee down from the merrythought to—” 

“You have ruined your future. The Times has printed that miserable letter 
with your signature.” 

A loud squeal of joy came from the bath. “Oh, Mummy! Let me see!” 

There were sounds as of a sprawling dripping body clambering hastily out of 
the bath. Francesca fled. One cannot effectively scold a moist nineteen-year old 
boy clad only in a bath-towel and a cloud of steam. 

Another messenger arrived before Francesca’s breakfast was over. This one 
brought a letter from Sir Julian Jull, excusing himself from fulfilment of the 
luncheon engagement. 


CHAPTER IV 


Francesca prided herself on being able to see things from other people’s points 
of view, which meant, as it usually does, that she could see her own point of 
view from various aspects. As regards Comus, whose doings and non-doings 
bulked largely in her thoughts at the present moment, she had mapped out in her 
mind so clearly what his outlook in life ought to be, that she was peculiarly 
unfitted to understand the drift of his feelings or the impulses that governed 
them. Fate had endowed her with a son; in limiting the endowment to a solitary 
offspring Fate had certainly shown a moderation which Francesca was perfectly 
willing to acknowledge and be thankful for; but then, as she pointed out to a 
certain complacent friend of hers who cheerfully sustained an endowment of 
half-a-dozen male offsprings and a girl or two, her one child was Comus. 
Moderation in numbers was more than counterbalanced in his case by 
extravagance in characteristics. 

Francesca mentally compared her son with hundreds of other young men 
whom she saw around her, steadily, and no doubt happily, engaged in the 
process of transforming themselves from nice boys into useful citizens. Most of 
them had occupations, or were industriously engaged in qualifying for such; in 
their leisure moments they smoked reasonably-priced cigarettes, went to the 
cheaper seats at music-halls, watched an occasional cricket match at Lord’s with 
apparent interest, saw most of the world’s spectacular events through the 
medium of the cinematograph, and were wont to exchange at parting seemingly 
superfluous injunctions to “be good.” The whole of Bond Street and many of 
the tributary thoroughfares of Piccadilly might have been swept off the face of 
modern London without in any way interfering with the supply of their daily 
wants. They were doubtless dull as acquaintances, but as sons they would have 
been eminently restful. With a growing sense of irritation Francesca compared 
these deserving young men with her own intractable offspring, and wondered 
why Fate should have singled her out to be the parent of such a vexatious variant 
from a comfortable and desirable type. As far as remunerative achievement was 
concerned, Comus copied the insouciance of the field lily with a dangerous 
fidelity. Like his mother he looked round with wistful irritation at the example 
afforded by contemporary youth, but he concentrated his attention exclusively 
on the richer circles of his acquaintance, young men who bought cars and polo 
ponies as unconcernedly as he might purchase a carnation for his buttonhole, and 
went for trips to Cairo or the Tigris valley with less difficulty and finance- 
stretching than he encountered in contriving a week-end at Brighton. 


Gaiety and good-looks had carried Comus successfully and, on the whole, 
pleasantly, through schooldays and a recurring succession of holidays; the same 
desirable assets were still at his service to advance him along his road, but it was 
a disconcerting experience to find that they could not be relied on to go all 
distances at all times. In an animal world, and a fiercely competitive animal 
world at that, something more was needed than the decorative abandon of the 
field lily, and it was just that something more which Comus seemed unable or 
unwilling to provide on his own account; it was just the lack of that something 
more which left him sulking with Fate over the numerous breakdowns and 
stumbling-blocks that held him up on what he expected to be a triumphal or, at 
any rate, unimpeded progress. 

Francesca was, in her own way, fonder of Comus than of anyone else in the 
world, and if he had been browning his skin somewhere east of Suez she would 
probably have kissed his photograph with genuine fervour every night before 
going to bed; the appearance of a cholera scare or rumour of native rising in the 
columns of her daily news-sheet would have caused her a flutter of anxiety, and 
she would have mentally likened herself to a Spartan mother sacrificing her best- 
beloved on the altar of State necessities. But with the best-beloved installed 
under her roof, occupying an unreasonable amount of cubic space, and 
demanding daily sacrifices instead of providing the raw material for one, her 
feelings were tinged with irritation rather than affection. She might have 
forgiven Comus generously for misdeeds of some gravity committed in another 
continent, but she could never overlook the fact that out of a dish of five plovers’ 
eggs he was certain to take three. The absent may be always wrong, but they are 
seldom in a position to be inconsiderate. 

Thus a wall of ice had grown up gradually between mother and son, a barrier 
across which they could hold converse, but which gave a wintry chill even to the 
sparkle of their lightest words. The boy had the gift of being irresistibly 
amusing when he chose to exert himself in that direction, and after a long series 
of moody or jangling meal-sittings he would break forth into a torrential flow of 
small talk, scandal and malicious anecdote, true or more generally invented, to 
which Francesca listened with a relish and appreciation, that was all the more 
flattering from being so unwillingly bestowed. 

“If you chose your friends from a rather more reputable set you would be 
doubtless less amusing, but there would be compensating advantages.” 

Francesca snapped the remark out at lunch one day when she had been 
betrayed into a broader smile than she considered the circumstances of her 
attitude towards Comus warranted. 


“I’m going to move in quite decent society to-night,” replied Comus with a 
pleased chuckle; “I’m going to meet you and Uncle Henry and heaps of nice dull 
God-fearing people at dinner.” 

Francesca gave a little gasp of surprise and annoyance. 

“You don’t mean to say Caroline has asked you to dinner to-night?” she said; 
“and of course without telling me. How exceedingly like her!” 

Lady Caroline Benaresgq had reached that age when you can say and do what 
you like in defiance of people’s most sensitive feelings and most cherished 
antipathies. Not that she had waited to attain her present age before pursuing 
that line of conduct; she came of a family whose individual members went 
through life, from the nursery to the grave, with as much tact and consideration 
as a cactus-hedge might show in going through a crowded bathing tent. It was a 
compensating mercy that they disagreed rather more among themselves than 
they did with the outside world; every known variety and shade of religion and 
politics had been pressed into the family service to avoid the possibility of any 
agreement on the larger essentials of life, and such unlooked-for happenings as 
the Home Rule schism, the Tariff-Reform upheaval and the Suffragette crusade 
were thankfully seized on as furnishing occasion for further differences and sub- 
divisions. Lady Caroline’s favourite scheme of entertaining was to bring jarring 
and antagonistic elements into close contact and play them remorselessly one 
against the other. “One gets much better results under those circumstances” she 
used to observe, “than by asking people who wish to meet each other. Few 
people talk as brilliantly to impress a friend as they do to depress an enemy.” 

She admitted that her theory broke down rather badly if you applied it to 
Parliamentary debates. At her own dinner table its success was usually 
triumphantly vindicated. 

“Who else is to be there?” Francesca asked, with some pardonable misgiving. 

“Courtenay Youghal. He’ll probably sit next to you, so you’d better think out 
a lot of annihilating remarks in readiness. And Elaine de Frey.” 

“T don’t think I’ve heard of her. Who is she?” 

“Nobody in particular, but rather nice-looking in a solemn sort of way, and 
almost indecently rich.” 

“Marry her” was the advice which sprang to Francesca’s lips, but she choked 
it back with a salted almond, having a rare perception of the fact that words are 
sometimes given to us to defeat our purposes. 

“Caroline has probably marked her down for Toby or one of the grand- 
nephews,” she said, carelessly; “a little money would be rather useful in that 
quarter, I imagine.” 


Comus tucked in his underlip with just the shade of pugnacity that she wanted 
to see. 

An advantageous marriage was so obviously the most sensible course for him 
to embark on that she scarcely dared to hope that he would seriously entertain it; 
yet there was just a chance that if he got as far as the flirtation stage with an 
attractive (and attracted) girl who was also an heiress, the sheer perversity of his 
nature might carry him on to more definite courtship, if only from the desire to 
thrust other more genuinely enamoured suitors into the background. It was a 
forlorn hope; so forlorn that the idea even crossed her mind of throwing herself 
on the mercy of her béte noire, Courtenay Youghal, and trying to enlist the 
influence which he seemed to possess over Comus for the purpose of furthering 
her hurriedly conceived project. Anyhow, the dinner promised to be more 
interesting than she had originally anticipated. 

Lady Caroline was a professed Socialist in politics, chiefly, it was believed, 
because she was thus enabled to disagree with most of the Liberals and 
Conservatives, and all the Socialists of the day. She did not permit her 
Socialism, however, to penetrate below stairs; her cook and butler had every 
encouragement to be Individualists. Francesca, who was a keen and intelligent 
food critic, harboured no misgivings as to her hostess’s kitchen and cellar 
departments; some of the human side-dishes at the feast gave her more ground 
for uneasiness. Courtenay Youghal, for instance, would probably be brilliantly 
silent; her brother Henry would almost certainly be the reverse. 

The dinner party was a large one and Francesca arrived late with little time to 
take preliminary stock of the guests; a card with the name, “Miss de Frey,” 
immediately opposite her own place at the other side of the table, indicated, 
however, the whereabouts of the heiress. It was characteristic of Francesca that 
she first carefully read the menu from end to end, and then indulged in an 
equally careful though less open scrutiny of the girl who sat opposite her, the girl 
who was nobody in particular, but whose income was everything that could be 
desired. She was pretty in a restrained nut-brown fashion, and had a look of 
grave reflective calm that probably masked a speculative unsettled 
temperament. Her pose, if one wished to be critical, was just a little too 
elaborately careless. She wore some excellently set rubies with that indefinable 
air of having more at home that is so difficult to improvise. Francesca was 
distinctly pleased with her survey. 

“You seem interested in your vis-d-vis,” said Courtenay Youghal. 

“I almost think I’ve seen her before,” said Francesca; “her face seems familiar 
to me.” 


“The narrow gallery at the Louvre; attributed to Leonardo da Vinci,” said 
Youghal. 

“Of course,” said Francesca, her feelings divided between satisfaction at 
capturing an elusive impression and annoyance that Youghal should have been 
her helper. A stronger tinge of annoyance possessed her when she heard the 
voice of Henry Greech raised in painful prominence at Lady Caroline’s end of 
the table. 

“I called on the Trudhams yesterday,” he announced; “it was their Silver 
Wedding, you know, at least the day before was. Such lots of silver presents, 
quite a show. Of course there were a great many duplicates, but still, very nice 
to have. I think they were very pleased to get so many.” 

“We must not grudge them their show of presents after their twenty-five years 
of married life,” said Lady Caroline, gently; “it is the silver lining to their 
cloud.” 

A third of the guests present were related to the Trudhams. 

“Lady Caroline is beginning well,” murmured Courtenay Youghal. 

“T should hardly call twenty-five years of married life a cloud,” said Henry 
Greech, lamely. 

“Don’t let’s talk about married life,” said a tall handsome woman, who 
looked like some modern painter’s conception of the goddess Bellona; “it’s my 
misfortune to write eternally about husbands and wives and their variants. My 
public expects it of me. I do so envy journalists who can write about plagues 
and strikes and Anarchist plots, and other pleasing things, instead of being tied 
down to one stale old topic.” 

“Who is that woman and what has she written?” Francesca asked Youghal; 
she dimly remembered having seen her at one of Serena Golackly’s gatherings, 
surrounded by a little Court of admirers. 

“I forget her name; she has a villa at San Remo or Mentone, or somewhere 
where one does have villas, and plays an extraordinary good game of bridge. 
Also she has the reputation, rather rare in your sex, of being a wonderfully sound 
judge of wine.” 

“But what has she written?” 

“Oh, several novels of the thinnish ice order. Her last one, ‘The Woman who 
wished it was Wednesday,’ has been banned at all the libraries. I expect you’ve 
read it.” 

“I don’t see why you should think so,” said Francesca, coldly. 

“Only because Comus lent me your copy yesterday,” said Youghal. He threw 
back his handsome head and gave her a sidelong glance of quizzical 
amusement. He knew that she hated his intimacy with Comus, and he was 


secretly rather proud of his influence over the boy, shallow and negative though 
he knew it to be. It had been, on his part, an unsought intimacy, and it would 
probably fall to pieces the moment he tried seriously to take up the rôle of 
mentor. The fact that Comus’s mother openly disapproved of the friendship 
gave it perhaps its chief interest in the young politician’s eyes. 

Francesca turned her attention to her brother’s end of the table. Henry 
Greech had willingly availed himself of the invitation to leave the subject of 
married life, and had launched forthwith into the equally well-worn theme of 
current politics. He was not a person who was in much demand for public 
meetings, and the House showed no great impatience to hear his views on the 
topics of the moment; its impatience, indeed, was manifested rather in the 
opposite direction. Hence he was prone to unburden himself of accumulated 
political wisdom as occasion presented itself — sometimes, indeed, to assume an 
occasion that was hardly visible to the naked intelligence. 

“Our opponents are engaged in a hopelessly uphill struggle, and they know 
it,” he chirruped, defiantly; “they’ve become possessed, like the Gadarene swine, 
with a whole legion of—” 

“Surely the Gadarene swine went downhill,” put in Lady Caroline in a gently 
enquiring voice. 

Henry Greech hastily abandoned simile and fell back on platitude and the 
safer kinds of fact. 

Francesca did not regard her brother’s views on statecraft either in the light of 
gospel or revelation; as Comus once remarked, they more usually suggested 
exodus. In the present instance she found distraction in a renewed scrutiny of 
the girl opposite her, who seemed to be only moderately interested in the 
conversational efforts of the diners on either side of her. Comus who was 
looking and talking his best, was sitting at the further end of the table, and 
Francesca was quick to notice in which direction the girl’s glances were 
continually straying. Once or twice the eyes of the young people met and a swift 
flush of pleasure and a half-smile that spoke of good understanding came to the 
heiress’s face. It did not need the gift of the traditional intuition of her sex to 
enable Francesca to guess that the girl with the desirable banking account was 
already considerably attracted by the lively young Pagan who had, when he 
cared to practise it, such an art of winning admiration. For the first time for 
many, many months Francesca saw her son’s prospects in a rose-coloured 
setting, and she began, unconsciously, to wonder exactly how much wealth was 
summed up in the expressive label “almost indecently rich.” A wife with a 
really large fortune and a correspondingly big dower of character and ambition, 
might, perhaps, succeed in turning Comus’s latent energies into a groove which 


would provide him, if not with a career, at least with an occupation, and the 
young serious face opposite looked as if its owner lacked neither character or 
ambition. Francesca’s speculations took a more personal turn. Out of the well- 
filled coffers with which her imagination was toying, an inconsiderable sum 
might eventually be devoted to the leasing, or even perhaps the purchase of, the 
house in Blue Street when the present convenient arrangement should have come 
to an end, and Francesca and the Van der Meulen would not be obliged to seek 
fresh quarters. 

A woman’s voice, talking in a discreet undertone on the other side of 
Courtenay Youghal, broke in on her bridge-building. 

“Tons of money and really very presentable. Just the wife for a rising young 
politician. Go in and win her before she’s snapped up by some fortune hunter.” 

Youghal and his instructress in worldly wisdom were looking straight across 
the table at the Leonardo da Vinci girl with the grave reflective eyes and the 
over-emphasised air of repose. Francesca felt a quick throb of anger against her 
match-making neighbour; why, she asked herself, must some women, with no 
end or purpose of their own to serve, except the sheer love of meddling in the 
affairs of others, plunge their hands into plots and schemings of this sort, in 
which the happiness of more than one person was concerned? And more clearly 
than ever she realised how thoroughly she detested Courtenay Youghal. She had 
disliked him as an evil influence, setting before her son an example of showy 
ambition that he was not in the least likely to follow, and providing him with a 
model of extravagant dandyism that he was only too certain to copy. In her heart 
she knew that Comus would have embarked just as surely on his present course 
of idle self-indulgence if he had never known of the existence of Youghal, but 
she chose to regard that young man as her son’s evil genius, and now he seemed 
likely to justify more than ever the character she had fastened on to him. For 
once in his life Comus appeared to have an idea of behaving sensibly and 
making some use of his opportunities, and almost at the same moment 
Courtenay Youghal arrived on the scene as a possible and very dangerous rival. 
Against the good looks and fitful powers of fascination that Comus could bring 
into the field, the young politician could match half-a-dozen dazzling qualities 
which would go far to recommend him in the eyes of a woman of the world, still 
more in those of a young girl in search of an ideal. Good-looking in his own 
way, if not on such showy lines as Comus, always well turned-out, witty, self- 
confident without being bumptious, with a conspicuous Parliamentary career 
alongside him, and heaven knew what else in front of him, Courtenay Youghal 
certainly was not a rival whose chances could be held very lightly. Francesca 
laughed bitterly to herself as she remembered that a few hours ago she had 


entertained the idea of begging for his good offices in helping on Comus’s 
wooing. One consolation, at least, she found for herself: if Youghal really meant 
to step in and try and cut out his young friend, the latter at any rate had snatched 
a useful start. Comus had mentioned Miss de Frey at luncheon that day, casually 
and dispassionately; if the subject of the dinner guests had not come up he would 
probably not have mentioned her at all. But they were obviously already very 
good friends. It was part and parcel of the state of domestic tension at Blue 
Street that Francesca should only have come to know of this highly interesting 
heiress by an accidental sorting of guests at a dinner party. 

Lady Caroline’s voice broke in on her reflections; it was a gentle purring 
voice, that possessed an uncanny quality of being able to make itself heard down 
the longest dinner table. 

“The dear Archdeacon is getting so absent-minded. He read a list of box- 
holders for the opera as the First Lesson the other Sunday, instead of the families 
and lots of the tribes of Israel that entered Canaan. Fortunately no one noticed 
the mistake.” 


CHAPTER V 


On a conveniently secluded bench facing the Northern Pheasantry in the 
Zoological Society’s Gardens, Regent’s Park, Courtenay Youghal sat immersed 
in mature flirtation with a lady, who, though certainly young in fact and 
appearance, was some four or five years his senior. When he was a schoolboy of 
sixteen, Molly McQuade had personally conducted him to the Zoo and stood 
him dinner afterwards at Kettner’s, and whenever the two of them happened to 
be in town on the anniversary of that bygone festivity they religiously repeated 
the programme in its entirety. Even the menu of the dinner was adhered to as 
nearly as possible; the original selection of food and wine that schoolboy 
exuberance, tempered by schoolboy shyness, had pitched on those many years 
ago, confronted Youghal on those occasions, as a drowning man’s past life is 
said to rise up and parade itself in his last moments of consciousness. 

The flirtation which was thus perennially restored to its old-time footing 
owed its longevity more to the enterprising solicitude of Miss McQuade than to 
any conscious sentimental effort on the part of Youghal himself. Molly 
McQuade was known to her neighbours in a minor hunting shire as a hard-riding 
conventionally unconventional type of young woman, who came naturally into 
the classification, “a good sort.” She was just sufficiently good-looking, 
sufficiently reticent about her own illnesses, when she had any, and sufficiently 
appreciative of her neighbours’ gardens, children and hunters to be generally 
popular. Most men liked her, and the percentage of women who disliked her 
was not inconveniently high. One of these days, it was assumed, she would 
marry a brewer or a Master of Otter Hounds, and, after a brief interval, be known 
to the world as the mother of a boy or two at Malvern or some similar seat of 
learning. The romantic side of her nature was altogether unguessed by the 
countryside. 

Her romances were mostly in serial form and suffered perhaps in fervour 
from their disconnected course what they gained in length of days. Her 
affectionate interest in the several young men who figured in her affairs of the 
heart was perfectly honest, and she certainly made no attempt either to conceal 
their separate existences, or to play them off one against the other. Neither could 
it be said that she was a husband hunter; she had made up her mind what sort of 
man she was likely to marry, and her forecast did not differ very widely from 
that formed by her local acquaintances. If her married life were eventually to 
turn out a failure, at least she looked forward to it with very moderate 
expectations. Her love affairs she put on a very different footing and apparently 


they were the all-absorbing element in her life. She possessed the happily 
constituted temperament which enables a man or woman to be a “pluralist,” and 
to observe the sage precaution of not putting all one’s eggs into one basket. Her 
demands were not exacting; she required of her affinity that he should be young, 
good-looking, and at least, moderately amusing; she would have preferred him 
to be invariably faithful, but, with her own example before her, she was prepared 
for the probability, bordering on certainty, that he would be nothing of the sort. 
The philosophy of the “Garden of Kama” was the compass by which she steered 
her barque and thus far, if she had encountered some storms and buffeting, she 
had at least escaped being either shipwrecked or becalmed. 

Courtenay Youghal had not been designed by Nature to fulfil the rôle of an 
ardent or devoted lover, and he scrupulously respected the limits which Nature 
had laid down. For Molly, however, he had a certain responsive affection. She 
had always obviously admired him, and at the same time she never beset him 
with crude flattery; the principal reason why the flirtation had stood the test of so 
many years was the fact that it only flared into active existence at convenient 
intervals. In an age when the telephone has undermined almost every fastness of 
human privacy, and the sanctity of one’s seclusion depends often on the ability 
for tactful falsehood shown by a club pageboy, Youghal was duly appreciative 
of the circumstance that his lady fair spent a large part of the year pursuing 
foxes, in lieu of pursuing him. Also the honestly admitted fact that, in her 
human hunting, she rode after more than one quarry, made the inevitable break- 
up of the affair a matter to which both could look forward without a sense of 
coming embarrassment and recrimination. When the time for gathering ye 
rosebuds should be over, neither of them could accuse the other of having 
wrecked his or her entire life. At the most they would only have disorganised a 
week-end. 

On this particular afternoon, when old reminiscences had been gone through, 
and the intervening gossip of past months duly recounted, a lull in the 
conversation made itself rather obstinately felt. Molly had already guessed that 
matters were about to slip into a new phase; the affair had reached maturity long 
ago, and a new phase must be in the nature of a wane. 

“You’re a clever brute,” she said, suddenly, with an air of affectionate regret; 
“T always knew you’d get on in the House, but I hardly expected you to come to 
the front so soon.” 

“I’m coming to the front,” admitted Youghal, judicially; “the problem is, 
shall I be able to stay there. Unless something happens in the financial line 
before long, I don’t see how I’m to stay in Parliament at all. Economy is out of 
the question. It would open people’s eyes, I fancy, if they knew how little I exist 


on as it is. And I’m living so far beyond my income that we may almost be said 
to be living apart.” 

“Tt will have to be a rich wife, I suppose,” said Molly, slowly; “that’s the 
worst of success, it imposes so many conditions. I rather knew, from something 
in your manner, that you were drifting that way.” 

Youghal said nothing in the way of contradiction; he gazed steadfastly at the 
aviary in front of him as though exotic pheasants were for the moment the most 
absorbing study in the world. As a matter of fact, his mind was centred on the 
image of Elaine de Frey, with her clear untroubled eyes and her Leonardo da 
Vinci air. He was wondering whether he was likely to fall into a frame of mind 
concerning her which would be in the least like falling in love. 

“T shall mind horribly,” continued Molly, after a pause, “but, of course, I have 
always known that something of the sort would have to happen one of these 
days. When a man goes into politics he can’t call his soul his own, and I 
suppose his heart becomes an impersonal possession in the same way.” 

“Most people who know me would tell you that I haven’t got a heart,” said 
Youghal. 

“T’ve often felt inclined to agree with them,” said Molly; “and then, now and 
again, I think you have a heart tucked away somewhere.” 

“I hope I have,” said Youghal, “because I’m trying to break to you the fact 
that I think I’m falling in love with somebody.” 

Molly McQuade turned sharply to look at her companion, who still fixed his 
gaze on the pheasant run in front of him. 

“Don’t tell me you’re losing your head over somebody useless, someone 
without money,” she said; “I don’t think I could stand that.” 

For the moment she feared that Courtenay’s selfishness might have taken an 
unexpected turn, in which ambition had given way to the fancy of the hour; he 
might be going to sacrifice his Parliamentary career for a life of stupid lounging 
in momentarily attractive company. He quickly undeceived her. 

“She’s got heaps of money.” 

Molly gave a grunt of relief. Her affection for Courtenay had produced the 
anxiety which underlay her first question; a natural jealousy prompted the next 
one. 

“Is she young and pretty and all that sort of thing, or is she just a good sort 
with a sympathetic manner and nice eyes? As a rule that’s the kind that goes 
with a lot of money.” 

“Young and quite good-looking in her way, and a distinct style of her own. 
Some people would call her beautiful. As a political hostess I should think she’d 
be splendid. I imagine I’m rather in love with her.” 


“And is she in love with you?” 

Youghal threw back his head with the slight assertive movement that Molly 
knew and liked. 

“She’s a girl who I fancy would let judgment influence her a lot. And 
without being stupidly conceited, I think I may say she might do worse than 
throw herself away on me. I’m young and quite good-looking, and I’m making a 
name for myself in the House; she’ll be able to read all sorts of nice and horrid 
things about me in the papers at breakfast-time. I can be brilliantly amusing at 
times, and I understand the value of silence; there is no fear that I shall ever 
degenerate into that fearsome thing — a cheerful talkative husband. For a girl 
with money and social ambitions I should think I was rather a good thing.” 

“You are certainly in love, Courtenay,” said Molly, “but it’s the old love and 
not anew one. I’m rather glad. I should have hated to have you head-over-heels 
in love with a pretty woman, even for a short time. You’ll be much happier as it 
is. And I’m going to put all my feelings in the background, and tell you to go in 
and win. You’ve got to marry a rich woman, and if she’s nice and will make a 
good hostess, so much the better for everybody. You’ll be happier in your 
married life than I shall be in mine, when it comes; you’ll have other interests to 
absorb you. I shall just have the garden and dairy and nursery and lending 
library, as like as two peas to all the gardens and dairies and nurseries for 
hundreds of miles round. You won’t care for your wife enough to be worried 
every time she has a finger-ache, and you’ll like her well enough to be pleased to 
meet her sometimes at your own house. I shouldn’t wonder if you were quite 
happy. She will probably be miserable, but any woman who married you would 
be.” 

There was a short pause; they were both staring at the pheasant cages. Then 
Molly spoke again, with the swift nervous tone of a general who is hurriedly 
altering the disposition of his forces for a strategic retreat. 

“When you are safely married and honey-mooned and all that sort of thing, 
and have put your wife through her paces as a political hostess, some time, when 
the House isn’t sitting, you must come down by yourself, and do a little hunting 
with us. Will you? It won’t be quite the same as old times, but it will be 
something to look forward to when I’m reading the endless paragraphs about 
your fashionable political wedding.” 

“You’re looking forward pretty far,” laughed Youghal; “the lady may take 
your view as to the probable unhappiness of a future shared with me, and I may 
have to content myself with penurious political bachelorhood. Anyhow, the 
present is still with us. We dine at Kettner’s to-night, don’t we?” 


“Rather,” said Molly, “though it will be more or less a throat-lumpy feast as 
far as I am concerned. We shall have to drink to the health of the future Mrs. 
Youghal. By the way, it’s rather characteristic of you that you haven’t told me 
who she is, and of me that I haven’t asked. And now, like a dear boy, trot away 
and leave me. I haven’t got to say good-bye to you yet, but I’m going to take a 
quiet farewell of the Pheasantry. We’ve had some jolly good talks, you and I, 
sitting on this seat, haven’t we? And I know, as well as I know anything, that 
this is the last of them. Eight o’clock to-night, as punctually as possible.” 

She watched his retreating figure with eyes that grew slowly misty; he had 
been such a jolly comely boy-friend, and they had had such good times together. 
The mist deepened on her lashes as she looked round at the familiar rendezvous 
where they had so often kept tryst since the day when they had first come there 
together, he a schoolboy and she but lately out of her teens. For the moment she 
felt herself in the thrall of a very real sorrow. 

Then, with the admirable energy of one who is only in town for a fleeting 
fortnight, she raced away to have tea with a world-faring naval admirer at his 
club. Pluralism is a merciful narcotic. 


CHAPTER VI 


Elaine de Frey sat at ease — at bodily ease — at any rate — in a low wicker 
chair placed under the shade of a group of cedars in the heart of a stately 
spacious garden that had almost made up its mind to be a park. The shallow 
stone basin of an old fountain, on whose wide ledge a leaden-moulded otter for 
ever preyed on a leaden salmon, filled a conspicuous place in the immediate 
foreground. Around its rim ran an inscription in Latin, warning mortal man that 
time flows as swiftly as water and exhorting him to make the most of his hours; 
after which piece of Jacobean moralising it set itself shamelessly to beguile all 
who might pass that way into an abandonment of contemplative repose. On all 
sides of it a stretch of smooth turf spread away, broken up here and there by 
groups of dwarfish chestnut and mulberry trees, whose leaves and branches cast 
a laced pattern of shade beneath them. On one side the lawn sloped gently down 
to a small lake, whereon floated a quartette of swans, their movements 
suggestive of a certain mournful listlessness, as though a weary dignity of caste 
held them back from the joyous bustling life of the lesser waterfowl. Elaine 
liked to imagine that they re-embodied the souls of unhappy boys who had been 
forced by family interests to become high ecclesiastical dignitaries and had 
grown prematurely Right Reverend. A low stone balustrade fenced part of the 
shore of the lake, making a miniature terrace above its level, and here roses grew 
in a rich multitude. Other rose bushes, carefully pruned and tended, formed little 
oases of colour and perfume amid the restful green of the sward, and in the 
distance the eye caught the variegated blaze of a many-hued hedge of 
rhododendron. With these favoured exceptions flowers were hard to find in this 
well-ordered garden; the misguided tyranny of staring geranium beds and 
beflowered archways leading to nowhere, so dear to the suburban gardener, 
found no expression here. Magnificent Amherst pheasants, whose plumage 
challenged and almost shamed the peacock on his own ground, stepped to and 
fro over the emerald turf with the assured self-conscious pride of reigning 
sultans. It was a garden where summer seemed a part-proprietor rather than a 
hurried visitor. 

By the side of Elaine’s chair under the shadow of the cedars a wicker table 
was set out with the paraphernalia of afternoon tea. On some cushions at her 
feet reclined Courtenay Youghal, smoothly preened and youthfully elegant, the 
personification of decorative repose; equally decorative, but with the showy 
restlessness of a dragonfly, Comus disported his flannelled person over a 
considerable span of the available foreground. 


The intimacy existing between the two young men had suffered no immediate 
dislocation from the circumstance that they were tacitly paying court to the same 
lady. It was an intimacy founded not in the least on friendship or community of 
tastes and ideas, but owed its existence to the fact that each was amused and 
interested by the other. Youghal found Comus, for the time being at any rate, 
just as amusing and interesting as a rival for Elaine’s favour as he had been in 
the rdle of scapegrace boy-about-Town; Comus for his part did not wish to lose 
touch with Youghal, who among other attractions possessed the recommendation 
of being under the ban of Comus’s mother. She disapproved, it is true, of a great 
many of her son’s friends and associates, but this particular one was a special 
and persistent source of irritation to her from the fact that he figured prominently 
and more or less successfully in the public life of the day. There was something 
peculiarly exasperating in reading a brilliant and incisive attack on the 
Government’s rash handling of public expenditure delivered by a young man 
who encouraged her son in every imaginable extravagance. The actual extent of 
Youghal’s influence over the boy was of the slightest; Comus was quite capable 
of deriving encouragement to rash outlay and frivolous conversation from an 
anchorite or an East-end parson if he had been thrown into close companionship 
with such an individual. Francesca, however, exercised a mother’s privilege in 
assuming her son’s bachelor associates to be industrious in labouring to achieve 
his undoing. Therefore the young politician was a source of unconcealed 
annoyance to her, and in the same degree as she expressed her disapproval of 
him Comus was careful to maintain and parade the intimacy. Its existence, or 
rather its continued existence, was one of the things that faintly puzzled the 
young lady whose sought-for favour might have been expected to furnish an 
occasion for its rapid dissolution. 

With two suitors, one of whom at least she found markedly attractive, 
courting her at the same moment, Elaine should have had reasonable cause for 
being on good terms with the world, and with herself in particular. Happiness 
was not, however, at this auspicious moment, her dominant mood. The grave 
calm of her face masked as usual a certain degree of grave perturbation. A 
succession of well-meaning governesses and a plentiful supply of moralising 
aunts on both sides of her family, had impressed on her young mind the 
theoretical fact that wealth is a great responsibility. The consciousness of her 
responsibility set her continually wondering, not as to her own fitness to 
discharge her “stewardship,” but as to the motives and merits of people with 
whom she came in contact. The knowledge that there was so much in the world 
that she could buy, invited speculation as to how much there was that was worth 
buying. Gradually she had come to regard her mind as a sort of appeal court 


before whose secret sittings were examined and judged the motives and actions, 
the motives especially, of the world in general. In her schoolroom days she had 
sat in conscientious judgment on the motives that guided or misguided Charles 
and Cromwell and Monck, Wallenstein and Savonarola. In her present stage she 
was equally occupied in examining the political sincerity of the Secretary for 
Foreign Affairs, the good-faith of a honey-tongued but possibly loyal-hearted 
waiting-maid, and the disinterestedness of a whole circle of indulgent and 
flattering acquaintances. Even more absorbing, and in her eyes, more urgently 
necessary, was the task of dissecting and appraising the characters of the two 
young men who were favouring her with their attentions. And herein lay cause 
for much thinking and some perturbation. Youghal, for example, might have 
baffled a more experienced observer of human nature. Elaine was too clever to 
confound his dandyism with foppishness or self-advertisement. He admired his 
own toilet effect in a mirror from a genuine sense of pleasure in a thing good to 
look upon, just as he would feel a sensuous appreciation of the sight of a well- 
bred, well-matched, well-turned-out pair of horses. Behind his careful political 
flippancy and cynicism one might also detect a certain careless sincerity, which 
would probably in the long run save him from moderate success, and turn him 
into one of the brilliant failures of his day. Beyond this it was difficult to form 
an exact appreciation of Courtenay Youghal, and Elaine, who liked to have her 
impressions distinctly labelled and pigeon-holed, was perpetually scrutinising 
the outer surface of his characteristics and utterances, like a baffled art critic 
vainly searching beneath the varnish and scratches of a doubtfully assigned 
picture for an enlightening signature. The young man added to her perplexities 
by his deliberate policy of never trying to show himself in a favourable light 
even when most anxious to impart a favourable impression. He preferred that 
people should hunt for his good qualities, and merely took very good care that as 
far as possible they should never draw blank; even in the matter of selfishness, 
which was the anchor-sheet of his existence, he contrived to be noted, and justly 
noted, for doing remarkably unselfish things. As a ruler he would have been 
reasonably popular; as a husband he would probably be unendurable. 

Comus was to a certain extent as great a mystification as Youghal, but here 
Elaine was herself responsible for some of the perplexity which enshrouded his 
character in her eyes. She had taken more than a passing fancy for the boy — 
for the boy as he might be, that was to say — and she was desperately unwilling 
to see him and appraise him as he really was. Thus the mental court of appeal 
was constantly engaged in examining witnesses as to character, most of whom 
signally failed to give any testimony which would support the favourable 
judgment which the tribunal was so anxious to arrive at. A woman with wider 


experience of the world’s ways and shortcomings would probably have 
contented herself with an endeavour to find out whether her liking for the boy 
outweighed her dislike of his characteristics; Elaine took her judgments too 
seriously to approach the matter from such a simple and convenient standpoint. 
The fact that she was much more than half in love with Comus made it 
dreadfully important that she should discover him to have a lovable soul, and 
Comus, it must be confessed, did little to help forward the discovery. 

“At any rate he is honest,” she would observe to herself, after some outspoken 
admission of unprincipled conduct on his part, and then she would ruefully recall 
certain episodes in which he had figured, from which honesty had been 
conspicuously absent. What she tried to label honesty in his candour was 
probably only a cynical defiance of the laws of right and wrong. 

“You look more than usually thoughtful this afternoon,” said Comus to her, 
“as if you had invented this summer day and were trying to think out 
improvements.” 

“If I had the power to create improvements anywhere I think I should begin 
with you,” retorted Elaine. 

“I’m sure it’s much better to leave me as I am,” protested Comus; “you’re 
like a relative of mine up in Argyllshire, who spends his time producing 
improved breeds of sheep and pigs and chickens. So patronising and irritating to 
the Almighty I should think, to go about putting superior finishing touches to 
Creation.” 

Elaine frowned, and then laughed, and finally gave a little sigh. 

“Tt’s not easy to talk sense to you,” she said. 

“Whatever else you take in hand,” said Youghal, “you must never improve 
this garden. It’s what our idea of Heaven might be like if the Jews hadn’t 
invented one for us on totally different lines. It’s dreadful that we should accept 
them as the impresarios of our religious dreamland instead of the Greeks.” 

“You are not very fond of the Jews,” said Elaine. 

“T’ve travelled and lived a good deal in Eastern Europe,” said Youghal. 

“Tt seems largely a question of geography,” said Elaine; “in England no one 
really is anti-Semitic.” 

Youghal shook his head. “I know a great many Jews who are.” 

Servants had quietly, almost reverently, placed tea and its accessories on the 
wicker table, and quietly receded from the landscape. Elaine sat like a grave 
young goddess about to dispense some mysterious potion to her devotees. Her 
mind was still sitting in judgment on the Jewish question. 

Comus scrambled to his feet. 

“Tt’s too hot for tea,” he said; “I shall go and feed the swans.” 


And he walked off with a little silver basket-dish containing brown bread- 
and-butter. 

Elaine laughed quietly. 

“It’s so like Comus,” she said, “to go off with our one dish of bread-and- 
butter.” 

Youghal chuckled responsively. It was an undoubted opportunity for him to 
put in some disparaging criticism of Comus, and Elaine sat alert in readiness to 
judge the critic and reserve judgment on the criticised. 

“His selfishness is splendid but absolutely futile,” said Youghal; “now my 
selfishness is commonplace, but always thoroughly practical and calculated. He 
will have great difficulty in getting the swans to accept his offering, and he 
incurs the odium of reducing us to a bread-and-butterless condition. Incidentally 
he will get very hot.” 

Elaine again had the sense of being thoroughly baffled. If Youghal had said 
anything unkind it was about himself. 

“If my cousin Suzette had been here,” she observed, with the shadow of a 
malicious smile on her lips, “I believe she would have gone into a flood of tears 
at the loss of her bread-and-butter, and Comus would have figured ever after in 
her mind as something black and destroying and hateful. In fact I don’t really 
know why we took our loss so unprotestingly.” 

“For two reasons,” said Youghal; “you are rather fond of Comus. And I — 
am not very fond of bread-and-butter.” 

The jesting remark brought a throb of pleasure to Elaine’s heart. She had 
known full well that she cared for Comus, but now that Courtenay Youghal had 
openly proclaimed the fact as something unchallenged and understood matters 
seemed placed at once on a more advanced footing. The warm sunlit garden 
grew suddenly into a Heaven that held the secret of eternal happiness. Youth 
and comeliness would always walk here, under the low-boughed mulberry trees, 
as unchanging as the leaden otter that for ever preyed on the leaden salmon on 
the edge of the old fountain, and somehow the lovers would always wear the 
aspect of herself and the boy who was talking to the four white swans by the 
water steps. Youghal was right; this was the real Heaven of one’s dreams and 
longings, immeasurably removed from that Rue de la Paix Paradise about which 
one professed utterly insincere hankerings in places of public worship. Elaine 
drank her tea in a happy silence; besides being a brilliant talker Youghal 
understood the rarer art of being a non-talker on occasion. 

Comus came back across the grass swinging the empty basket-dish in his 
hand. 


“Swans were very pleased,” he cried, gaily, “and said they hoped I would 
keep the bread-and-butter dish as a souvenir of a happy tea-party. I may really 
have it, mayn’t I?” he continued in an anxious voice; “it will do to keep studs 
and things in. You don’t want it.” 

“Tt’s got the family crest on it,” said Elaine. Some of the happiness had died 
out of her eyes. 

“PII have that scratched off and my own put on,” said Comus. 

“Tt’s been in the family for generations,” protested Elaine, who did not share 
Comus’s view that because you were rich your lesser possessions could have no 
value in your eyes. 

“T want it dreadfully,” said Comus, sulkily, “and you’ve heaps of other things 
to put bread-and-butter in.” 

For the moment he was possessed by an overmastering desire to keep the dish 
at all costs; a look of greedy determination dominated his face, and he had not 
for an instant relaxed his grip of the coveted object. 

Elaine was genuinely angry by this time, and was busily telling herself that it 
was absurd to be put out over such a trifle; at the same moment a sense of justice 
was telling her that Comus was displaying a good deal of rather shabby 
selfishness. And somehow her chief anxiety at the moment was to keep 
Courtenay Youghal from seeing that she was angry. 

“I know you don’t really want it, so I’m going to keep it,” persisted Comus. 

“Tt’s too hot to argue,” said Elaine. 

“Happy mistress of your destinies,” laughed Youghal; “you can suit your 
disputations to the desired time and temperature. I have to go and argue, or what 
is worse, listen to other people’s arguments, in a hot and doctored atmosphere 
suitable to an invalid lizard.” 

“You haven’t got to argue about a bread-and-butter dish,” said Elaine. 

“Chiefly about bread-and-butter,” said Youghal; “our great preoccupation is 
other people’s bread-and-butter. They earn or produce the material, but we busy 
ourselves with making rules how it shall be cut up, and the size of the slices, and 
how much butter shall go on how much bread. That is what is called legislation. 
If we could only make rules as to how the bread-and-butter should be digested 
we should be quite happy.” 

Elaine had been brought up to regard Parliaments as something to be treated 
with cheerful solemnity, like illness or family re-unions. Youghal’s flippant 
disparagement of the career in which he was involved did not, however, jar on 
her susceptibilities. She knew him to be not only a lively and effective debater 
but an industrious worker on committees. If he made light of his labours, at least 


he afforded no one else a loophole for doing so. And certainly, the 
Parliamentary atmosphere was not inviting on this hot afternoon. 

“When must you go?” she asked, sympathetically. 

Youghal looked ruefully at his watch. Before he could answer, a cheerful 
hoot came through the air, as of an owl joyously challenging the sunlight with a 
foreboding of the coming night. He sprang laughing to his feet. 

“Listen! My summons back to my galley,” he cried. “The Gods have given 
me an hour in this enchanted garden, so I must not complain.” 

Then in a lower voice he almost whispered, “It’s the Persian debate to-night.” 

It was the one hint he had given in the midst of his talking and laughing that 
he was really keenly enthralled in the work that lay before him. It was the one 
little intimate touch that gave Elaine the knowledge that he cared for her opinion 
of his work. 

Comus, who had emptied his cigarette-case, became suddenly clamorous at 
the prospect of being temporarily stranded without a smoke. Youghal took the 
last remaining cigarette from his own case and gravely bisected it. 

“Friendship could go no further,” he observed, as he gave one-half to the 
doubtfully appeased Comus, and lit the other himself. 

“There are heaps more in the hall,” said Elaine. 

“Tt was only done for the Saint Martin of Tours effect,” said Youghal; “I hate 
smoking when I’m rushing through the air. Good-bye.” 

The departing galley-slave stepped forth into the sunlight, radiant and 
confident. A few minutes later Elaine could see glimpses of his white car as it 
rushed past the rhododendron bushes. He woos best who leaves first, 
particularly if he goes forth to battle or the semblance of battle. 

Somehow Elaine’s garden of Eternal Youth had already become clouded in 
its imagery. The girl-figure who walked in it was still distinctly and 
unchangingly herself, but her companion was more blurred and undefined, as a 
picture that has been superimposed on another. 

Youghal sped townward well satisfied with himself. To-morrow, he 
reflected, Elaine would read his speech in her morning paper, and he knew in 
advance that it was not going to be one of his worst efforts. He knew almost 
exactly where the punctuations of laughter and applause would burst in, he knew 
that nimble fingers in the Press Gallery would be taking down each gibe and 
argument as he flung it at the impassive Minister confronting him, and that the 
fair lady of his desire would be able to judge what manner of young man this 
was who spent his afternoon in her garden, lazily chaffing himself and his world. 

And he further reflected, with an amused chuckle, that she would be vividly 
reminded of Comus for days to come, when she took her afternoon tea, and saw 


the bread-and-butter reposing in an unaccustomed dish. 


CHAPTER VII 


Towards four o’clock on a hot afternoon Francesca stepped out from a shop 
entrance near the Piccadilly end of Bond Street and ran almost into the arms of 
Merla Blathlington. The afternoon seemed to get instantly hotter. Merla was 
one of those human flies that buzz; in crowded streets, at bazaars and in warm 
weather, she attained to the proportions of a human bluebottle. Lady Caroline 
Benaresq had openly predicted that a special fly-paper was being reserved for 
her accommodation in another world; others, however, held the opinion that she 
would be miraculously multiplied in a future state, and that four or more Merla 
Blathlingtons, according to deserts, would be in perpetual and unremitting 
attendance on each lost soul. 

“Here we are,” she cried, with a glad eager buzz, “popping in and out of 
shops like rabbits; not that rabbits do pop in and out of shops very extensively.” 

It was evidently one of her bluebottle days. 

“Don’t you love Bond Street?” she gabbled on. “There’s something so 
unusual and distinctive about it; no other street anywhere else is quite like it. 
Don’t you know those ikons and images and things scattered up and down 
Europe, that are supposed to have been painted or carved, as the case may be, by 
St. Luke or Zaccheus, or somebody of that sort; I always like to think that some 
notable person of those times designed Bond Street. St. Paul, perhaps. He 
travelled about a lot.” 

“Not in Middlesex, though,” said Francesca. 

“One can’t be sure,” persisted Merla; “when one wanders about as much as 
he did one gets mixed up and forgets where one has been. I can never remember 
whether I’ve been to the Tyrol twice and St. Moritz once, or the other way 
about; I always have to ask my maid. And there’s something about the name 
Bond that suggests St. Paul; didn’t he write a lot about the bond and the free?” 

“I fancy he wrote in Hebrew or Greek,” objected Francesca; “the word 
wouldn’t have the least resemblance.” 

“So dreadfully non-committal to go about pamphleteering in those bizarre 
languages,” complained Merla; “that’s what makes all those people so elusive. 
As soon as you try to pin them down to a definite statement about anything 
you’re told that some vitally important word has fifteen other meanings in the 
original. I wonder our Cabinet Ministers and politicians don’t adopt a sort of 
dog-Latin or Esperanto jargon to deliver their speeches in; what a lot of 
subsequent explaining away would be saved. But to go back to Bond Street — 
not that we’ve left it—” 


“Tm afraid I must leave it now,” said Francesca, preparing to turn up Grafton 
Street; “Good-bye.” 

“Must you be going? Come and have tea somewhere. I know of a cosy little 
place where one can talk undisturbed.” 

Francesca repressed a shudder and pleaded an urgent engagement. 

“I know where you’re going,” said Merla, with the resentful buzz of a 
bluebottle that finds itself thwarted by the cold unreasoning resistance of a 
windowpane. “You’re going to play bridge at Serena Golackly’s. She never 
asks me to her bridge parties.” 

Francesca shuddered openly this time; the prospect of having to play bridge 
anywhere in the near neighbourhood of Merla’s voice was not one that could be 
contemplated with ordinary calmness. 

“Good-bye,” she said again firmly, and passed out of earshot; it was rather 
like leaving the machinery section of an exhibition. Merla’s diagnosis of her 
destination had been a correct one; Francesca made her way slowly through the 
hot streets in the direction of Serena Golackly’s house on the far side of 
Berkeley Square. To the blessed certainty of finding a game of bridge, she 
hopefully added the possibility of hearing some fragments of news which might 
prove interesting and enlightening. And of enlightenment on a particular 
subject, in which she was acutely and personally interested, she stood in some 
need. Comus of late had been provokingly reticent as to his movements and 
doings; partly, perhaps, because it was his nature to be provoking, partly because 
the daily bickerings over money matters were gradually choking other forms of 
conversation. Francesca had seen him once or twice in the Park in the desirable 
company of Elaine de Frey, and from time to time she heard of the young people 
as having danced together at various houses; on the other hand, she had seen and 
heard quite as much evidence to connect the heiress’s name with that of 
Courtenay Youghal. Beyond this meagre and conflicting and altogether 
tantalising information, her knowledge of the present position of affairs did not 
go. If either of the young men was seriously “making the running,” it was 
probable that she would hear some sly hint or open comment about it from one 
of Serena’s gossip-laden friends, without having to go out of her way to 
introduce the subject and unduly disclose her own state of ignorance. And a 
game of bridge, played for moderately high points, gave ample excuse for 
convenient lapses into reticence; if questions took an embarrassingly inquisitive 
turn, one could always find refuge in a defensive spade. 

The afternoon was too warm to make bridge a generally popular diversion, 
and Serena’s party was a comparatively small one. Only one table was 
incomplete when Francesca made her appearance on the scene; at it was seated 


Serena herself, confronted by Ada Spelvexit, whom everyone was wont to 
explain as “one of the Cheshire Spelvexits,” as though any other variety would 
have been intolerable. Ada Spelvexit was one of those naturally stagnant souls 
who take infinite pleasure in what are called “movements.” “Most of the really 
great lessons I have learned have been taught me by the Poor,” was one of her 
favourite statements. The one great lesson that the Poor in general would have 
liked to have taught her, that their kitchens and sickrooms were not unreservedly 
at her disposal as private lecture halls, she had never been able to assimilate. 
She was ready to give them unlimited advice as to how they should keep the 
wolf from their doors, but in return she claimed and enforced for herself the 
penetrating powers of an east wind or a dust storm. Her visits among her 
wealthier acquaintances were equally extensive and enterprising, and hardly 
more welcome; in country-house parties, while partaking to the fullest extent of 
the hospitality offered her, she made a practice of unburdening herself of 
homilies on the evils of leisure and luxury, which did not particularly endear her 
to her fellow guests. Hostesses regarded her philosophically as a form of social 
measles which everyone had to have once. 

The third prospective player, Francesca noted without any special enthusiasm, 
was Lady Caroline Benaresq. Lady Caroline was far from being a remarkably 
good bridge player, but she always managed to domineer mercilessly over any 
table that was favoured with her presence, and generally managed to win. A 
domineering player usually inflicts the chief damage and demoralisation on his 
partner; Lady Caroline’s special achievement was to harass and demoralise 
partner and opponents alike. 

“Weak and weak,” she announced in her gentle voice, as she cut her hostess 
for a partner; “I suppose we had better play only five shillings a hundred.” 

Francesca wondered at the old woman’s moderate assessment of the stake, 
knowing her fondness for highish play and her usual good luck in card holding. 

“I don’t mind what we play,” said Ada Spelvexit, with an incautious parade 
of elegant indifference; as a matter of fact she was inwardly relieved and 
rejoicing at the reasonable figure proposed by Lady Caroline, and she would 
certainly have demurred if a higher stake had been suggested. She was not as a 
rule a successful player, and money lost at cards was always a poignant 
bereavement to her. 

“Then as you don’t mind we’ll make it ten shillings a hundred,” said Lady 
Caroline, with the pleased chuckle of one who has spread a net in the sight of a 
bird and disproved the vanity of the proceeding. 

It proved a tiresome ding-dong rubber, with the strength of the cards slightly 
on Francesca’s side, and the luck of the table going mostly the other way. She 


was too keen a player not to feel a certain absorption in the game once it had 
started, but she was conscious to-day of a distracting interest that competed with 
the momentary importance of leads and discards and declarations. The little 
accumulations of talk that were unpent during the dealing of the hands became 
as noteworthy to her alert attention as the play of the hands themselves. 

“Yes, quite a small party this afternoon,” said Serena, in reply to a seemingly 
casual remark on Francesca’s part; “and two or three non-players, which is 
unusual on a Wednesday. Canon Besomley was here just before you came; you 
know, the big preaching man.” 

“Tve been to hear him scold the human race once or twice,” said Francesca. 

“A strong man with a wonderfully strong message,” said Ada Spelvexit, in an 
impressive and assertive tone. 

“The sort of popular pulpiteer who spanks the vices of his age and lunches 
with them afterwards,” said Lady Caroline. 

“Hardly a fair summary of the man and his work,” protested Ada. “I’ve been 
to hear him many times when I’ve been depressed or discouraged, and I simply 
can’t tell you the impression his words leave—” 

“At least you can tell us what you intend to make trumps,” broke in Lady 
Caroline, gently. 

“Diamonds,” pronounced Ada, after a rather flurried survey of her hand. 

“Doubled,” said Lady Caroline, with increased gentleness, and a few minutes 
later she was pencilling an addition of twenty-four to her score. 

“I stayed with his people down in Herefordshire last May,” said Ada, 
returning to the unfinished theme of the Canon; “such an exquisite rural retreat, 
and so restful and healing to the nerves. Real country scenery; apple blossom 
everywhere.” 

“Surely only on the apple trees,” said Lady Caroline. 

Ada Spelvexit gave up the attempt to reproduce the decorative setting of the 
Canon’s homelife, and fell back on the small but practical consolation of scoring 
the odd trick in her opponent’s declaration of hearts. 

“If you had led your highest club to start with, instead of the nine, we should 
have saved the trick,” remarked Lady Caroline to her partner in a tone of coldly, 
gentle reproof; “it’s no use, my dear,” she continued, as Serena flustered out a 
halting apology, “no earthly use to attempt to play bridge at one table and try to 
see and hear what’s going on at two or three other tables.” 

“I can generally manage to attend to more than one thing at a time,’ 
Serena, rashly; “I think I must have a sort of double brain.” 

“Much better to economise and have one really good one,” observed Lady 
Caroline. 
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said 


“La belle dame sans merci scoring a verbal trick or two as usual,” said a 
player at another table in a discreet undertone. 

“Did I tell you Sir Edward Roan is coming to my next big evening,” said 
Serena, hurriedly, by way, perhaps, of restoring herself a little in her own 
esteem. 

“Poor dear, good Sir Edward. What have you made trumps?” asked Lady 
Caroline, in one breath. 

“Clubs,” said Francesca; “and pray, why these adjectives of commiseration?” 

Francesca was a Ministerialist by family interest and allegiance, and was 
inclined to take up the cudgels at the suggested disparagement aimed at the 
Foreign Secretary. 

“He amuses me so much,” purred Lady Caroline. Her amusement was 
usually of the sort that a sporting cat derives from watching the Swedish 
exercises of a well-spent and carefully thought-out mouse. 

“Really? He has been rather a brilliant success at the Foreign Office, you 
know,” said Francesca. 

“He reminds one so of a circus elephant — infinitely more intelligent than the 
people who direct him, but quite content to go on putting his foot down or taking 
it up as may be required, quite unconcerned whether he steps on a meringue or a 
hornet’s nest in the process of going where he’s expected to go.” 

“How can you say such things?” protested Francesca. 

“T can’t,” said Lady Caroline; “Courtenay Youghal said it in the House last 
night. Didn’t you read the debate? He was really rather in form. I disagree 
entirely with his point of view, of course, but some of the things he says have 
just enough truth behind them to redeem them from being merely smart; for 
instance, his summing up of the Government’s attitude towards our 
embarrassing Colonial Empire in the wistful phrase ‘happy is the country that 
has no geography.’” 

“What an absurdly unjust thing to say,” put in Francesca; “I daresay some of 
our Party at some time have taken up that attitude, but every one knows that Sir 
Edward is a sound Imperialist at heart.” 

“Most politicians are something or other at heart, but no one would be rash 
enough to insure a politician against heart failure. Particularly when he happens 
to be in office.” 

“Anyhow, I don’t see that the Opposition leaders would have acted any 
differently in the present case,” said Francesca. 

“One should always speak guardedly of the Opposition leaders,” said Lady 
Caroline, in her gentlest voice; “one never knows what a turn in the situation 
may do for them.” 


“You mean they may one day be at the head of affairs?” asked Serena, 
briskly. 

“T mean they may one day lead the Opposition. One never knows.” 

Lady Caroline had just remembered that her hostess was on the Opposition 
side in politics. 

Francesca and her partner scored four tricks in clubs; the game stood 
irresolutely at twenty-four all. 

“If you had followed the excellent lyrical advice given to the Maid of Athens 
and returned my heart we should have made two more tricks and gone game,” 
said Lady Caroline to her partner. 

“Mr. Youghal seems pushing himself to the fore of late,’ remarked 
Francesca, as Serena took up the cards to deal. Since the young politician’s 
name had been introduced into their conversation the opportunity for turning the 
talk more directly on him and his affairs was too good to be missed. 

“T think he’s got a career before him,” said Serena; “the House always fills 
when he’s speaking, and that’s a good sign. And then he’s young and got rather 
an attractive personality, which is always something in the political world.” 

“His lack of money will handicap him, unless he can find himself a rich wife 
or persuade someone to die and leave him a fat legacy,” said Francesca; “since 
M.P.’s have become the recipients of a salary rather more is expected and 
demanded of them in the expenditure line than before.” 

“Yes, the House of Commons still remains rather at the opposite pole to the 
Kingdom of Heaven as regards entrance qualifications,’ observed Lady 
Caroline. 

“There ought to be no difficulty about Youghal picking up a girl with 
money,” said Serena; “with his prospects he would make an excellent husband 
for any woman with social ambitions.” 

And she half sighed, as though she almost regretted that a previous 
matrimonial arrangement precluded her from entering into the competition on 
her own account. 

Francesca, under an assumption of languid interest, was watching Lady 
Caroline narrowly for some hint of suppressed knowledge of Youghal’s 
courtship of Miss de Frey. 

“Whom are you marrying and giving in marriage?” 

The question came from George St. Michael, who had strayed over from a 
neighbouring table, attracted by the fragments of small-talk that had reached his 
ears. 

St. Michael was one of those dapper bird-like illusorily-active men, who seem 
to have been in a certain stage of middle-age for as long as human memory can 


recall them. A close-cut peaked beard lent a certain dignity to his appearance — 
a loan which the rest of his features and mannerisms were continually and 
successfully repudiating. His profession, if he had one, was submerged in his 
hobby, which consisted of being an advance-agent for small happenings or 
possible happenings that were or seemed imminent in the social world around 
him; he found a perpetual and unflagging satisfaction in acquiring and retailing 
any stray items of gossip or information, particularly of a matrimonial nature, 
that chanced to come his way. Given the bare outline of an officially announced 
engagement he would immediately fill it in with all manner of details, true or, at 
any rate, probable, drawn from his own imagination or from some equally 
exclusive source. The Morning Post might content itself with the mere 
statement of the arrangement which would shortly take place, but it was St. 
Michael’s breathless little voice that proclaimed how the contracting parties had 
originally met over a salmon-fishing incident, why the Guards’ Chapel would 
not be used, why her Aunt Mary had at first opposed the match, how the 
question of the children’s religious upbringing had been compromised, etc., etc., 
to all whom it might interest and to many whom it might not. Beyond his 
industriously-earned pre-eminence in this special branch of intelligence, he was 
chiefly noteworthy for having a wife reputed to be the tallest and thinnest 
woman in the Home Counties. The two were sometimes seen together in 
Society, where they passed under the collective name of St. Michael and All 
Angles. 

“We are trying to find a rich wife for Courtenay Youghal,” said Serena, in 
answer to St. Michael’s question. 

“Ah, there I’m afraid you’re a little late,” he observed, glowing with the 
importance of pending revelation; “I’m afraid you’re a little late,” he repeated, 
watching the effect of his words as a gardener might watch the development of a 
bed of carefully tended asparagus. “I think the young gentleman has been before 
you and already found himself a rich mate in prospect.” 

He lowered his voice as he spoke, not with a view to imparting impressive 
mystery to his statement, but because there were other table groups within 
hearing to whom he hoped presently to have the privilege of re-disclosing his 
revelation. 

“Do you mean — ?” began Serena. 

“Miss de Frey,” broke in St. Michael, hurriedly, fearful lest his revelation 
should be forestalled, even in guesswork; “quite an ideal choice, the very wife 
for a man who means to make his mark in politics. Twenty-four thousand a 
year, with prospects of more to come, and a charming place of her own not too 
far from town. Quite the type of girl, too, who will make a good political 


hostess, brains without being brainy, you know. Just the right thing. Of course, 
it would be premature to make any definite announcement at present—” 

“Tt would hardly be premature for my partner to announce what she means to 
make trumps,” interrupted Lady Caroline, in a voice of such sinister gentleness 
that St. Michael fled headlong back to his own table. 

“Oh, is it me? I beg your pardon. I leave it,” said Serena. 

“Thank you. No trumps,” declared Lady Caroline. The hand was successful, 
and the rubber ultimately fell to her with a comfortable margin of honours. The 
same partners cut together again, and this time the cards went distinctly against 
Francesca and Ada Spelvexit, and a heavily piled-up score confronted them at 
the close of the rubber. Francesca was conscious that a certain amount of rather 
erratic play on her part had at least contributed to the result. St. Michael’s 
incursion into the conversation had proved rather a powerful distraction to her 
ordinarily sound bridge-craft. 

Ada Spelvexit emptied her purse of several gold pieces and infused a 
corresponding degree of superiority into her manner. 

“I must be going now,” she announced; “I’m dining early. I have to give an 
address to some charwomen afterwards.” 

“Why?” asked Lady Caroline, with a disconcerting directness that was one of 
her most formidable characteristics. 

“Oh, well, I have some things to say to them that I daresay they will like to 
hear,” said Ada, with a thin laugh. 

Her statement was received with a silence that betokened profound unbelief 
in any such probability. 

“T go about a good deal among working-class women,” she added. 

“No one has ever said it,” observed Lady Caroline, “but how painfully true it 
is that the poor have us always with them.” 

Ada Spelvexit hastened her departure; the marred impressiveness of her 
retreat came as a culminating discomfiture on the top of her ill-fortune at the 
card-table. Possibly, however, the multiplication of her own annoyances 
enabled her to survey charwomen’s troubles with increased cheerfulness. None 
of them, at any rate, had spent an afternoon with Lady Caroline. 

Francesca cut in at another table and with better fortune attending on her, 
succeeded in winning back most of her losses. A sense of satisfaction was 
distinctly dominant as she took leave of her hostess. St. Michael’s gossip, or 
rather the manner in which it had been received, had given her a clue to the real 
state of affairs, which, however slender and conjectural, at least pointed in the 
desired direction. At first she had been horribly afraid lest she should be 
listening to a definite announcement which would have been the death-blow to 


her hopes, but as the recitation went on without any of those assured little minor 
details which St. Michael so loved to supply, she had come to the conclusion that 
it was merely a piece of intelligent guesswork. And if Lady Caroline had really 
believed in the story of Elaine de Frey’s virtual engagement to Courtenay 
Youghal she would have taken a malicious pleasure in encouraging St. Michael 
in his confidences, and in watching Francesca’s discomfiture under the recital. 
The irritated manner in which she had cut short the discussion betrayed the fact, 
that, as far as the old woman’s information went, it was Comus and not 
Courtenay Youghal who held the field. And in this particular case Lady 
Caroline’s information was likely to be nearer the truth than St. Michael’s 
confident gossip. 

Francesca always gave a penny to the first crossing-sweeper or match-seller 
she chanced across after a successful sitting at bridge. This afternoon she had 
come out of the fray some fifteen shillings to the bad, but she gave two pennies 
to a crossing-sweeper at the north-west corner of Berkeley Square as a sort of 
thank-offering to the Gods. 


CHAPTER VIII 


It was a fresh rain-repentant afternoon, following a morning that had been sultry 
and torrentially wet by turns; the sort of afternoon that impels people to talk 
graciously of the rain as having done a lot of good, its chief merit in their eyes 
probably having been its recognition of the art of moderation. Also it was an 
afternoon that invited bodily activity after the convalescent languor of the earlier 
part of the day. Elaine had instinctively found her way into her riding-habit and 
sent an order down to the stables — a blessed oasis that still smelt sweetly of 
horse and hay and cleanliness in a world that reeked of petrol, and now she set 
her mare at a smart pace through a succession of long-stretching country lanes. 
She was due some time that afternoon at a garden-party, but she rode with 
determination in an opposite direction. In the first place neither Comus or 
Courtenay would be at the party, which fact seemed to remove any valid reason 
that could be thought of for inviting her attendance thereat; in the second place 
about a hundred human beings would be gathered there, and human gatherings 
were not her most crying need at the present moment. Since her last encounter 
with her wooers, under the cedars in her own garden, Elaine realised that she 
was either very happy or cruelly unhappy, she could not quite determine which. 
She seemed to have what she most wanted in the world lying at her feet, and she 
was dreadfully uncertain in her more reflective moments whether she really 
wanted to stretch out her hand and take it. It was all very like some situation in 
an Arabian Nights tale or a story of Pagan Hellas, and consequently the more 
puzzling and disconcerting to a girl brought up on the methodical lines of 
Victorian Christianity. Her appeal court was in permanent session these last few 
days, but it gave no decisions, at least none that she would listen to. And the 
ride on her fast light-stepping little mare, alone and unattended, through the 
fresh-smelling leafy lanes into unexplored country, seemed just what she wanted 
at the moment. The mare made some small delicate pretence of being roadshy, 
not the staring dolt-like kind of nervousness that shows itself in an irritating 
hanging-back as each conspicuous wayside object presents itself, but the nerve- 
flutter of an imaginative animal that merely results in a quick whisk of the head 
and a swifter bound forward. She might have paraphrased the mental attitude of 
the immortalised Peter Bell into 


A basket underneath a tree. A yellow tiger is to me,. If it is nothing more. 


The more really alarming episodes of the road, the hoot and whir of a passing 
motor-car or the loud vibrating hum of a wayside threshing-machine, were 
treated with indifference. 

On turning a comer out of a narrow coppice-bordered lane into a wider road 
that sloped steadily upward in a long stretch of hill Elaine saw, coming toward 
her at no great distance, a string of yellow-painted vans, drawn for the most part 
by skewbald or speckled horses. A certain rakish air about these oncoming road- 
craft proclaimed them as belonging to a travelling wild-beast show, decked out 
in the rich primitive colouring that one’s taste in childhood would have insisted 
on before it had been schooled in the artistic value of dulness. It was an 
unlooked-for and distinctly unwelcome encounter. The mare had already 
commenced a sixfold scrutiny with nostrils, eyes and daintily-pricked ears; one 
ear made hurried little backward movements to hear what Elaine was saying 
about the eminent niceness and respectability of the approaching caravan, but 
even Elaine felt that she would be unable satisfactorily to explain the elephants 
and camels that would certainly form part of the procession. To turn back would 
seem rather craven, and the mare might take fright at the manœuvre and try to 
bolt; a gate standing ajar at the entrance to a farmyard lane provided a 
convenient way out of the difficulty. 

As Elaine pushed her way through she became aware of a man standing just 
inside the lane, who made a movement forward to open the gate for her. 

“Thank you. Pm just getting out of the way of a wild-beast show,” she 
explained; “my mare is tolerant of motors and traction-engines, but I expect 
camels — hullo,” she broke off, recognising the man as an old acquaintance, “I 
heard you had taken rooms in a farmhouse somewhere. Fancy meeting you in 
this way.” 

In the not very distant days of her little-girlhood, Tom Keriway had been a 
man to be looked upon with a certain awe and envy; indeed the glamour of his 
roving career would have fired the imagination, and wistful desire to do 
likewise, of many young Englishmen. It seemed to be the grown-up realisation 
of the games played in dark rooms in winter fire-lit evenings, and the dreams 
dreamed over favourite books of adventure. Making Vienna his headquarters, 
almost his home, he had rambled where he listed through the lands of the Near 
and Middle East as leisurely and thoroughly as tamer souls might explore Paris. 
He had wandered through Hungarian horse-fairs, hunted shy crafty beasts on 
lonely Balkan hillsides, dropped himself pebble-wise into the stagnant human 
pool of some Bulgarian monastery, threaded his way through the strange racial 
mosaic of Salonika, listened with amused politeness to the shallow ultra-modern 
opinions of a voluble editor or lawyer in some wayside Russian town, or learned 


wisdom from a chance tavern companion, one of the atoms of the busy ant- 
stream of men and merchandise that moves untiringly round the shores of the 
Black Sea. And far and wide as he might roam he always managed to turn up at 
frequent intervals, at ball and supper and theatre, in the gay Hauptstadt of the 
Habsburgs, haunting his favourite cafés and wine-vaults, skimming through his 
favourite news-sheets, greeting old acquaintances and friends, from ambassadors 
down to cobblers in the social scale. He seldom talked of his travels, but it 
might be said that his travels talked of him; there was an air about him that a 
German diplomat once summed up in a phrase: “a man that wolves have sniffed 
at.” 

And then two things happened, which he had not mapped out in his route; a 
severe illness shook half the life and all the energy out of him, and a heavy 
money loss brought him almost to the door of destitution. With something, 
perhaps, of the impulse which drives a stricken animal away from its kind, Tom 
Keriway left the haunts where he had known so much happiness, and withdrew 
into the shelter of a secluded farmhouse lodging; more than ever he became to 
Elaine a hearsay personality. And now the chance meeting with the caravan had 
flung her across the threshold of his retreat. 

“What a charming little nook you’ve got hold of,” she exclaimed with 
instinctive politeness, and then looked searchingly round, and discovered that 
she had spoken the truth; it really was charming. The farmhouse had that 
intensely English look that one seldom sees out of Normandy. Over the whole 
scene of rickyard, garden, outbuildings, horsepond and orchard, brooded that air 
which seems rightfully to belong to out-of-the-way farmyards, an air of wakeful 
dreaminess which suggests that here, man and beast and bird have got up so 
early that the rest of the world has never caught them up and never will. 

Elaine dismounted, and Keriway led the mare round to a little paddock by the 
side of a great grey barn. At the end of the lane they could see the show go past, 
a string of lumbering vans and great striding beasts that seemed to link the vast 
silences of the desert with the noises and sights and smells, the naphtha-flares 
and advertisement hoardings and trampled orange-peel, of an endless succession 
of towns. 

“You had better let the caravan pass well on its way before you get on the 
road again,” said Keriway; “the smell of the beasts may make your mare nervous 
and restive going home.” 

Then he called to a boy who was busy with a hoe among some defiantly 
prosperous weeds, to fetch the lady a glass of milk and a piece of currant loaf. 

“I don’t know when I’ve seen anything so utterly charming and peaceful,” 
said Elaine, propping herself on a seat that a pear-tree had obligingly designed in 


the fantastic curve of its trunk. 

“Charming, certainly,” said Keriway, “but too full of the stress of its own 
little life struggle to be peaceful. Since I have lived here I’ve learnt, what I’ve 
always suspected, that a country farmhouse, set away in a world of its own, is 
one of the most wonderful studies of interwoven happenings and tragedies that 
can be imagined. It is like the old chronicles of medieval Europe in the days 
when there was a sort of ordered anarchy between feudal lords and overlords, 
and burg-grafs, and mitred abbots, and prince-bishops, robber barons and 
merchant guilds, and Electors and so forth, all striving and contending and 
counter-plotting, and interfering with each other under some vague code of 
loosely-applied rules. Here one sees it reproduced under one’s eyes, like a 
musty page of black-letter come to life. Look at one little section of it, the 
poultry-life on the farm. Villa poultry, dull egg-machines, with records kept of 
how many ounces of food they eat, and how many pennyworths of eggs they lay, 
give you no idea of the wonder-life of these farm-birds; their feuds and 
jealousies, and carefully maintained prerogatives, their unsparing tyrannies and 
persecutions, their calculated courage and bravado or sedulously hidden 
cowardice, it might all be some human chapter from the annals of the old 
Rhineland or medieval Italy. And then, outside their own bickering wars and 
hates, the grim enemies that come up against them from the woodlands; the 
hawk that dashes among the coops like a moss-trooper raiding the border, 
knowing well that a charge of shot may tear him to bits at any moment. And the 
stoat, a creeping slip of brown fur a few inches long, intently and unstayably out 
for blood. And the hunger-taught master of craft, the red fox, who has waited 
perhaps half the afternoon for his chance while the fowls were dusting 
themselves under the hedge, and just as they were turning supper-ward to the 
yard one has stopped a moment to give her feathers a final shake and found 
death springing upon her. Do you know,” he continued, as Elaine fed herself 
and the mare with morsels of currant-loaf, “I don’t think any tragedy in literature 
that I have ever come across impressed me so much as the first one, that I 
spelled out slowly for myself in words of three letters: the bad fox has got the 
red hen. There was something so dramatically complete about it; the badness of 
the fox, added to all the traditional guile of his race, seemed to heighten the 
horror of the hen’s fate, and there was such a suggestion of masterful malice 
about the word ‘got.’ One felt that a countryside in arms would not get that hen 
away from the bad fox. They used to think me a slow dull reader for not getting 
on with my lesson, but I used to sit and picture to myself the red hen, with its 
wings beating helplessly, screeching in terrified protest, or perhaps, if he had got 
it by the neck, with beak wide agape and silent, and eyes staring, as it left the 


farmyard for ever. I have seen blood-spillings and down-crushings and abject 
defeat here and there in my time, but the red hen has remained in my mind as the 
type of helpless tragedy.” He was silent for a moment as if he were again 
musing over the three-letter drama that had so dwelt in his childhood’s 
imagination. “Tell me some of the things you have seen in your time,” was the 
request that was nearly on Elaine’s lips, but she hastily checked herself and 
substituted another. 

“Tell me more about the farm, please.” 

And he told her of a whole world, or rather of several intermingled worlds, 
set apart in this sleepy hollow in the hills, of beast lore and wood lore and farm 
craft, at times touching almost the border of witchcraft — passing lightly here, 
not with the probing eagerness of those who know nothing, but with the averted 
glance of those who fear to see too much. He told her of those things that slept 
and those that prowled when the dusk fell, of strange hunting cats, of the yard 
swine and the stalled cattle, of the farm folk themselves, as curious and remote 
in their way, in their ideas and fears and wants and tragedies, as the brutes and 
feathered stock that they tended. It seemed to Elaine as if a musty store of old- 
world children’s books had been fetched down from some cobwebbed lumber- 
room and brought to life. Sitting there in the little paddock, grown thickly with 
tall weeds and rank grasses, and shadowed by the weather-beaten old grey barn, 
listening to this chronicle of wonderful things, half fanciful, half very real, she 
could scarcely believe that a few miles away there was a garden-party in full 
swing, with smart frocks and smart conversation, fashionable refreshments and 
fashionable music, and a fevered undercurrent of social strivings and snubbings. 
Did Vienna and the Balkan Mountains and the Black Sea seem as remote and 
hard to believe in, she wondered, to the man sitting by her side, who had 
discovered or invented this wonderful fairyland? Was it a true and merciful 
arrangement of fate and life that the things of the moment thrust out the after- 
taste of the things that had been? Here was one who had held much that was 
priceless in the hollow of his hand and lost it all, and he was happy and absorbed 
and well-content with the little wayside corner of the world into which he had 
crept. And Elaine, who held so many desirable things in the hollow of her hand, 
could not make up her mind to be even moderately happy. She did not even 
know whether to take this hero of her childhood down from his pedestal, or to 
place him on a higher one; on the whole she was inclined to resent rather than 
approve the idea that ill-health and misfortune could so completely subdue and 
tame an erstwhile bold and roving spirit. 

The mare was showing signs of delicately-hinted impatience; the paddock, 
with its teasing insects and very indifferent grazing, had not thrust out the image 


of her own comfortable well-foddered loose-box. Elaine divested her habit of 
some remaining crumbs of bun-loaf and jumped lightly on to her saddle. As she 
rode slowly down the lane, with Keriway escorting her as far as its gate, she 
looked round at what had seemed to her, a short while ago, just a picturesque old 
farmstead, a place of bee-hives and hollyhocks and gabled cart-sheds; now it 
was in her eyes a magic city, with an undercurrent of reality beneath its magic. 

“You are a person to be envied,” she said to Keriway; “you have created a 
fairyland, and you are living in it yourself.” 

“Envied?” 

He shot the question out with sudden bitterness. She looked down and saw 
the wistful misery that had come into his face. 

“Once,” he said to her, “in a German paper I read a short story about a tame 
crippled crane that lived in the park of some small town. I forget what happened 
in the story, but there was one line that I shall always remember: ‘it was lame, 
that is why it was tame.’” 

He had created a fairyland, but assuredly he was not living in it. 


CHAPTER IX 


In the warmth of a late June morning the long shaded stretch of raked earth, 
gravel-walk and rhododendron bush that is known affectionately as the Row was 
alive with the monotonous movement and alert stagnation appropriate to the 
time and place. The seekers after health, the seekers after notoriety and 
recognition, and the lovers of good exercise were all well represented on the 
galloping ground; the gravel-walk and chairs and long seats held a population 
whose varied instincts and motives would have baffled a social catalogue- 
maker. The children, handled or in perambulators, might be excused from 
instinct or motive; they were brought. 

Pleasingly conspicuous among a bunch of indifferent riders pacing along by 
the rails where the onlookers were thickest was Courtenay Youghal, on his 
handsome plum-roan gelding Anne de Joyeuse. That delicately stepping animal 
had taken a prize at Islington and nearly taken the life of a stable-boy of whom 
he disapproved, but his strongest claims to distinction were his good looks and 
his high opinion of himself. Youghal evidently believed in thorough accord 
between horse and rider. 

“Please stop and talk to me,” said a quiet beckoning voice from the other side 
of the rails, and Youghal drew rein and greeted Lady Veula Croot. Lady Veula 
had married into a family of commercial solidity and enterprising political 
nonentity. She had a devoted husband, some blonde teachable children, and a 
look of unutterable weariness in her eyes. To see her standing at the top of an 
expensively horticultured staircase receiving her husband’s guests was rather 
like watching an animal performing on a music-hall stage. 

One always tells oneself that the animal likes it, and one always knows that it 
doesn’t. 

“Lady Veula is an ardent Free Trader, isn’t she?” someone once remarked to 
Lady Caroline. 

“I wonder,” said Lady Caroline, in her gently questioning voice; “a woman 
whose dresses are made in Paris and whose marriage has been made in Heaven 
might be equally biassed for and against free imports.” 

Lady Veula looked at Youghal and his mount with slow critical appraisement, 
and there was a note of blended raillery and wistfulness in her voice. 

“You two dear things, I should love to stroke you both, but I’m not sure how 
Joyeuse would take it. So I’ll stroke you down verbally instead. I admired your 
attack on Sir Edward immensely, though of course I don’t agree with a word of 
it. Your description of him building a hedge round the German cuckoo and 


hoping he was isolating it was rather sweet. Seriously though, I regard him as 
one of the pillars of the Administration.” 

“So do I,” said Youghal; “the misfortune is that he is merely propping up a 
canvas roof. It’s just his regrettable solidity and integrity that makes him so 
expensively dangerous. The average Briton arrives at the same judgment about 
Roan’s handling of foreign affairs as Omar does of the Supreme Being in his 
dealings with the world: He’s a good fellow and ‘twill all be well.’” 

Lady Veula laughed lightly. “My Party is in power so I may exercise the 
privilege of being optimistic. Who is that who bowed to you?” she continued, as 
a dark young man with an inclination to stoutness passed by them on foot; “I’ve 
seen him about a good deal lately. He’s been to one or two of my dances.” 

“Andrei Drakoloff,” said Youghal; “he’s just produced a play that has had a 
big success in Moscow and is certain to be extremely popular all over Russia. In 
the first three acts the heroine is supposed to be dying of consumption; in the last 
act they find she is really dying of cancer.” 

“Are the Russians really such a gloomy people?” 

“Gloom-loving but not in the least gloomy. They merely take their sadness 
pleasurably, just as we are accused of taking our pleasures sadly. Have you 
noticed that dreadful Klopstock youth has been pounding past us at shortening 
intervals. He’ll come up and talk if he half catches your eye.” 

“T only just know him. Isn’t he at an agricultural college or something of the 
sort?” 

“Yes, studying to be a gentleman farmer, he told me. I didn’t ask if both 
subjects were compulsory.” 

“You’re really rather dreadful,” said Lady Veula, trying to look as if she 
thought so; “remember, we are all equal in the sight of Heaven.” 

For a preacher of wholesome truths her voice rather lacked conviction. 

“If I and Ernest Klopstock are really equal in the sight of Heaven,” said 
Youghal, with intense complacency, “I should recommend Heaven to consult an 
eye specialist.” 

There was a heavy spattering of loose earth, and a squelching of saddle- 
leather, as the Klopstock youth lumbered up to the rails and delivered himself of 
loud, cheerful greetings. Joyeuse laid his ears well back as the ungainly bay cob 
and his appropriately matched rider drew up beside him; his verdict was 
reflected and endorsed by the cold stare of Youghal’s eyes. 

“Pve been having a nailing fine time,” recounted the newcomer with 
clamorous enthusiasm; “I was over in Paris last month and had lots of 
strawberries there, then I had a lot more in London, and now I’ve been having a 


late crop of them in Herefordshire, so I’ve had quite a lot this year.” And he 
laughed as one who had deserved well and received well of Fate. 

“The charm of that story,” said Youghal, “is that it can be told in any 
drawing-room.” And with a sweep of his wide-brimmed hat to Lady Veula he 
turned the impatient Joyeuse into the moving stream of horse and horsemen. 

“That woman reminds me of some verse I’ve read and liked,” thought 
Youghal, as Joyeuse sprang into a light showy canter that gave full recognition 
to the existence of observant human beings along the side walk. “Ah, I have it.” 

And he quoted almost aloud, as one does in the exhilaration of a canter: 


“How much I loved that way you had. Of smiling most, when very sad,. A smile 
which carried tender hints. Of sun and spring,. And yet, more than all other 
thing,. Of weariness beyond all words.” 


And having satisfactorily fitted Lady Veula on to a quotation he dismissed 
her from his mind. With the constancy of her sex she thought about him, his 
good looks and his youth and his railing tongue, till late in the afternoon. 

While Youghal was putting Joyeuse through his paces under the elm trees of 
the Row a little drama in which he was directly interested was being played out 
not many hundred yards away. Elaine and Comus were indulging themselves in 
two pennyworths of Park chair, drawn aside just a little from the serried rows of 
sitters who were set out like bedded plants over an acre or so of turf. Comus 
was, for the moment, in a mood of pugnacious gaiety, disbursing a fund of 
pointed criticism and unsparing anecdote concerning those of the promenaders 
or loungers whom he knew personally or by sight. Elaine was rather quieter 
than usual, and the grave serenity of the Leonardo da Vinci portrait seemed 
intensified in her face this morning. In his leisurely courtship Comus had relied 
almost exclusively on his physical attraction and the fitful drollery of his wit and 
high spirits, and these graces had gone far to make him seem a very desirable 
and rather lovable thing in Elaine’s eyes. But he had left out of account the 
disfavour which he constantly risked and sometimes incurred from his frank and 
undisguised indifference to other people’s interests and wishes, including, at 
times, Elaine’s. And the more that she felt that she liked him the more she was 
irritated by his lack of consideration for her. Without expecting that her every 
wish should become a law to him she would at least have liked it to reach the 
formality of a Second Reading. Another important factor he had also left out of 
his reckoning, namely the presence on the scene of another suitor, who also had 
youth and wit to recommend him, and who certainly did not lack physical 
attractions. Comus, marching carelessly through unknown country to effect 


what seemed already an assured victory, made the mistake of disregarding the 
existence of an unbeaten army on his flank. 

To-day Elaine felt that, without having actually quarrelled, she and Comus 
had drifted a little bit out of sympathy with one another. The fault she knew was 
scarcely hers, in fact from the most good-natured point of view it could hardly 
be denied that it was almost entirely his. The incident of the silver dish had 
lacked even the attraction of novelty; it had been one of a series, all bearing a 
strong connecting likeness. There had been small unrepaid loans which Elaine 
would not have grudged in themselves, though the application for them brought 
a certain qualm of distaste; with the perversity which seemed inseparable from 
his doings, Comus had always flung away a portion of his borrowings in some 
ostentatious piece of glaring and utterly profitless extravagance, which outraged 
all the canons of her upbringing without bringing him an atom of understandable 
satisfaction. Under these repeated discouragements it was not surprising that 
some small part of her affection should have slipped away, but she had come to 
the Park that morning with an unconfessed expectation of being gently wooed 
back to the mood of gracious forgetfulness that she was only too eager to 
assume. It was almost worth while being angry with Comus for the sake of 
experiencing the pleasure of being coaxed into friendliness again with the charm 
which he knew so well how to exert. It was delicious here under the trees on this 
perfect June morning, and Elaine had the blessed assurance that most of the 
women within range were envying her the companionship of the handsome 
merry-hearted youth who sat by her side. With special complacence she 
contemplated her cousin Suzette, who was self-consciously but not very elatedly 
basking in the attentions of her fiancé, an earnest-looking young man who was 
superintendent of a People’s something-or-other on the south side of the river, 
and whose clothes Comus had described as having been made in Southwark 
rather than in anger. 

Most of the pleasures in life must be paid for, and the chair-ticket vendor in 
due time made his appearance in quest of pennies. 

Comus paid him from out of a varied assortment of coins and then balanced 
the remainder in the palm of his hand. Elaine felt a sudden foreknowledge of 
something disagreeable about to happen and a red spot deepened in her cheeks. 

“Four shillings and fivepence and a half-penny,” said Comus, reflectively. 
“Tt’s a ridiculous sum to last me for the next three days, and I owe a card debt of 
over two pounds.” 

“Yes?” commented Elaine dryly and with an apparent lack of interest in his 
exchequer statement. Surely, she was thinking hurriedly to herself, he could not 
be foolish enough to broach the matter of another loan. 


“The card debt is rather a nuisance,” pursued Comus, with fatalistic 
persistency. 

“You won seven pounds last week, didn’t you?” asked Elaine; “don’t you put 
by any of your winnings to balance losses?” 

“The four shillings and the fivepence and the half-penny represent the 
rearguard of the seven pounds,” said Comus; “the rest have fallen by the way. If 
I can pay the two pounds to-day I daresay I shall win something more to go on 
with; I’m holding rather good cards just now. But if I can’t pay it of course I 
shan’t show up at the club. So you see the fix I am in.” 

Elaine took no notice of this indirect application. The Appeal Court was 
assembling in haste to consider new evidence, and this time there was the 
rapidity of sudden determination about its movement. 

The conversation strayed away from the fateful topic for a few moments and 
then Comus brought it deliberately back to the danger zone. 

“Tt would be awfully nice if you would let me have a fiver for a few days, 
Elaine,” he said quickly; “if you don’t I really don’t know what I shall do.” 

“If you are really bothered about your card debt I will send you the two 
pounds by messenger boy early this afternoon.” She spoke quietly and with 
great decision. “And I shall not be at the Connor’s dance to-night,” she 
continued; “it’s too hot for dancing. I’m going home now; please don’t bother to 
accompany me, I particularly wish to go alone.” 

Comus saw that he had overstepped the mark of her good nature. Wisely he 
made no immediate attempt to force himself back into her good graces. He 
would wait till her indignation had cooled. 

His tactics would have been excellent if he had not forgotten that unbeaten 
army on his flank. 

Elaine de Frey had known very clearly what qualities she had wanted in 
Comus, and she had known, against all efforts at self-deception, that he fell far 
short of those qualities. She had been willing to lower her standard of moral 
requirements in proportion as she was fond of the boy, but there was a point 
beyond which she would not go. He had hurt her pride besides alarming her 
sense of caution. 

Suzette, on whom she felt a thoroughly justified tendency to look down, had 
at any rate an attentive and considerate lover. Elaine walked towards the Park 
gates feeling that in one essential Suzette possessed something that had been 
denied to her, and at the gates she met Joyeuse and his spruce young rider 
preparing to turn homeward. 

“Get rid of Joyeuse and come and take me out to lunch somewhere,” 
demanded Elaine. 


“How jolly,” said Youghal. “Let’s go to the Corridor Restaurant. The head 
waiter there is an old Viennese friend of mine and looks after me beautifully. 
I’ve never been there with a lady before, and he’s sure to ask me afterwards, in 
his fatherly way, if we’re engaged.” 

The lunch was a success in every way. There was just enough orchestral 
effort to immerse the conversation without drowning it, and Youghal was an 
attentive and inspired host. Through an open doorway Elaine could see the café 
reading-room, with its imposing array of Neue Freie Presse, Berliner Tageblatt, 
and other exotic newspapers hanging on the wall. She looked across at the 
young man seated opposite her, who gave one the impression of having centred 
the most serious efforts of his brain on his toilet and his food, and recalled some 
of the flattering remarks that the press had bestowed on his recent speeches. 

“Doesn’t it make you conceited, Courtenay,” she asked, “to look at all those 
foreign newspapers hanging there and know that most of them have got 
paragraphs and articles about your Persian speech?” 

Youghal laughed. 

“There’s always a chastening corrective in the thought that some of them may 
have printed your portrait. When once you’ve seen your features hurriedly 
reproduced in the Matin, for instance, you feel you would like to be a veiled 
Turkish woman for the rest of your life.” 

And Youghal gazed long and lovingly at his reflection in the nearest mirror, 
as an antidote against possible incitements to humility in the portrait gallery of 
fame. 

Elaine felt a certain soothed satisfaction in the fact that this young man, 
whose knowledge of the Middle East was an embarrassment to Ministers at 
question time and in debate, was showing himself equally well-informed on the 
subject of her culinary likes and dislikes. If Suzette could have been forced to 
attend as a witness at a neighbouring table she would have felt even happier. 

“Did the head waiter ask if we were engaged?” asked Elaine, when Courtenay 
had settled the bill, and she had finished collecting her sunshade and gloves and 
other impedimenta from the hands of obsequious attendants. 

“Yes,” said Youghal, “and he seemed quite crestfallen when I had to say 
‘no.’” 

“Tt would be horrid to disappoint him when he’s looked after us so 
charmingly,” said Elaine; “tell him that we are.” 


CHAPTER X 


The Rutland Galleries were crowded, especially in the neighbourhood of the tea- 
buffet, by a fashionable throng of art-patrons which had gathered to inspect 
Mervyn Quentock’s collection of Society portraits. Quentock was a young artist 
whose abilities were just receiving due recognition from the critics; that the 
recognition was not overdue he owed largely to his perception of the fact that if 
one hides one’s talent under a bushel one must be careful to point out to 
everyone the exact bushel under which it is hidden. There are two manners of 
receiving recognition: one is to be discovered so long after one’s death that one’s 
grandchildren have to write to the papers to establish their relationship; the other 
is to be discovered, like the infant Moses, at the very outset of one’s career. 
Mervyn Quentock had chosen the latter and happier manner. In an age when 
many aspiring young men strive to advertise their wares by imparting to them a 
freakish imbecility, Quentock turned out work that was characterised by a 
pleasing delicate restraint, but he contrived to herald his output with a certain 
fanfare of personal eccentricity, thereby compelling an attention which might 
otherwise have strayed past his studio. In appearance he was the ordinary 
cleanly young Englishman, except, perhaps, that his eyes rather suggested a 
library edition of the Arabian Nights; his clothes matched his appearance and 
showed no taint of the sartorial disorder by which the bourgeois of the garden- 
city and the Latin Quarter anxiously seeks to proclaim his kinship with art and 
thought. His eccentricity took the form of flying in the face of some of the 
prevailing social currents of the day, but as a reactionary, never as a reformer. 
He produced a gasp of admiring astonishment in fashionable circles by refusing 
to paint actresses — except, of course, those who had left the legitimate drama to 
appear between the boards of Debrett. He absolutely declined to execute 
portraits of Americans unless they hailed from certain favoured States. His 
“water-colour-line,” as a New York paper phrased it, earned for him a crop of 
angry criticisms and a shoal of Transatlantic commissions, and criticism and 
commissions were the things that Quentock most wanted. 

“Of course he is perfectly right,” said Lady Caroline Benaresq, calmly 
rescuing a piled-up plate of caviare sandwiches from the neighbourhood of a trio 
of young ladies who had established themselves hopefully within easy reach of 
it. “Art,” she continued, addressing herself to the Rev. Poltimore Vardon, “has 
always been geographically exclusive. London may be more important from 
most points of view than Venice, but the art of portrait painting, which would 
never concern itself with a Lord Mayor, simply grovels at the feet of the Doges. 


As a Socialist I’m bound to recognise the right of Ealing to compare itself with 
Avignon, but one cannot expect the Muses to put the two on a level.” 

“Exclusiveness,” said the Reverend Poltimore, “has been the salvation of Art, 
just as the lack of it is proving the downfall of religion. My colleagues of the 
cloth go about zealously proclaiming the fact that Christianity, in some form or 
other, is attracting shoals of converts among all sorts of races and tribes, that one 
had scarcely ever heard of, except in reviews of books of travel that one never 
read. That sort of thing was all very well when the world was more sparsely 
populated, but nowadays, when it simply teems with human beings, no one is 
particularly impressed by the fact that a few million, more or less, of converts, of 
a low stage of mental development, have accepted the teachings of some 
particular religion. It not only chills one’s enthusiasm, it positively shakes one’s 
convictions when one hears that the things one has been brought up to believe as 
true are being very favourably spoken of by Buriats and Samoyeds and 
Kanakas.” 

The Rev. Poltimore Vardon had once seen a resemblance in himself to 
Voltaire, and had lived alongside the comparison ever since. 

“No modern cult or fashion,” he continued, “would be favourably influenced 
by considerations based on statistics; fancy adopting a certain style of hat or cut 
of coat, because it was being largely worn in Lancashire and the Midlands; fancy 
favouring a certain brand of champagne because it was being extensively 
patronised in German summer resorts. No wonder that religion is falling into 
disuse in this country under such ill-directed methods.” 

“You can’t prevent the heathen being converted if they choose to be,” said 
Lady Caroline; “this is an age of toleration.” 

“You could always deny it,” said the Rev. Poltimore, “like the Belgians do 
with regrettable occurrences in the Congo. But I would go further than that. I 
would stimulate the waning enthusiasm for Christianity in this country by 
labelling it as the exclusive possession of a privileged few. If one could induce 
the Duchess of Pelm, for instance, to assert that the Kingdom of Heaven, as far 
as the British Isles are concerned, is strictly limited to herself, two of the under- 
gardeners at Pelmby, and, possibly, but not certainly, the Dean of Dunster, there 
would be an instant reshaping of the popular attitude towards religious 
convictions and observances. Once let the idea get about that the Christian 
Church is rather more exclusive than the Lawn at Ascot, and you would have a 
quickening of religious life such as this generation has never witnessed. But as 
long as the clergy and the religious organisations advertise their creed on the 
lines of ‘Everybody ought to believe in us: millions do,’ one can expect nothing 
but indifference and waning faith.” 


“Time is just as exclusive in its way as Art,” said Lady Caroline. 

“In what way?” said the Reverend Poltimore. 

“Your pleasantries about religion would have sounded quite clever and 
advanced in the early ‘nineties. To-day they have a dreadfully warmed-up 
flavour. That is the great delusion of you would-be advanced satirists; you 
imagine you can sit down comfortably for a couple of decades saying daring and 
startling things about the age you live in, which, whatever other defects it may 
have, is certainly not standing still. The whole of the Sherard Blaw school of 
discursive drama suggests, to my mind, Early Victorian furniture in a travelling 
circus. However, you will always have relays of people from the suburbs to 
listen to the Mocking Bird of yesterday, and sincerely imagine it is the harbinger 
of something new and revolutionising.” 

“Would you mind passing that plate of sandwiches,” asked one of the trio of 
young ladies, emboldened by famine. 

“With pleasure,” said Lady Caroline, deftly passing her a nearly empty plate 
of bread-and-butter. 

“I meant the place of caviare sandwiches. So sorry to trouble you,” persisted 
the young lady. 

Her sorrow was misapplied; Lady Caroline had turned her attention to a 
newcomer. 

“A very interesting exhibition,” Ada Spelvexit was saying; “faultless 
technique, as far as I am a judge of technique, and quite a master-touch in the 
way of poses. But have you noticed how very animal his art is? He seems to 
shut out the soul from his portraits. I nearly cried when I saw dear Winifred 
depicted simply as a good-looking healthy blonde.” 

“I wish you had,” said Lady Caroline; “the spectacle of a strong, brave 
woman weeping at a private view in the Rutland Galleries would have been so 
sensational. It would certainly have been reproduced in the next Drury Lane 
drama. And I’m so unlucky; I never see these sensational events. I was ill with 
appendicitis, you know, when Lulu Braminguard dramatically forgave her 
husband, after seventeen years of estrangement, during a State luncheon party at 
Windsor. The old queen was furious about it. She said it was so disrespectful to 
the cook to be thinking of such a thing at such a time.” 

Lady Caroline’s recollections of things that hadn’t happened at the Court of 
Queen Victoria were notoriously vivid; it was the very widespread fear that she 
might one day write a book of reminiscences that made her so universally 
respected. 

“As for his full-length picture of Lady Brickfield,” continued Ada, ignoring 
Lady Caroline’s commentary as far as possible, “all the expression seems to 


have been deliberately concentrated in the feet; beautiful feet, no doubt, but still, 
hardly the most distinctive part of a human being.” 

“To paint the right people at the wrong end may be an eccentricity, but it is 
scarcely an indiscretion,” pronounced Lady Caroline. 

One of the portraits which attracted more than a passing flutter of attention 
was a costume study of Francesca Bassington. Francesca had secured some 
highly desirable patronage for the young artist, and in return he had enriched her 
pantheon of personal possessions with a clever piece of work into which he had 
thrown an unusual amount of imaginative detail. He had painted her in a 
costume of the great Louis’s brightest period, seated in front of a tapestry that 
was so prominent in the composition that it could scarcely be said to form part of 
the background. Flowers and fruit, in exotic profusion, were its dominant note; 
quinces, pomegranates, passion-flowers, giant convolvulus, great mauve-pink 
roses, and grapes that were already being pressed by gleeful cupids in a riotous 
Arcadian vintage, stood out on its woven texture. The same note was struck in 
the beflowered satin of the lady’s kirtle, and in the pomegranate pattern of the 
brocade that draped the couch on which she was seated. The artist had called his 
picture “Recolte.” And after one had taken in all the details of fruit and flower 
and foliage that earned the composition its name, one noted the landscape that 
showed through a broad casement in the left-hand corner. It was a landscape 
clutched in the grip of winter, naked, bleak, black-frozen; a winter in which 
things died and knew no rewakening. If the picture typified harvest, it was a 
harvest of artificial growth. 

“Tt leaves a great deal to the imagination, doesn’t it?” said Ada Spelvexit, 
who had edged away from the range of Lady Caroline’s tongue. 

“At any rate one can tell who it’s meant for,” said Serena Golackly. 

“Oh, yes, it’s a good likeness of dear Francesca,” admitted Ada; “of course, it 
flatters her.” 

“That, too, is a fault on the right side in portrait painting,” said Serena; “after 
all, if posterity is going to stare at one for centuries it’s only kind and reasonable 
to be looking just a little better than one’s best.” 

“What a curiously unequal style the artist has,” continued Ada, almost as if 
she felt a personal grievance against him; “I was just noticing what a lack of soul 
there was in most of his portraits. Dear Winifred, you know, who speaks so 
beautifully and feelingly at my gatherings for old women, he’s made her look 
just an ordinary dairy-maidish blonde; and Francesca, who is quite the most 
soulless woman I’ve ever met, well, he’s given her quite—” 

“Hush,” said Serena, “the Bassington boy is just behind you.” 


Comus stood looking at the portrait of his mother with the feeling of one who 
comes suddenly across a once-familiar half-forgotten acquaintance in unfamiliar 
surroundings. The likeness was undoubtedly a good one, but the artist had 
caught an expression in Francesca’s eyes which few people had ever seen there. 
It was the expression of a woman who had forgotten for one short moment to be 
absorbed in the small cares and excitements of her life, the money worries and 
little social plannings, and had found time to send a look of half-wistful 
friendliness to some sympathetic companion. Comus could recall that look, 
fitful and fleeting, in his mother’s eyes when she had been a few years younger, 
before her world had grown to be such a committee-room of ways and means. 
Almost as a re-discovery he remembered that she had once figured in his boyish 
mind as a “rather good sort,” more ready to see the laughable side of a piece of 
mischief than to labour forth a reproof. That the bygone feeling of good 
fellowship had been stamped out was, he knew, probably in great part his own 
doing, and it was possible that the old friendliness was still there under the 
surface of things, ready to show itself again if he willed it, and friends were 
becoming scarcer with him than enemies in these days. Looking at the picture 
with its wistful hint of a long ago comradeship, Comus made up his mind that he 
very much wanted things to be back on their earlier footing, and to see again on 
his mother’s face the look that the artist had caught and perpetuated in its 
momentary flitting. If the projected Elaine-marriage came off, and in spite of 
recent maladroit behaviour on his part he still counted it an assured thing, much 
of the immediate cause for estrangement between himself and his mother would 
be removed, or at any rate, easily removable. With the influence of Elaine’s 
money behind him he promised himself that he would find some occupation that 
would remove from himself the reproach of being a waster and idler. There 
were lots of careers, he told himself, that were open to a man with solid financial 
backing and good connections. There might yet be jolly times ahead, in which 
his mother would have her share of the good things that were going, and carking 
thin-lipped Henry Greech and other of Comus’s detractors could take their sour 
looks and words out of sight and hearing. Thus, staring at the picture as though 
he were studying its every detail, and seeing really only that wistful friendly 
smile, Comus made his plans and dispositions for a battle that was already 
fought and lost. 

The crowd grew thicker in the galleries, cheerfully enduring an amount of 
overcrowding that would have been fiercely resented in a railway carriage. Near 
the entrance Mervyn Quentock was talking to a Serene Highness, a lady who led 
a life of obtrusive usefulness, largely imposed on her by a good-natured inability 
to say “No.” “That woman creates a positive draught with the number of 


bazaars she opens,” a frivolously-spoken ex-Cabinet Minister had once 
remarked. At the present moment she was being whimsically apologetic. 

“When I think of the legions of well-meaning young men and women to 
whom I’ve given away prizes for proficiency in art-school curriculum, I feel that 
I ought not to show my face inside a picture gallery. I always imagine that my 
punishment in another world will be perpetually sharpening pencils and cleaning 
palettes for unending relays of misguided young people whom I deliberately 
encouraged in their artistic delusions.” 

“Do you suppose we shall all get appropriate punishments in another world 
for our sins in this?” asked Quentock. 

“Not so much for our sins as for our indiscretions; they are the things which 
do the most harm and cause the greatest trouble. I feel certain that Christopher 
Columbus will undergo the endless torment of being discovered by parties of 
American tourists. You see I am quite old fashioned in my ideas about the 
terrors and inconveniences of the next world. And now I must be running away; 
I’ve got to open a Free Library somewhere. You know the sort of thing that 
happens — one unveils a bust of Carlyle and makes a speech about Ruskin, and 
then people come in their thousands and read ‘Rabid Ralph, or Should he have 
Bitten Her?’ Don’t forget, please, I’m going to have the medallion with the fat 
cupid sitting on a sundial. And just one thing more — perhaps I ought not to ask 
you, but you have such nice kind eyes, you embolden one to make daring 
requests, would you send me the recipe for those lovely chestnut-and-chicken- 
liver sandwiches? I know the ingredients of course, but it’s the proportions that 
make such a difference — just how much liver to how much chestnut, and what 
amount of red pepper and other things. Thank you so much. I really am going 
now.” 

Staring round with a vague half-smile at everybody within nodding distance, 
Her Serene Highness made one of her characteristic exits, which Lady Caroline 
declared always reminded her of a scrambled egg slipping off a piece of toast. 
At the entrance she stopped for a moment to exchange a word or two with a 
young man who had just arrived. From a corner where he was momentarily 
hemmed in by a group of tea-consuming dowagers, Comus recognised the 
newcomer as Courtenay Youghal, and began slowly to labour his way towards 
him. Youghal was not at the moment the person whose society he most craved 
for in the world, but there was at least the possibility that he might provide an 
opportunity for a game of bridge, which was the dominant desire of the 
moment. The young politician was already surrounded by a group of friends and 
acquaintances, and was evidently being made the recipient of a salvo of 
congratulation — presumably on his recent performances in the Foreign Office 


debate, Comus concluded. But Youghal himself seemed to be announcing the 
event with which the congratulations were connected. Had some dramatic 
catastrophe overtaken the Government, Comus wondered. And then, as he 
pressed nearer, a chance word, the coupling of two names, told him the news. 


CHAPTER XI 


After the momentous lunch at the Corridor Restaurant Elaine had returned to 
Manchester Square (where she was staying with one of her numerous aunts) in a 
frame of mind that embraced a tangle of competing emotions. In the first place 
she was conscious of a dominant feeling of relief; in a moment of impetuosity, 
not wholly uninfluenced by pique, she had settled the problem which hours of 
hard thinking and serious heart-searching had brought no nearer to solution, and, 
although she felt just a little inclined to be scared at the headlong manner of her 
final decision, she had now very little doubt in her own mind that the decision 
had been the right one. In fact the wonder seemed rather that she should have 
been so long in doubt as to which of her wooers really enjoyed her honest 
approval. She had been in love, these many weeks past with an imaginary 
Comus, but now that she had definitely walked out of her dreamland she saw 
that nearly all the qualities that had appealed to her on his behalf had been absent 
from, or only fitfully present in, the character of the real Comus. And now that 
she had installed Youghal in the first place of her affections he had rapidly 
acquired in her eyes some of the qualities which ranked highest in her 
estimation. Like the proverbial buyer she had the happy feminine tendency of 
magnifying the worth of her possession as soon as she had acquired it. And 
Courtenay Youghal gave Elaine some justification for her sense of having 
chosen wisely. Above all other things, selfish and cynical though he might 
appear at times, he was unfailingly courteous and considerate towards her. That 
was a circumstance which would always have carried weight with her in judging 
any man; in this case its value was enormously heightened by contrast with the 
behaviour of her other wooer. And Youghal had in her eyes the advantage 
which the glamour of combat, even the combat of words and wire-pulling, 
throws over the fighter. He stood well in the forefront of a battle which however 
carefully stage-managed, however honeycombed with personal insincerities and 
overlaid with calculated mock-heroics, really meant something, really counted 
for good or wrong in the nation’s development and the world’s history. Shrewd 
parliamentary observers might have warned her that Youghal would never stand 
much higher in the political world than he did at present, as a brilliant 
Opposition freelance, leading lively and rather meaningless forays against the 
dull and rather purposeless foreign policy of a Government that was scarcely 
either to be blamed for or congratulated on its handling of foreign affairs. The 
young politician had not the strength of character or convictions that keeps a 
man naturally in the forefront of affairs and gives his counsels a sterling value, 


and on the other hand his insincerity was not deep enough to allow him to pose 
artificially and successfully as a leader of men and shaper of movements. For 
the moment, however, his place in public life was sufficiently marked out to give 
him a secure footing in that world where people are counted individually and not 
in herds. The woman whom he would make his wife would have the chance, 
too, if she had the will and the skill, to become an individual who counted. 

There was balm to Elaine in this reflection, yet it did not wholly suffice to 
drive out the feeling of pique which Comus had called into being by his slighting 
view of her as a convenient cash supply in moments of emergency. She found a 
certain satisfaction in scrupulously observing her promise, made earlier on that 
eventful day, and sent off a messenger with the stipulated loan. Then a reaction 
of compunction set in, and she reminded herself that in fairness she ought to 
write and tell her news in as friendly a fashion as possible to her dismissed suitor 
before it burst upon him from some other quarter. They had parted on more or 
less quarrelling terms it was true, but neither of them had foreseen the finality of 
the parting nor the permanence of the breach between them; Comus might even 
now be thinking himself half-forgiven, and the awakening would be rather 
cruel. The letter, however, did not prove an easy one to write; not only did it 
present difficulties of its own but it suffered from the competing urgency of a 
desire to be doing something far pleasanter than writing explanatory and 
valedictory phrases. Elaine was possessed with an unusual but quite 
overmastering hankering to visit her cousin Suzette Brankley. They met but 
rarely at each other’s houses and very seldom anywhere else, and Elaine for her 
part was never conscious of feeling that their opportunities for intercourse lacked 
anything in the way of adequacy. Suzette accorded her just that touch of 
patronage which a moderately well-off and immoderately dull girl will usually 
try to mete out to an acquaintance who is known to be wealthy and suspected of 
possessing brains. In return Elaine armed herself with that particular brand of 
mock humility which can be so terribly disconcerting if properly wielded. No 
quarrel of any description stood between them and one could not legitimately 
have described them as enemies, but they never disarmed in one another’s 
presence. A misfortune of any magnitude falling on one of them would have 
been sincerely regretted by the other, but any minor discomfiture would have 
produced a feeling very much akin to satisfaction. Human nature knows 
millions of these inconsequent little feuds, springing up and flourishing apart 
from any basis of racial, political, religious or economic causes, as a hint perhaps 
to crass unseeing altruists that enmity has its place and purpose in the world as 
well as benevolence. 


Elaine had not personally congratulated Suzette since the formal 
announcement of her engagement to the young man with the dissentient tailoring 
effects. The impulse to go and do so now, overmastered her sense of what was 
due to Comus in the way of explanation. The letter was still in its blank 
unwritten stage, an unmarshalled sequence of sentences forming in her brain, 
when she ordered her car and made a hurried but well-thought-out change into 
her most sumptuously sober afternoon toilette. Suzette, she felt tolerably sure, 
would still be in the costume that she had worn in the Park that morning, a 
costume that aimed at elaboration of detail, and was damned with overmuch 
success. 

Suzette’s mother welcomed her unexpected visitor with obvious satisfaction. 
Her daughter’s engagement, she explained, was not so brilliant from the social 
point of view as a girl of Suzette’s attractions and advantages might have 
legitimately aspired to, but Egbert was a thoroughly commendable and 
dependable young man, who would very probably win his way before long to 
membership of the County Council. 

“From there, of course, the road would be open to him to higher things.” 

“Yes,” said Elaine, “he might become an alderman.” 

“Have you seen their photographs, taken together?” asked Mrs. Brankley, 
abandoning the subject of Egbert’s prospective career. 

“No, do show me,” said Elaine, with a flattering show of interest; “I’ve never 
seen that sort of thing before. It used to be the fashion once for engaged couples 
to be photographed together, didn’t it?” 

“It’s very much the fashion now,” said Mrs. Brankley assertively, but some of 
the complacency had filtered out of her voice. Suzette came into the room, 
wearing the dress that she had worn in the Park that morning. 

“Of course, you’ve been hearing all about the engagement from mother,” she 
cried, and then set to work conscientiously to cover the same ground. 

“We met at Grindelwald, you know. He always calls me his Ice Maiden 
because we first got to know each other on the skating rink. Quite romantic, 
wasn’t it? Then we asked him to tea one day, and we got to be quite friendly. 
Then he proposed.” 

“He wasn’t the only one who was smitten with Suzette,” Mrs. Brankley 
hastened to put in, fearful lest Elaine might suppose that Egbert had had things 
all his own way. “There was an American millionaire who was quite taken with 
her, and a Polish count of a very old family. I assure you I felt quite nervous at 
some of our tea-parties.” 

Mrs. Brankley had given Grindelwald a sinister but rather alluring reputation 
among a large circle of untravelled friends as a place where the insolence of 


birth and wealth was held in precarious check from breaking forth into scenes of 
savage violence. 

“My marriage with Egbert will, of course, enlarge the sphere of my life 
enormously,” pursued Suzette. 

“Yes,” said Elaine; her eyes were rather remorselessly taking in the details of 
her cousin’s toilette. It is said that nothing is sadder than victory except defeat. 
Suzette began to feel that the tragedy of both was concentrated in the creation 
which had given her such unalloyed gratification, till Elaine had come on the 
scene. 

“A woman can be so immensely helpful in the social way to a man who is 
making a career for himself. And I’m so glad to find that we’ve a great many 
ideas in common. We each made out a list of our idea of the hundred best 
books, and quite a number of them were the same.” 

“He looks bookish,” said Elaine, with a critical glance at the photograph. 

“Oh, he’s not at all a bookworm,” said Suzette quickly, “though he’s 
tremendously well-read. He’s quite the man of action.” 

“Does he hunt?” asked Elaine. 

“No, he doesn’t get much time or opportunity for riding.” 

“What a pity,’ commented Elaine; “I don’t think I could marry a man who 
wasn’t fond of riding.” 

“Of course that’s a matter of taste,” said Suzette, stiffly; “horsey men are not 
usually gifted with overmuch brains, are they?” 

“There is as much difference between a horseman and a horsey man as there 
is between a well-dressed man and a dressy one,” said Elaine, judicially; “and 
you may have noticed how seldom a dressy woman really knows how to dress. 
As an old lady of my acquaintance observed the other day, some people are born 
with a sense of how to clothe themselves, others acquire it, others look as if their 
clothes had been thrust upon them.” 

She gave Lady Caroline her due quotation marks, but the sudden tactfulness 
with which she looked away from her cousin’s frock was entirely her own idea. 

A young man entering the room at this moment caused a diversion that was 
rather welcome to Suzette. 

“Here comes Egbert,” she announced, with an air of subdued triumph; it was 
at least a satisfaction to be able to produce the captive of her charms, alive and in 
good condition, on the scene. Elaine might be as critical as she pleased, but a 
live lover outweighed any number of well-dressed straight-riding cavaliers who 
existed only as a distant vision of the delectable husband. 

Egbert was one of those men who have no small talk, but possess an 
inexhaustible supply of the larger variety. In whatever society he happened to 


be, and particularly in the immediate neighbourhood of an afternoon-tea table, 
with a limited audience of womenfolk, he gave the impression of someone who 
was addressing a public meeting, and would be happy to answer questions 
afterwards. A suggestion of gas-lit mission-halls, wet umbrellas, and discreet 
applause seemed to accompany him everywhere. He was an exponent, among 
other things, of what he called New Thought, which seemed to lend itself 
conveniently to the employment of a good deal of rather stale phraseology. 
Probably in the course of some thirty odd years of existence he had never been 
of any notable use to man, woman, child or animal, but it was his firmly- 
announced intention to leave the world a better, happier, purer place than he had 
found it; against the danger of any relapse to earlier conditions after his 
disappearance from the scene, he was, of course, powerless to guard. ’Tis not in 
mortals to insure succession, and Egbert was admittedly mortal. 

Elaine found him immensely entertaining, and would certainly have exerted 
herself to draw him out if such a proceeding had been at all necessary. She 
listened to his conversation with the complacent appreciation that one bestows 
on a stage tragedy, from whose calamities one can escape at any moment by the 
simple process of leaving one’s seat. When at last he checked the flow of his 
opinions by a hurried reference to his watch, and declared that he must be 
moving on elsewhere, Elaine almost expected a vote of thanks to be accorded 
him, or to be asked to signify herself in favour of some resolution by holding up 
her hand. 

When the young man had bidden the company a rapid business-like farewell, 
tempered in Suzette’s case by the exact degree of tender intimacy that it would 
have been considered improper to omit or overstep, Elaine turned to her 
expectant cousin with an air of cordial congratulation. 

“He is exactly the husband I should have chosen for you, Suzette.” 

For the second time that afternoon Suzette felt a sense of waning enthusiasm 
for one of her possessions. 

Mrs. Brankley detected the note of ironical congratulation in her visitor’s 
verdict. 

“I suppose she means he’s not her idea of a husband, but, he’s good enough 
for Suzette,” she observed to herself, with a snort that expressed itself 
somewhere in the nostrils of the brain. Then with a smiling air of heavy 
patronage she delivered herself of her one idea of a damaging counter-stroke. 

“And when are we to hear of your engagement, my dear?” 

“Now,” said Elaine quietly, but with electrical effect; “I came to announce it 
to you but I wanted to hear all about Suzette first. It will be formally announced 
in the papers in a day or two.” 


“But who is it? Is it the young man who was with you in the Park this 
morning?” asked Suzette. 

“Let me see, who was I with in the Park this morning? A very good-looking 
dark boy? Oh no, not Comus Bassington. Someone you know by name, 
anyway, and I expect you’ve seen his portrait in the papers.” 

“A flying-man?” asked Mrs. Brankley. 

“Courtenay Youghal,” said Elaine. 

Mrs. Brankley and Suzette had often rehearsed in the privacy of their minds 
the occasion when Elaine should come to pay her personal congratulations to her 
engaged cousin. It had never been in the least like this. 

On her return from her enjoyable afternoon visit Elaine found an express 
messenger letter waiting for her. It was from Comus, thanking her for her loan 
— and returning it. 

“I suppose I ought never to have asked you for it,” he wrote, “but you are 
always so deliciously solemn about money matters that I couldn’t resist. Just 
heard the news of your engagement to Courtenay. Congrats. to you both. I’m 
far too stoney broke to buy you a wedding present so I’m going to give you back 
the bread-and-butter dish. Luckily it still has your crest on it. I shall love to 
think of you and Courtenay eating bread-and-butter out of it for the rest of your 
lives.” 

That was all he had to say on the matter about which Elaine had been 
preparing to write a long and kindly-expressed letter, closing a rather 
momentous chapter in her life and his. There was not a trace of regret or 
upbraiding in his note; he had walked out of their mutual fairyland as abruptly as 
she had, and to all appearances far more unconcernedly. Reading the letter again 
and again Elaine could come to no decision as to whether this was merely a 
courageous gibe at defeat, or whether it represented the real value that Comus set 
on the thing that he had lost. 

And she would never know. If Comus possessed one useless gift to 
perfection it was the gift of laughing at Fate even when it had struck him 
hardest. One day, perhaps, the laughter and mockery would be silent on his lips, 
and Fate would have the advantage of laughing last. 


CHAPTER XII 


A door closed and Francesca Bassington sat alone in her well-beloved drawing- 
room. The visitor who had been enjoying the hospitality of her afternoon-tea 
table had just taken his departure. The téte-a-téte had not been a pleasant one, at 
any rate as far as Francesca was concerned, but at least it had brought her the 
information for which she had been seeking. Her rôle of looker-on from a 
tactful distance had necessarily left her much in the dark concerning the progress 
of the all-important wooing, but during the last few hours she had, on slender 
though significant evidence, exchanged her complacent expectancy for a 
conviction that something had gone wrong. She had spent the previous evening 
at her brother’s house, and had naturally seen nothing of Comus in that 
uncongenial quarter; neither had he put in an appearance at the breakfast table 
the following morning. She had met him in the hall at eleven o’clock, and he 
had hurried past her, merely imparting the information that he would not be in 
till dinner that evening. He spoke in his sulkiest tone, and his face wore a look 
of defeat, thinly masked by an air of defiance; it was not the defiance of a man 
who is losing, but of one who has already lost. 

Francesca’s conviction that things had gone wrong between Comus and 
Elaine de Frey grew in strength as the day wore on. She lunched at a friend’s 
house, but it was not a quarter where special social information of any 
importance was likely to come early to hand. Instead of the news she was 
hankering for, she had to listen to trivial gossip and speculation on the flirtations 
and “cases” and “affairs” of a string of acquaintances whose matrimonial 
projects interested her about as much as the nesting arrangements of the 
wildfowl in St. James’s Park. 

“Of course,” said her hostess, with the duly impressive emphasis of a 
privileged chronicler, “we’ve always regarded Claire as the marrying one of the 
family, so when Emily came to us and said, ‘I’ve got some news for you,’ we all 
said, ‘Claire’s engaged!’ ‘Oh, no,’ said Emily, ‘it’s not Claire this time, it’s 
me.’ So then we had to guess who the lucky man was. ‘It can’t be Captain 
Parminter,’ we all said, ‘because he’s always been sweet on Joan.’ And then 
Emily said—” 

The recording voice reeled off the catalogue of inane remarks with a 
comfortable purring complacency that held out no hope of an early abandoning 
of the topic. Francesca sat and wondered why the innocent acceptance of a 
cutlet and a glass of indifferent claret should lay one open to such unsparing 
punishment. 


A stroll homeward through the Park after lunch brought no further 
enlightenment on the subject that was uppermost in her mind; what was worse, it 
brought her, without possibility of escape, within hailing distance of Merla 
Blathington, who fastened on to her with the enthusiasm of a lonely tsetse fly 
encountering an outpost of civilisation. 

“Just think,” she buzzed inconsequently, “my sister in Cambridgeshire has 
hatched out thirty-three White Orpington chickens in her incubator!” 

“What eggs did she put in it?” asked Francesca. 

“Oh, some very special strain of White Orpington.” 

“Then I don’t see anything remarkable in the result. If she had put in 
crocodile’s eggs and hatched out White Orpingtons, there might have been 
something to write to Country Life about.” 

“What funny fascinating things these little green park-chairs are,” said Merla, 
starting off on a fresh topic; “they always look so quaint and knowing when 
they’re stuck away in pairs by themselves under the trees, as if they were having 
a heart-to-heart talk or discussing a piece of very private scandal. If they could 
only speak, what tragedies and comedies they could tell us of, what flirtations 
and proposals.” 

“Let us be devoutly thankful that they can’t,” said Francesca, with a 
shuddering recollection of the luncheon-table conversation. 

“Of course, it would make one very careful what one said before them — or 
above them rather,” Merla rattled on, and then, to Francesca’s infinite relief, she 
espied another acquaintance sitting in unprotected solitude, who promised to 
supply a more durable audience than her present rapidly moving companion. 
Francesca was free to return to her drawing-room in Blue Street to await with 
such patience as she could command the coming of some visitor who might be 
able to throw light on the subject that was puzzling and disquieting her. The 
arrival of George St. Michael boded bad news, but at any rate news, and she 
gave him an almost cordial welcome. 

“Well, you see I wasn’t far wrong about Miss de Frey and Courtenay 
Youghal, was I?” he chirruped, almost before he had seated himself. Francesca 
was to be spared any further spinning-out of her period of uncertainty. “Yes, it’s 
officially given out,” he went on, “and it’s to appear in the Morning Post to- 
morrow. I heard it from Colonel Deel this morning, and he had it direct from 
Youghal himself. Yes, please, one lump; I’m not fashionable, you see.” He had 
made the same remark about the sugar in his tea with unfailing regularity for at 
least thirty years. Fashions in sugar are apparently stationary. “They say,” he 
continued, hurriedly, “that he proposed to her on the Terrace of the House, and a 
division bell rang, and he had to hurry off before she had time to give her 


answer, and when he got back she simply said, ‘the Ayes have it.’” St. Michael 
paused in his narrative to give an appreciative giggle. 

“Just the sort of inanity that would go the rounds,” remarked Francesca, with 
the satisfaction of knowing that she was making the criticism direct to the author 
and begetter of the inanity in question. Now that the blow had fallen and she 
knew the full extent of its weight, her feeling towards the bringer of bad news, 
who sat complacently nibbling at her tea-cakes and scattering crumbs of 
tiresome small-talk at her feet, was one of wholehearted dislike. She could 
sympathise with, or at any rate understand, the tendency of oriental despots to 
inflict death or ignominious chastisement on messengers bearing tidings of 
misfortune and defeat, and St. Michael, she perfectly well knew, was thoroughly 
aware of the fact that her hopes and wishes had been centred on the possibility of 
having Elaine for a daughter-in-law; every purring remark that his mean little 
soul prompted him to contribute to the conversation had an easily recognizable 
undercurrent of malice. Fortunately for her powers of polite endurance, which 
had been put to such searching and repeated tests that day, St. Michael had 
planned out for himself a busy little time-table of afternoon visits, at each of 
which his self-appointed task of forestalling and embellishing the newspaper 
announcements of the Youghal-de Frey engagement would be hurriedly but 
thoroughly performed. 

“They’ll be quite one of the best-looking and most interesting couples of the 
Season, won’t they?” he cried, by way of farewell. The door closed and 
Francesca Bassington sat alone in her drawing-room. 

Before she could give way to the bitter luxury of reflection on the downfall of 
her hopes, it was prudent to take precautionary measures against unwelcome 
intrusion. Summoning the maid who had just speeded the departing St. Michael, 
she gave the order: “I am not at home this afternoon to Lady Caroline 
Benaresq.” On second thoughts she extended the taboo to all possible callers, 
and sent a telephone message to catch Comus at his club, asking him to come 
and see her as soon as he could manage before it was time to dress for dinner. 
Then she sat down to think, and her thinking was beyond the relief of tears. 

She had built herself a castle of hopes, and it had not been a castle in Spain, 
but a structure well on the probable side of the Pyrenees. There had been a solid 
foundation on which to build. Miss de Frey’s fortune was an assured and 
unhampered one, her liking for Comus had been an obvious fact; his courtship of 
her a serious reality. The young people had been much together in public, and 
their names had naturally been coupled in the match-making gossip of the day. 
The only serious shadow cast over the scene had been the persistent presence, in 
foreground or background, of Courtenay Youghal. And now the shadow 


suddenly stood forth as the reality, and the castle of hopes was a ruin, a hideous 
mortification of dust and débris, with the skeleton outlines of its chambers still 
standing to make mockery of its discomfited architect. The daily anxiety about 
Comus and his extravagant ways and intractable disposition had been gradually 
lulled by the prospect of his making an advantageous marriage, which would 
have transformed him from a ne’er-do-well and adventurer into a wealthy idler. 
He might even have been moulded, by the resourceful influence of an ambitious 
wife, into a man with some definite purpose in life. The prospect had vanished 
with cruel suddenness, and the anxieties were crowding back again, more 
insistent than ever. The boy had had his one good chance in the matrimonial 
market and missed it; if he were to transfer his attentions to some other well- 
dowered girl he would be marked down at once as a fortune-hunter, and that 
would constitute a heavy handicap to the most plausible of wooers. His liking 
for Elaine had evidently been genuine in its way, though perhaps it would have 
been rash to read any deeper sentiment into it, but even with the spur of his own 
inclination to assist him he had failed to win the prize that had seemed so 
temptingly within his reach. And in the dashing of his prospects, Francesca saw 
the threatening of her own. The old anxiety as to her precarious tenure of her 
present quarters put on again all its familiar terrors. One day, she foresaw, in the 
horribly near future, George St. Michael would come pattering up her stairs with 
the breathless intelligence that Emmeline Chetrof was going to marry somebody 
or other in the Guards or the Record Office as the case might be, and then there 
would be an uprooting of her life from its home and haven in Blue Street and a 
wandering forth to some cheap unhappy far-off dwelling, where the stately Van 
der Meulen and its companion host of beautiful and desirable things would be 
stuffed and stowed away in soulless surroundings, like courtly émigrés fallen on 
evil days. It was unthinkable, but the trouble was that it had to be thought 
about. And if Comus had played his cards well and transformed himself from an 
encumbrance into a son with wealth at his command, the tragedy which she saw 
looming in front of her might have been avoided or at the worst whittled down to 
easily bearable proportions. With money behind one, the problem of where to 
live approaches more nearly to the simple question of where do you wish to live, 
and a rich daughter-in-law would have surely seen to it that she did not have to 
leave her square mile of Mecca and go out into the wilderness of bricks and 
mortar. If the house in Blue Street could not have been compounded for there 
were other desirable residences which would have been capable of consoling 
Francesca for her lost Eden. And now the detested Courtenay Youghal, with his 
mocking eyes and air of youthful cynicism, had stepped in and overthrown those 
golden hopes and plans whose non-fulfilment would make such a world of 


change in her future. Assuredly she had reason to feel bitter against that young 
man, and she was not disposed to take a very lenient view of Comus’s own 
mismanagement of the affair; her greeting when he at last arrived, was not 
couched in a sympathetic strain. 

“So you have lost your chance with the heiress,” she remarked abruptly. 

“Yes,” said Comus, coolly; “Courtenay Youghal has added her to his other 
successes.” 

“And you have added her to your other failures,” pursued Francesca, 
relentlessly; her temper had been tried that day beyond ordinary limits. 

“I thought you seemed getting along so well with her,” she continued, as 
Comus remained uncommunicative. 

“We hit it off rather well together,” said Comus, and added with deliberate 
bluntness, “I suppose she got rather sick at my borrowing money from her. She 
thought it was all I was after.” 

“You borrowed money from her!” said Francesca; “you were fool enough to 
borrow money from a girl who was favourably disposed towards you, and with 
Courtenay Youghal in the background waiting to step in and oust you!” 

Francesca’s voice trembled with misery and rage. This great stroke of good 
luck that had seemed about to fall into their laps had been thrust aside by an act 
or series of acts of wanton paltry folly. The good ship had been lost for the sake 
of the traditional ha’porth of tar. Comus had paid some pressing tailor’s or 
tobacconist’s bill with a loan unwillingly put at his disposal by the girl he was 
courting, and had flung away his chances of securing a wealthy and in every way 
desirable bride. Elaine de Frey and her fortune might have been the making of 
Comus, but he had hurried in as usual to effect his own undoing. Calmness did 
not in this case come with reflection; the more Francesca thought about the 
matter, the more exasperated she grew. Comus threw himself down in a low 
chair and watched her without a trace of embarrassment or concern at her 
mortification. He had come to her feeling rather sorry for himself, and bitterly 
conscious of his defeat, and she had met him with a taunt and without the least 
hint of sympathy; he determined that she should be tantalised with the 
knowledge of how small and stupid a thing had stood between the realisation 
and ruin of her hopes for him. 

“And to think she should be captured by Courtenay Youghal,” said Francesca, 
bitterly; “I’ve always deplored your intimacy with that young man.” 

“Tt’s hardly my intimacy with him that’s made Elaine accept him,” said 
Comus. 

Francesca realised the futility of further upbraiding. Through the tears of 
vexation that stood in her eyes, she looked across at the handsome boy who sat 


opposite her, mocking at his own misfortune, perversely indifferent to his folly, 
seemingly almost indifferent to its consequences. 

“Comus,” she said quietly and wearily, “you are an exact reversal of the 
legend of Pandora’s Box. You have all the charm and advantages that a boy 
could want to help him on in the world, and behind it all there is the fatal 
damning gift of utter hopelessness.” 

“T think,” said Comus, “that is the best description that anyone has ever given 
of me.” 

For the moment there was a flush of sympathy and something like outspoken 
affection between mother and son. They seemed very much alone in the world 
just now, and in the general overturn of hopes and plans, there flickered a chance 
that each might stretch out a hand to the other, and summon back to their lives 
an old dead love that was the best and strongest feeling either of them had 
known. But the sting of disappointment was too keen, and the flood of 
resentment mounted too high on either side to allow the chance more than a 
moment in which to flicker away into nothingness. The old fatal topic of 
estrangement came to the fore, the question of immediate ways and means, and 
mother and son faced themselves again as antagonists on a well-disputed field. 

“What is done is done,” said Francesca, with a movement of tragic 
impatience that belied the philosophy of her words; “there is nothing to be 
gained by crying over spilt milk. There is the present and the future to be 
thought about, though. One can’t go on indefinitely as a tenant-for-life in a 
fools’ paradise.” Then she pulled herself together and proceeded to deliver an 
ultimatum which the force of circumstances no longer permitted her to hold in 
reserve. 

“Its not much use talking to you about money, as I know from long 
experience, but I can only tell you this, that in the middle of the Season I’m 
already obliged to be thinking of leaving Town. And you, I’m afraid, will have 
to be thinking of leaving England at equally short notice. Henry told me the 
other day that he can get you something out in West Africa. You’ve had your 
chance of doing something better for yourself from the financial point of view, 
and you’ve thrown it away for the sake of borrowing a little ready money for 
your luxuries, so now you must take what you can get. The pay won’t be very 
good at first, but living is not dear out there.” 

“West Africa,” said Comus, reflectively; “it’s a sort of modern substitute for 
the old-fashioned oubliette, a convenient depository for tiresome people. Dear 
Uncle Henry may talk lugubriously about the burden of Empire, but he evidently 
recognises its uses as a refuse consumer.” 


“My dear Comus, you are talking of the West Africa of yesterday. While you 
have been wasting your time at school, and worse than wasting your time in the 
West End, other people have been grappling with the study of tropical diseases, 
and the West African coast country is being rapidly transformed from a lethal 
chamber into a sanatorium.” 

Comus laughed mockingly. 

“What a beautiful bit of persuasive prose; it reminds one of the Psalms and 
even more of a company prospectus. If you were honest you’d confess that you 
lifted it straight out of a rubber or railway promotion scheme. Seriously, mother, 
if I must grub about for a living, why can’t I do it in England? I could go into a 
brewery for instance.” 

Francesca shook her head decisively; she could foresee the sort of steady 
work Comus was likely to accomplish, with the lodestone of Town and the 
minor attractions of race-meetings and similar festivities always beckoning to 
him from a conveniently attainable distance, but apart from that aspect of the 
case there was a financial obstacle in the way of his obtaining any employment 
at home. 

“Breweries and all those sort of things necessitate money to start with; one 
has to pay premiums or invest capital in the undertaking, and so forth. And as 
we have no money available, and can scarcely pay our debts as it is, it’s no use 
thinking about it.” 

“Can’t we sell something?” asked Comus. 

He made no actual suggestion as to what should be sacrificed, but he was 
looking straight at the Van der Meulen. 

For a moment Francesca felt a stifling sensation of weakness, as though her 
heart was going to stop beating. Then she sat forward in her chair and spoke 
with energy, almost fierceness. 

“When I am dead my things can be sold and dispersed. As long as I am alive 
I prefer to keep them by me.” 

In her holy place, with all her treasured possessions around her, this dreadful 
suggestion had been made. Some of her cherished household gods, souvenirs 
and keepsakes from past days, would, perhaps, not have fetched a very 
considerable sum in the auction-room, others had a distinct value of their own, 
but to her they were all precious. And the Van der Meulen, at which Comus had 
looked with impious appraising eyes, was the most sacred of them all. When 
Francesca had been away from her Town residence or had been confined to her 
bedroom through illness, the great picture with its stately solemn representation 
of a long-ago battle-scene, painted to flatter the flattery-loving soul of a warrior- 
king who was dignified even in his campaigns — this was the first thing she 


visited on her return to Town or convalescence. If an alarm of fire had been 
raised it would have been the first thing for whose safety she would have 
troubled. And Comus had almost suggested that it should be parted with, as one 
sold railway shares and other soulless things. 

Scolding, she had long ago realised, was a useless waste of time and energy 
where Comus was concerned, but this evening she unloosed her tongue for the 
mere relief that it gave to her surcharged feelings. He sat listening without 
comment, though she purposely let fall remarks that she hoped might sting him 
into self-defence or protest. It was an unsparing indictment, the more damaging 
in that it was so irrefutably true, the more tragic in that it came from perhaps the 
one person in the world whose opinion he had ever cared for. And he sat 
through it as silent and seemingly unmoved as though she had been rehearsing a 
speech for some drawing-room comedy. When she had had her say his method 
of retort was not the soft answer that turneth away wrath but the inconsequent 
one that shelves it. 

“Let’s go and dress for dinner.” 

The meal, like so many that Francesca and Comus had eaten in each other’s 
company of late, was a silent one. Now that the full bearings of the disaster had 
been discussed in all its aspects there was nothing more to be said. Any attempt 
at ignoring the situation, and passing on to less controversial topics would have 
been a mockery and pretence which neither of them would have troubled to 
sustain. So the meal went forward with its dragged-out dreary intimacy of two 
people who were separated by a gulf of bitterness, and whose hearts were hard 
with resentment against one another. 

Francesca felt a sense of relief when she was able to give the maid the order 
to serve her coffee upstairs. Comus had a sullen scowl on his face, but he looked 
up as she rose to leave the room, and gave his half-mocking little laugh. 

“You needn’t look so tragic,” he said, “You’re going to have your own way. 
PII go out to that West African hole.” 


CHAPTER XIII 


Comus found his way to his seat in the stalls of the Straw Exchange Theatre and 
turned to watch the stream of distinguished and distinguishable people who 
made their appearance as a matter of course at a First Night in the height of the 
Season. Pit and gallery were already packed with a throng, tense, expectant and 
alert, that waited for the rise of the curtain with the eager patience of a terrier 
watching a dilatory human prepare for outdoor exercises. Stalls and boxes filled 
slowly and hesitatingly with a crowd whose component units seemed for the 
most part to recognise the probability that they were quite as interesting as any 
play they were likely to see. Those who bore no particular face-value 
themselves derived a certain amount of social dignity from the near 
neighbourhood of obvious notabilities; if one could not obtain recognition 
oneself there was some vague pleasure in being able to recognise notoriety at 
intimately close quarters. 

“Who is that woman with the auburn hair and a rather effective belligerent 
gleam in her eyes?” asked a man sitting just behind Comus; “she looks as if she 
might have created the world in six days and destroyed it on the seventh.” 

“T forget her name,” said his neighbour; “she writes. She’s the author of that 
book, ‘The Woman who wished it was Wednesday,’ you know. It used to be the 
convention that women writers should be plain and dowdy; now we have gone to 
the other extreme and build them on extravagantly decorative lines.” 

A buzz of recognition came from the front rows of the pit, together with a 
craning of necks on the part of those in less favoured seats. It heralded the 
arrival of Sherard Blaw, the dramatist who had discovered himself, and who had 
given so ungrudgingly of his discovery to the world. Lady Caroline, who was 
already directing little conversational onslaughts from her box, gazed gently for 
a moment at the new arrival, and then turned to the silver-haired Archdeacon 
sitting beside her. 

“They say the poor man is haunted by the fear that he will die during a 
general election, and that his obituary notices will be seriously curtailed by the 
space taken up by the election results. The curse of our party system, from his 
point of view, is that it takes up so much room in the press.” 

The Archdeacon smiled indulgently. As a man he was so exquisitely worldly 
that he fully merited the name of the Heavenly Worldling bestowed on him by 
an admiring duchess, and withal his texture was shot with a pattern of such 
genuine saintliness that one felt that whoever else might hold the keys of 
Paradise he, at least, possessed a private latchkey to that abode. 


“Ts it not significant of the altered grouping of things,” he observed, “that the 
Church, as represented by me, sympathises with the message of Sherard Blaw, 
while neither the man nor his message find acceptance with unbelievers like you, 
Lady Caroline.” 

Lady Caroline blinked her eyes. “My dear Archdeacon,” she said, “no one 
can be an unbeliever nowadays. The Christian Apologists have left one nothing 
to disbelieve.” 

The Archdeacon rose with a delighted chuckle. “I must go and tell that to De 
la Poulett,” he said, indicating a clerical figure sitting in the third row of the 
Stalls; “he spends his life explaining from his pulpit that the glory of Christianity 
consists in the fact that though it is not true it has been found necessary to invent 
it.” 

The door of the box opened and Courtenay Youghal entered, bringing with 
him subtle suggestion of chaminade and an atmosphere of political tension. The 
Government had fallen out of the good graces of a section of its supporters, and 
those who were not in the know were busy predicting a serious crisis over a 
forthcoming division in the Committee stage of an important Bill. This was 
Saturday night, and unless some successful cajolery were effected between now 
and Monday afternoon, Ministers would be, seemingly, in danger of defeat. 

“Ah, here is Youghal,” said the Archdeacon; “he will be able to tell us what is 
going to happen in the next forty-eight hours. I hear the Prime Minister says it is 
a matter of conscience, and they will stand or fall by it.” 

His hopes and sympathies were notoriously on the Ministerial side. 

Youghal greeted Lady Caroline and subsided gracefully into a chair well in 
the front of the box. A buzz of recognition rippled slowly across the house. 

“For the Government to fall on a matter of conscience,” he said, “would be 
like a man cutting himself with a safety razor.” 

Lady Caroline purred a gentle approval. 

“I’m afraid it’s true, Archdeacon,” she said. 

No one can effectively defend a Government when it’s been in office several 
years. The Archdeacon took refuge in light skirmishing. 

“I believe Lady Caroline sees the makings of a great Socialist statesman in 
you, Youghal,” he observed. 

“Great Socialist statesmen aren’t made, they’re stillborn,” replied Youghal. 

“What is the play about to-night?” asked a pale young woman who had taken 
no part in the talk. 

“I don’t know,” said Lady Caroline, “but I hope it’s dull. If there is any 
brilliant conversation in it I shall burst into tears.” 


In the front row of the upper circle a woman with a restless starling-voice was 
discussing the work of a temporarily fashionable composer, chiefly in relation to 
her own emotions, which she seemed to think might prove generally interesting 
to those around her. 

“Whenever I hear his music I feel that I want to go up into a mountain and 
pray. Can you understand that feeling?” 

The girl to whom she was unburdening herself shook her head. 

“You see, I’ve heard his music chiefly in Switzerland, and we were up among 
the mountains all the time, so it wouldn’t have made any difference.” 

“In that case,” said the woman, who seemed to have emergency emotions to 
suit all geographical conditions, “I should have wanted to be in a great silent 
plain by the side of a rushing river.” 

“What I think is so splendid about his music—” commenced another starling- 
voice on the further side of the girl. Like sheep that feed greedily before the 
coming of a storm the starling-voices seemed impelled to extra effort by the 
knowledge of four imminent intervals of acting during which they would be 
hushed into constrained silence. 

In the back row of the dress circle a late-comer, after a cursory glance at the 
programme, had settled down into a comfortable narrative, which was evidently 
the resumed thread of an unfinished taxi-drive monologue. 

“We all said ‘it can’t be Captain Parminter, because he’s always been sweet 
on Joan,’ and then Emily said—” 

The curtain went up, and Emily’s contribution to the discussion had to be 
held over till the entr’acte. 

The play promised to be a success. ‘The author, avoiding the pitfall of 
brilliancy, had aimed at being interesting and as far as possible, bearing in mind 
that his play was a comedy, he had striven to be amusing. Above all he had 
remembered that in the laws of stage proportions it is permissible and generally 
desirable that the part should be greater than the whole; hence he had been 
careful to give the leading lady such a clear and commanding lead over the other 
characters of the play that it was impossible for any of them ever to get on level 
terms with her. The action of the piece was now and then delayed thereby, but 
the duration of its run would be materially prolonged. 

The curtain came down on the first act amid an encouraging instalment of 
applause, and the audience turned its back on the stage and began to take a 
renewed interest in itself. The authoress of “The Woman who wished it was 
Wednesday” had swept like a convalescent whirlwind, subdued but potentially 
tempestuous, into Lady Caroline’s box. 


“Tve just trodden with all my weight on the foot of an eminent publisher as I 
was leaving my seat,” she cried, with a peal of delighted laughter. “He was such 
a dear about it; I said I hoped I hadn’t hurt him, and he said, ‘I suppose you 
think, who drives hard bargains should himself be hard.’ Wasn’t it pet-lamb of 
him?” 

“T’ve never trodden on a pet lamb,” said Lady Caroline, “so I’ve no idea what 
its behaviour would be under the circumstances.” 

“Tell me,” said the authoress, coming to the front of the box, the better to 
survey the house, and perhaps also with a charitable desire to make things easy 
for those who might pardonably wish to survey her, “tell me, please, where is the 
girl sitting whom Courtenay Youghal is engaged to?” 

Elaine was pointed out to her, sitting in the fourth row of the stalls, on the 
opposite side of the house to where Comus had his seat. Once during the 
interval she had turned to give him a friendly nod of recognition as he stood in 
one of the side gangways, but he was absorbed at the moment in looking at 
himself in the glass panel. The grave brown eyes and the mocking green-grey 
ones had looked their last into each other’s depths. 

For Comus this first-night performance, with its brilliant gathering of 
spectators, its groups and coteries of lively talkers, even its counterfoil of dull 
chatterers, its pervading atmosphere of stage and social movement, and its 
intruding undercurrent of political flutter, all this composed a tragedy in which 
he was the chief character. It was the life he knew and loved and basked in, and 
it was the life he was leaving. It would go on reproducing itself again and again, 
with its stage interest and social interest and intruding outside interests, with the 
same lively chattering crowd, the people who had done things being pointed out 
by people who recognised them to people who didn’t — it would all go on with 
unflagging animation and sparkle and enjoyment, and for him it would have 
stopped utterly. He would be in some unheard-of sun-blistered wilderness, 
where natives and pariah dogs and raucous-throated crows fringed round 
mockingly on one’s loneliness, where one rode for sweltering miles for the 
chance of meeting a collector or police officer, with whom most likely on closer 
acquaintance one had hardly two ideas in common, where female society was 
represented at long intervals by some climate-withered woman missionary or 
official’s wife, where food and sickness and veterinary lore became at last the 
three outstanding subjects on which the mind settled or rather sank. That was 
the life he foresaw and dreaded, and that was the life he was going to. For a boy 
who went out to it from the dulness of some country rectory, from a 
neighbourhood where a flower show and a cricket match formed the social 
landmarks of the year, the feeling of exile might not be very crushing, might 


indeed be lost in the sense of change and adventure. But Comus had lived too 
thoroughly in the centre of things to regard life in a backwater as anything else 
than stagnation, and stagnation while one is young he justly regarded as an 
offence against nature and reason, in keeping with the perverted mockery that 
sends decrepit invalids touring painfully about the world and shuts panthers up 
in narrow cages. He was being put aside, as a wine is put aside, but to 
deteriorate instead of gaining in the process, to lose the best time of his youth 
and health and good looks in a world where youth and health and good looks 
count for much and where time never returns lost possessions. And thus, as the 
curtain swept down on the close of each act, Comus felt a sense of depression 
and deprivation sweep down on himself; bitterly he watched his last evening of 
social gaiety slipping away to its end. In less than an hour it would be over; in a 
few months’ time it would be an unreal memory. 

In the third interval, as he gazed round at the chattering house, someone 
touched him on the arm. It was Lady Veula Croot. 

“T suppose in a week’s time you’ll be on the high seas,” she said. “I’m 
coming to your farewell dinner, you know; your mother has just asked me. I’m 
not going to talk the usual rot to you about how much you will like it and so on. 
I sometimes think that one of the advantages of Hell will be that no one will 
have the impertinence to point out to you that you’re really better off than you 
would be anywhere else. What do you think of the play? Of course one can 
foresee the end; she will come to her husband with the announcement that their 
longed-for child is going to be born, and that will smooth over everything. So 
conveniently effective, to wind up a comedy with the commencement of 
someone else’s tragedy. And every one will go away saying ‘I’m glad it had a 
happy ending.’” 

Lady Veula moved back to her seat, with her pleasant smile on her lips and 
the look of infinite weariness in her eyes. 

The interval, the last interval, was drawing to a close and the house began to 
turn with fidgetty attention towards the stage for the unfolding of the final phase 
of the play. Francesca sat in Serena Golackly’s box listening to Colonel 
Springfield’s story of what happened to a pigeon-cote in his compound at 
Poona. Everyone who knew the Colonel had to listen to that story a good many 
times, but Lady Caroline had mitigated the boredom of the infliction, and in fact 
invested it with a certain sporting interest, by offering a prize to the person who 
heard it oftenest in the course of the Season, the competitors being under an 
honourable understanding not to lead up to the subject. Ada Spelvexit and a boy 
in the Foreign Office were at present at the top of the list with five recitals each 


to their score, but the former was suspected of doubtful adherence to the rules 
and spirit of the competition. 

“And there, dear lady,” concluded the Colonel, “were the eleven dead 
pigeons. What had become of the bandicoot no one ever knew.” 

Francesca thanked him for his story, and complacently inscribed the figure 4 
on the margin of her theatre programme. Almost at the same moment she heard 
George St. Michael’s voice pattering out a breathless piece of intelligence for the 
edification of Serena Golackly and anyone else who might care to listen. 
Francesca galvanised into sudden attention. 

“Emmeline Chetrof to a fellow in the Indian Forest Department. He’s got 
nothing but his pay and they can’t be married for four or five years; an absurdly 
long engagement, don’t you think so? All very well to wait seven years for a 
wife in patriarchal times, when you probably had others to go on with, and you 
lived long enough to celebrate your own tercentenary, but under modern 
conditions it seems a foolish arrangement.” 

St. Michael spoke almost with a sense of grievance. A marriage project that 
tied up all the small pleasant nuptial gossip-items about bridesmaids and 
honeymoon and recalcitrant aunts and so forth, for an indefinite number of years 
seemed scarcely decent in his eyes, and there was little satisfaction or 
importance to be derived from early and special knowledge of an event which 
loomed as far distant as a Presidential Election or a change of Viceroy. But to 
Francesca, who had listened with startled apprehension at the mention of 
Emmeline Chetrof’s name, the news came in a flood of relief and thankfulness. 
Short of entering a nunnery and taking celibate vows, Emmeline could hardly 
have behaved more conveniently than in tying herself up to a lover whose 
circumstances made it necessary to relegate marriage to the distant future. For 
four or five years Francesca was assured of undisturbed possession of the house 
in Blue Street, and after that period who knew what might happen? The 
engagement might stretch on indefinitely, it might even come to nothing under 
the weight of its accumulated years, as sometimes happened with these 
protracted affairs. Emmeline might lose her fancy for her absentee lover, and 
might never replace him with another. A golden possibility of perpetual tenancy 
of her present home began to float once more through Francesca’s mind. As 
long as Emmeline had been unbespoken in the marriage market there had always 
been the haunting likelihood of seeing the dreaded announcement, “a marriage 
has been arranged and will shortly take place,” in connection with her name. 
And now a marriage had been arranged and would not shortly take place, might 
indeed never take place. St. Michael’s information was likely to be correct in 
this instance; he would never have invented a piece of matrimonial intelligence 


which gave such little scope for supplementary detail of the kind he loved to 
supply. As Francesca turned to watch the fourth act of the play, her mind was 
singing a pean of thankfulness and exultation. It was as though some artificer 
sent by the Gods had reinforced with a substantial cord the horsehair thread that 
held up the sword of Damocles over her head. Her love for her home, for her 
treasured household possessions, and her pleasant social life was able to expand 
once more in present security, and feed on future hope. She was still young 
enough to count four or five years as a long time, and to-night she was optimistic 
enough to prophesy smooth things of the future that lay beyond that span. Of the 
fourth act, with its carefully held back but obviously imminent reconciliation 
between the leading characters, she took in but little, except that she vaguely 
understood it to have a happy ending. As the lights went up she looked round on 
the dispersing audience with a feeling of friendliness uppermost in her mind; 
even the sight of Elaine de Frey and Courtenay Youghal leaving the theatre 
together did not inspire her with a tenth part of the annoyance that their entrance 
had caused her. Serena’s invitation to go on to the Savoy for supper fitted in 
exactly with her mood of exhilaration. It would be a fit and appropriate wind-up 
to an auspicious evening. The cold chicken and modest brand of Chablis waiting 
for her at home should give way to a banquet of more festive nature. 

In the crush of the vestibule, friends and enemies, personal and political, were 
jostled and locked together in the general effort to rejoin temporarily estranged 
garments and secure the attendance of elusive vehicles. Lady Caroline found 
herself at close quarters with the estimable Henry Greech, and experienced some 
of the joy which comes to the homeward wending sportsman when a chance shot 
presents itself on which he may expend his remaining cartridges. 

“So the Government is going to climb down, after all,’ she said, with a 
provocative assumption of private information on the subject. 

“I assure you the Government will do nothing of the kind,” replied the 
Member of Parliament with befitting dignity; “the Prime Minister told me last 
night that under no circumstances—” 

“My dear Mr. Greech,” said Lady Caroline, “we all know that Prime 
Ministers are wedded to the truth, but like other wedded couples they sometimes 
live apart.” 

For her, at any rate, the comedy had had a happy ending. 

Comus made his way slowly and lingeringly from the stalls, so slowly that 
the lights were already being turned down and great shroud-like dust-cloths were 
being swaythed over the ornamental gilt-work. The laughing, chattering, 
yawning throng had filtered out of the vestibule, and was melting away in final 
groups from the steps of the theatre. An impatient attendant gave him his coat 


and locked up the cloak room. Comus stepped out under the portico; he looked 
at the posters announcing the play, and in anticipation he could see other posters 
announcing its 200th performance. Two hundred performances; by that time the 
Straw Exchange Theatre would be to him something so remote and unreal that it 
would hardly seem to exist or to have ever existed except in his fancy. And to 
the laughing chattering throng that would pass in under that portico to the 200th 
performance, he would be, to those that had known him, something equally 
remote and non-existent. “The good-looking Bassington boy? Oh, dead, or 
rubber-growing or sheep-farming or something of that sort.” 


CHAPTER XIV 


The farewell dinner which Francesca had hurriedly organised in honour of her 
son’s departure threatened from the outset to be a doubtfully successful 
function. In the first place, as he observed privately, there was very little of 
Comus and a good deal of farewell in it. His own particular friends were 
unrepresented. Courtenay Youghal was out of the question; and though 
Francesca would have stretched a point and welcomed some of his other male 
associates of whom she scarcely approved, he himself had been opposed to 
including any of them in the invitations. On the other hand, as Henry Greech 
had provided Comus with this job that he was going out to, and was, moreover, 
finding part of the money for the necessary outfit, Francesca had felt it her duty 
to ask him and his wife to the dinner; the obtuseness that seems to cling to some 
people like a garment throughout their life had caused Mr. Greech to accept the 
invitation. When Comus heard of the circumstance he laughed long and 
boisterously; his spirits, Francesca noted, seemed to be rising fast as the hour for 
departure drew near. 

The other guests included Serena Golackly and Lady Veula, the latter having 
been asked on the inspiration of the moment at the theatrical first-night. In the 
height of the Season it was not easy to get together a goodly selection of guests 
at short notice, and Francesca had gladly fallen in with Serena’s suggestion of 
bringing with her Stephen Thorle, who was alleged, in loose feminine phrasing, 
to “know all about” tropical Africa. His travels and experiences in those regions 
probably did not cover much ground or stretch over any great length of time, but 
he was one of those individuals who can describe a continent on the strength of a 
few days’ stay in a coast town as intimately and dogmatically as a paleontologist 
will reconstruct an extinct mammal from the evidence of a stray shin bone. He 
had the loud penetrating voice and the prominent penetrating eyes of a man who 
can do no listening in the ordinary way and whose eyes have to perform the 
function of listening for him. His vanity did not necessarily make him 
unbearable, unless one had to spend much time in his society, and his need for a 
wide field of audience and admiration was mercifully calculated to spread his 
operations over a considerable human area. Moreover, his craving for attentive 
listeners forced him to interest himself in a wonderful variety of subjects on 
which he was able to discourse fluently and with a certain semblance of special 
knowledge. Politics he avoided; the ground was too well known, and there was 
a definite no to every definite yes that could be put forward. Moreover, 
argument was not congenial to his disposition, which preferred an unchallenged 


flow of dissertation modified by occasional helpful questions which formed the 
starting point for new offshoots of word-spinning. The promotion of cottage 
industries, the prevention of juvenile street trading, the extension of the Borstal 
prison system, the furtherance of vague talkative religious movements the 
fostering of inter-racial ententes, all found in him a tireless exponent, a fluent 
and entertaining, though perhaps not very convincing, advocate. With the real 
motive power behind these various causes he was not very closely identified; to 
the spade-workers who carried on the actual labours of each particular 
movement he bore the relation of a trowel-worker, delving superficially at the 
surface, but able to devote a proportionately far greater amount of time to the 
advertisement of his progress and achievements. Such was Stephen Thorle, a 
governess in the nursery of Chelsea-bred religions, a skilled window-dresser in 
the emporium of his own personality, and needless to say, evanescently popular 
amid a wide but shifting circle of acquaintances. He improved on the record of a 
socially much-travelled individual whose experience has become classical, and 
went to most of the best houses — twice. 

His inclusion as a guest at this particular dinner-party was not a very happy 
inspiration. He was inclined to patronise Comus, as well as the African 
continent, and on even slighter acquaintance. With the exception of Henry 
Greech, whose feelings towards his nephew had been soured by many years of 
overt antagonism, there was an uncomfortable feeling among those present that 
the topic of the black-sheep export trade, as Comus would have himself 
expressed it, was being given undue prominence in what should have been a 
festive farewell banquet. And Comus, in whose honour the feast was given, did 
not contribute much towards its success; though his spirits seemed strung up to a 
high pitch his merriment was more the merriment of a cynical and amused 
onlooker than of one who responds to the gaiety of his companions. Sometimes 
he laughed quietly to himself at some chance remark of a scarcely mirth- 
provoking nature, and Lady Veula, watching him narrowly, came to the 
conclusion that an element of fear was blended with his seemingly buoyant 
spirits. Once or twice he caught her eye across the table, and a certain sympathy 
seemed to grow up between them, as though they were both consciously 
watching some lugubrious comedy that was being played out before them. 

An untoward little incident had marked the commencement of the meal. A 
small still-life picture that hung over the sideboard had snapped its cord and slid 
down with an alarming clatter on to the crowded board beneath it. The picture 
itself was scarcely damaged, but its fall had been accompanied by a tinkle of 
broken glass, and it was found that a liqueur glass, one out of a set of seven that 
would be impossible to match, had been shivered into fragments. Francesca’s 


almost motherly love for her possessions made her peculiarly sensible to a 
feeling of annoyance and depression at the accident, but she turned politely to 
listen to Mrs. Greech’s account of a misfortune in which four soup-plates were 
involved. Mrs. Henry was not a brilliant conversationalist, and her flank was 
speedily turned by Stephen Thorle, who recounted a slum experience in which 
two entire families did all their feeding out of one damaged soup-plate. 

“The gratitude of those poor creatures when I presented them with a set of 
table crockery apiece, the tears in their eyes and in their voices when they 
thanked me, would be impossible to describe.” 

“Thank you all the same for describing it,” said Comus. 

The listening eyes went swiftly round the table to gather evidence as to how 
this rather disconcerting remark had been received, but Thorle’s voice continued 
uninterruptedly to retail stories of East-end gratitude, never failing to mention 
the particular deeds of disinterested charity on his part which had evoked and 
justified the gratitude. Mrs. Greech had to suppress the interesting sequel to her 
broken-crockery narrative, to wit, how she subsequently matched the shattered 
soup-plates at Harrod’s. Like an imported plant species that sometimes 
flourishes exceedingly, and makes itself at home to the dwarfing and 
overshadowing of all native species, Thorle dominated the dinner-party and 
thrust its original purport somewhat into the background. Serena began to look 
helplessly apologetic. It was altogether rather a relief when the filling of 
champagne glasses gave Francesca an excuse for bringing matters back to their 
intended footing. 

“We must all drink a health,” she said; “Comus, my own dear boy, a safe and 
happy voyage to you, much prosperity in the life you are going out to, and in due 
time a safe and happy return—” 

Her hand gave an involuntary jerk in the act of raising the glass, and the wine 
went streaming across the tablecloth in a froth of yellow bubbles. It certainly 
was not turning out a comfortable or auspicious dinner party. 

“My dear mother,” cried Comus, “you must have been drinking healths all the 
afternoon to make your hand so unsteady.” 

He laughed gaily and with apparent carelessness, but again Lady Veula 
caught the frightened note in his laughter. Mrs. Henry, with practical sympathy, 
was telling Francesca two good ways for getting wine stains out of tablecloths. 
The smaller economies of life were an unnecessary branch of learning for Mrs. 
Greech, but she studied them as carefully and conscientiously as a stay-at-home 
plain-dwelling English child commits to memory the measurements and altitudes 
of the world’s principal mountain peaks. Some women of her temperament and 
mentality know by heart the favourite colours, flowers and hymn-tunes of all the 


members of the Royal Family; Mrs. Greech would possibly have failed in an 
examination of that nature, but she knew what to do with carrots that have been 
over-long in storage. 

Francesca did not renew her speech-making; a chill seemed to have fallen 
over all efforts at festivity, and she contented herself with refilling her glass and 
simply drinking to her boy’s good health. The others followed her example, and 
Comus drained his glass with a brief “thank you all very much.” The sense of 
constraint which hung over the company was not, however, marked by any 
uncomfortable pause in the conversation. Henry Greech was a fluent thinker, of 
the kind that prefer to do their thinking aloud; the silence that descended on him 
as a mantle in the House of Commons was an official livery of which he 
divested himself as thoroughly as possible in private life. He did not propose to 
sit through dinner as a mere listener to Mr. Thorle’s personal narrative of 
philanthropic movements and experiences, and took the first opportunity of 
launching himself into a flow of satirical observations on current political 
affairs. Lady Veula was inured to this sort of thing in her own home circle, and 
sat listening with the stoical indifference with which an Esquimau might accept 
the occurrence of one snowstorm the more, in the course of an Arctic winter. 
Serena Golackly felt a certain relief at the fact that her imported guest was not, 
after all, monopolising the conversation. But the latter was too determined a 
personality to allow himself to be thrust aside for many minutes by the talkative 
M.P. Henry Greech paused for an instant to chuckle at one of his own shafts of 
satire, and immediately Thorle’s penetrating voice swept across the table. 

“Oh, you politicians!” he exclaimed, with pleasant superiority; “you are 
always fighting about how things should be done, and the consequence is you 
are never able to do anything. Would you like me to tell you what a Unitarian 
horsedealer said to me at Brindisi about politicians?” 

A Unitarian horsedealer at Brindisi had all the allurement of the unexpected. 
Henry Greech’s witticisms at the expense of the Front Opposition bench were 
destined to remain as unfinished as his wife’s history of the broken soup-plates. 
Thorle was primed with an ample succession of stories and themes, chiefly 
concerning poverty, thriftlessness, reclamation, reformed characters, and so 
forth, which carried him in an almost uninterrupted sequence through the 
remainder of the dinner. 

“What I want to do is to make people think,” he said, turning his prominent 
eyes on to his hostess; “it’s so hard to make people think.” 

“At any rate you give them the opportunity,” said Comus, cryptically. 

As the ladies rose to leave the table Comus crossed over to pick up one of 
Lady Veula’s gloves that had fallen to the floor. 


“T did not know you kept a dog,” said Lady Veula. 

“We don’t,” said Comus, “there isn’t one in the house.” 

“I could have sworn I saw one follow you across the hall this evening,” she 
said. 

“A small black dog, something like a schipperke?” asked Comus in a low 
voice. 

“Yes, that was it.” 

“I saw it myself to-night; it ran from behind my chair just as I was sitting 
down. Don’t say anything to the others about it; it would frighten my mother.” 

“Have you ever seen it before?” Lady Veula asked quickly. 

“Once, when I was six years old. It followed my father downstairs.” 

Lady Veula said nothing. She knew that Comus had lost his father at the age 
of six. 

In the drawing-room Serena made nervous excuses for her talkative friend. 

“Really, rather an interesting man, you know, and up to the eyes in all sorts of 
movements. Just the sort of person to turn loose at a drawing-room meeting, or 
to send down to a mission-hall in some unheard-of neighbourhood. Given a 
sounding-board and a harmonium, and a titled woman of some sort in the chair, 
and he’ll be perfectly happy; I must say I hadn’t realised how overpowering he 
might be at a small dinner-party.” 

“I should say he was a very good man,” said Mrs. Greech; she had forgiven 
the mutilation of her soup-plate story. 

The party broke up early as most of the guests had other engagements to 
keep. With a belated recognition of the farewell nature of the occasion they 
made pleasant little good-bye remarks to Comus, with the usual predictions of 
prosperity and anticipations of an ultimate auspicious return. Even Henry 
Greech sank his personal dislike of the boy for the moment, and made hearty 
jocular allusions to a home-coming, which, in the elder man’s eyes, seemed 
possibly pleasantly remote. Lady Veula alone made no reference to the future; 
she simply said, “Good-bye, Comus,” but her voice was the kindest of all and he 
responded with a look of gratitude. The weariness in her eyes was more marked 
than ever as she lay back against the cushions of her carriage. 

“What a tragedy life is,” she said, aloud to herself. 

Serena and Stephen Thorle were the last to leave, and Francesca stood alone 
for a moment at the head of the stairway watching Comus laughing and chatting 
as he escorted the departing guests to the door. The ice-wall was melting under 
the influence of coming separation, and never had he looked more adorably 
handsome in her eyes, never had his merry laugh and mischief-loving gaiety 
seemed more infectious than on this night of his farewell banquet. She was glad 


enough that he was going away from a life of idleness and extravagance and 
temptation, but she began to suspect that she would miss, for a little while at any 
rate, the high-spirited boy who could be so attractive in his better moods. Her 
impulse, after the guests had gone, was to call him to her and hold him once 
more in her arms, and repeat her wishes for his happiness and good-luck in the 
land he was going to, and her promise of his welcome back, some not too distant 
day, to the land he was leaving. She wanted to forget, and to make him forget, 
the months of irritable jangling and sharp discussions, the months of cold 
aloofness and indifference and to remember only that he was her own dear 
Comus as in the days of yore, before he had grown from an unmanageable pickle 
into a weariful problem. But she feared lest she should break down, and she did 
not wish to cloud his light-hearted gaiety on the very eve of his departure. She 
watched him for a moment as he stood in the hall, settling his tie before a mirror, 
and then went quietly back to her drawing-room. It had not been a very 
successful dinner party, and the general effect it had left on her was one of 
depression. 

Comus, with a lively musical-comedy air on his lips, and a look of 
wretchedness in his eyes, went out to visit the haunts that he was leaving so 
soon. 


CHAPTER XV 


Elaine Youghal sat at lunch in the Speise Saal of one of Vienna’s costlier hotels. 
The double-headed eagle, with its “K.u.K.” legend, everywhere met the eye and 
announced the imperial favour in which the establishment basked. Some several 
square yards of yellow bunting, charged with the image of another double- 
headed eagle, floating from the highest flag-staff above the building, betrayed to 
the initiated the fact that a Russian Grand Duke was concealed somewhere on 
the premises. Unannounced by heraldic symbolism but unconcealable by reason 
of nature’s own blazonry, were several citizens and citizenesses of the great 
republic of the Western world. One or two Cobdenite members of the British 
Parliament engaged in the useful task of proving that the cost of living in Vienna 
was on an exorbitant scale, flitted with restrained importance through a land 
whose fatness they had come to spy out; every fancied over-charge in their bills 
was welcome as providing another nail in the coffin of their fiscal opponents. It 
is the glory of democracies that they may be misled but never driven. Here and 
there, like brave deeds in a dust-patterned world, flashed and glittered the 
sumptuous uniforms of representatives of the Austrian military caste. Also in 
evidence, at discreet intervals, were stray units of the Semetic tribe that nineteen 
centuries of European neglect had been unable to mislay. 

Elaine sitting with Courtenay at an elaborately appointed luncheon table, gay 
with high goblets of Bohemian glassware, was mistress of three discoveries. 
First, to her disappointment, that if you frequent the more expensive hotels of 
Europe you must be prepared to find, in whatever country you may chance to be 
staying, a depressing international likeness between them all. Secondly, to her 
relief, that one is not expected to be sentimentally amorous during a modern 
honeymoon. Thirdly, rather to her dismay, that Courtenay Youghal did not 
necessarily expect her to be markedly affectionate in private. Someone had 
described him, after their marriage, as one of Nature’s bachelors, and she began 
to see how aptly the description fitted him. 

“Will those Germans on our left never stop talking?” she asked, as an 
undying flow of Teutonic small talk rattled and jangled across the intervening 
stretch of carpet. “Not one of those three women has ceased talking for an 
instant since we’ve been sitting here.” 

“They will presently, if only for a moment,” said Courtenay; “when the dish 
you have ordered comes in there will be a deathly silence at the next table. No 
German can see a plat brought in for someone else without being possessed with 


a great fear that it represents a more toothsome morsel or a better money’s worth 
than what he has ordered for himself.” 

The exuberant Teutonic chatter was balanced on the other side of the room by 
an even more penetrating conversation unflaggingly maintained by a party of 
Americans, who were sitting in judgment on the cuisine of the country they were 
passing through, and finding few extenuating circumstances. 

“What Mr. Lonkins wants is a real deep cherry pie,” announced a lady in a 
tone of dramatic and honest conviction. 

“Why, yes, that is so,” corroborated a gentleman who was apparently the Mr. 
Lonkins in question; “a real deep cherry pie.” 

“We had the same trouble way back in Paris,” proclaimed another lady; “little 
Jerome and the girls don’t want to eat any more crème renversée. Pd give 
anything if they could get some real cherry pie.” 

“Real deep cherry pie,” assented Mr. Lonkins. 

“Way down in Ohio we used to have peach pie that was real good,” said Mrs. 
Lonkins, turning on a tap of reminiscence that presently flowed to a cascade. 
The subject of pies seemed to lend itself to indefinite expansion. 

“Do those people think of nothing but their food?” asked Elaine, as the 
virtues of roasted mutton suddenly came to the fore and received emphatic 
recognition, even the absent and youthful Jerome being quoted in its favour. 

“On the contrary,” said Courtenay, “they are a widely-travelled set, and the 
man has had a notably interesting career. It is a form of home-sickness with 
them to discuss and lament the cookery and foods that they’ve never had the 
leisure to stay at home and digest. The Wandering Jew probably babbled 
unremittingly about some breakfast dish that took so long to prepare that he had 
never time to eat it.” 

A waiter deposited a dish of Wiener Nierenbraten in front of Elaine. At the 
same moment a magic hush fell upon the three German ladies at the adjoining 
table, and the flicker of a great fear passed across their eyes. Then they burst 
forth again into tumultuous chatter. Courtenay had proved a reliable prophet. 

Almost at the same moment as the luncheon-dish appeared on the scene, two 
ladies arrived at a neighbouring table, and bowed with dignified cordiality to 
Elaine and Courtenay. They were two of the more worldly and travelled of 
Elaine’s extensive stock of aunts, and they happened to be making a short stay at 
the same hotel as the young couple. They were far too correct and rationally 
minded to intrude themselves on their niece, but it was significant of Elaine’s 
altered view as to the sanctity of honeymoon life that she secretly rather 
welcomed the presence of her two relatives in the hotel, and had found time and 


occasion to give them more of her society than she would have considered 
necessary or desirable a few weeks ago. The younger of the two she rather 
liked, in a restrained fashion, as one likes an unpretentious watering-place or a 
restaurant that does not try to give one a musical education in addition to one’s 
dinner. One felt instinctively about her that she would never wear rather more 
valuable diamonds than any other woman in the room, and would never be the 
only person to be saved in a steamboat disaster or hotel fire. As a child she 
might have been perfectly well able to recite “On Linden when the sun was 
low,” but one felt certain that nothing ever induced her to do so. The elder aunt, 
Mrs. Goldbrook, did not share her sister’s character as a human rest-cure; most 
people found her rather disturbing, chiefly, perhaps, from her habit of asking 
unimportant questions with enormous solemnity. Her manner of enquiring after 
a trifling ailment gave one the impression that she was more concerned with the 
fortunes of the malady than with oneself, and when one got rid of a cold one felt 
that she almost expected to be given its postal address. Probably her manner 
was merely the defensive outwork of an innate shyness, but she was not a 
woman who commanded confidences. 

“A telephone call for Courtenay,” commented the younger of the two women 
as Youghal hurriedly flashed through the room; “the telephone system seems to 
enter very largely into that young man’s life.” 

“The telephone has robbed matrimony of most of its sting,” said the elder; “so 
much more discreet than pen and ink communications which get read by the 
wrong people.” 

Elaine’s aunts were conscientiously worldly; they were the natural outcome 
of a stock that had been conscientiously straight-laced for many generations. 

Elaine had progressed to the pancake stage before Courtenay returned. 

“Sorry to be away so long,” he said, “but I’ve arranged something rather nice 
for to-night. There’s rather a jolly masquerade ball on. I’ve ‘phoned about 
getting a costume for you and it’s alright. It will suit you beautifully, and I’ve 
got my harlequin dress with me. Madame Kelnicort, excellent soul, is going to 
chaperone you, and she’ll take you back any time you like; I’m quite unreliable 
when I get into fancy dress. I shall probably keep going till some unearthly hour 
of the morning.” 

A masquerade ball in a strange city hardly represented Elaine’s idea of 
enjoyment. Carefully to disguise one’s identity in a neighbourhood where one 
was entirely unknown seemed to her rather meaningless. With Courtenay, of 
course, it was different; he seemed to have friends and acquaintances 
everywhere. However, the matter had progressed to a point which would have 


made a refusal to go seem rather ungracious. Elaine finished her pancake and 
began to take a polite interest in her costume. 

“What is your character?” asked Madame Kelnicort that evening, as they 
uncloaked, preparatory to entering the already crowded ball-room. 

“I believe I’m supposed to represent Marjolaine de Montfort, whoever she 
may have been,” said Elaine. “Courtenay declares he only wanted to marry me 
because I’m his ideal of her.” 

“But what a mistake to go as a character you know nothing about. To enjoy a 
masquerade ball you ought to throw away your own self and be the character 
you represent. Now Courtenay has been Harlequin since half-way through 
dinner; I could see it dancing in his eyes. At about six o’clock to-morrow 
morning he will fall asleep and wake up a member of the British House of 
Parliament on his honeymoon, but to-night he is unrestrainedly Harlequin.” 

Elaine stood in the ball-room surrounded by a laughing jostling throng of 
pierrots, jockeys, Dresden-china shepherdesses, Roumanian peasant-girls and all 
the lively make-believe creatures that form the ingredients of a fancy-dress ball. 
As she stood watching them she experienced a growing feeling of annoyance, 
chiefly with herself. She was assisting, as the French say, at one of the gayest 
scenes of Europe’s gayest capital, and she was conscious of being absolutely 
unaffected by the gaiety around her. The costumes were certainly interesting to 
look at, and the music good to listen to, and to that extent she was amused, but 
the abandon of the scene made no appeal to her. It was like watching a game of 
which you did not know the rules, and in the issue of which you were not 
interested. Elaine began to wonder what was the earliest moment at which she 
could drag Madame Kelnicort away from the revel without being guilty of sheer 
cruelty. Then Courtenay wriggled out of the crush and came towards her, a 
joyous laughing Courtenay, looking younger and handsomer than she had ever 
seen him. She could scarcely recognise in him to-night the rising young debater 
who made embarrassing onslaughts on the Government’s foreign policy before a 
crowded House of Commons. He claimed her for the dance that was just 
starting, and steered her dexterously into the heart of the waltzing crowd. 

“You look more like Marjolaine than I should have thought a mortal woman 
of these days could look,” he declared, “only Marjolaine did smile sometimes. 
You have rather the air of wondering if you’d left out enough tea for the 
servants’ breakfast. Don’t mind my teasing; I love you to look like that, and 
besides, it makes a splendid foil to my Harlequin — my selfishness coming to 
the fore again, you see. But you really are to go home the moment you’re bored; 
the excellent Kelnicort gets heaps of dances throughout the winter, so don’t 
mind sacrificing her.” 


A little later in the evening Elaine found herself standing out a dance with a 
grave young gentleman from the Russian Embassy. 

“Monsieur Courtenay enjoys himself, doesn’t he?” he observed, as the 
youthful-looking harlequin flashed past them, looking like some restless 
gorgeous-hued dragonfly; “why is it that the good God has given your 
countrymen the boon of eternal youth? Some of your countrywomen, too, but 
all of the men.” 

Elaine could think of many of her countrymen who were not and never could 
have been youthful, but as far as Courtenay was concerned she recognised the 
fitness of the remark. And the recognition carried with it a sense of depression. 
Would he always remain youthful and keen on gaiety and revelling while she 
grew Staid and retiring? She had thrust the lively intractable Comus out of her 
mind, as by his perverseness he had thrust himself out of her heart, and she had 
chosen the brilliant young man of affairs as her husband. He had honestly let her 
see the selfish side of his character while he was courting her, but she had been 
prepared to make due sacrifices to the selfishness of a public man who had his 
career to consider above all other things. Would she also have to make 
sacrifices to the harlequin spirit which was now revealing itself as an 
undercurrent in his nature? When one has inured oneself to the idea of a 
particular form of victimisation it is disconcerting to be confronted with 
another. Many a man who would patiently undergo martyrdom for religion’s 
sake would be furiously unwilling to be a martyr to neuralgia. 

“T think that is why you English love animals so much,” pursued the young 
diplomat; “you are such splendid animals yourselves. You are lively because 
you want to be lively, not because people are looking on at you. Monsieur 
Courtenay is certainly an animal. I mean it as a high compliment.” 

“Am I an animal?” asked Elaine. 

“I was going to say you are an angel,” said the Russian, in some 
embarrassment, “but I do not think that would do; angels and animals would 
never get on together. To get on with animals you must have a sense of humour, 
and I don’t suppose angels have any sense of humour; you see it would be no use 
to them as they never hear any jokes.” 

“Perhaps,” said Elaine, with a tinge of bitterness in her voice, “perhaps I am a 
vegetable.” 

“T think you most remind me of a picture,” said the Russian. 

It was not the first time Elaine had heard the simile. 

“I know,” she said, “the Narrow Gallery at the Louvre; attributed to Leonardo 
da Vinci.” 

Evidently the impression she made on people was solely one of externals. 


Was that how Courtenay regarded her? Was that to be her function and place 
in life, a painted background, a decorative setting to other people’s triumphs and 
tragedies? Somehow to-night she had the feeling that a general might have who 
brought imposing forces into the field and could do nothing with them. She 
possessed youth and good looks, considerable wealth, and had just made what 
would be thought by most people a very satisfactory marriage. And already she 
seemed to be standing aside as an onlooker where she had expected herself to be 
taking a leading part. 

“Does this sort of thing appeal to you?” she asked the young Russian, 
nodding towards the gay scrimmage of masqueraders and rather prepared to hear 
an amused negative.” 

“But yes, of course,” he answered; “costume balls, fancy fairs, café chantant, 
casino, anything that is not real life appeals to us Russians. Real life with us is 
the sort of thing that Maxim Gorki deals in. It interests us immensely, but we 
like to get away from it sometimes.” 

Madame Kelnicort came up with another prospective partner, and Elaine 
delivered her ukase: one more dance and then back to the hotel. Without any 
special regret she made her retreat from the revel which Courtenay was enjoying 
under the impression that it was life and the young Russian under the firm 
conviction that it was not. 

Elaine breakfasted at her aunts’ table the next morning at much her usual 
hour. Courtenay was sleeping the sleep of a happy tired animal. He had given 
instructions to be called at eleven o’clock, from which time onward the Neue 
Freie Presse, the Zeit, and his toilet would occupy his attention till he appeared 
at the luncheon table. There were not many people breakfasting when Elaine 
arrived on the scene, but the room seemed to be fuller than it really was by 
reason of a penetrating voice that was engaged in recounting how far the 
standard of Viennese breakfast fare fell below the expectations and desires of 
little Jerome and the girls. 

“If ever little Jerome becomes President of the United States,” said Elaine, “I 
shall be able to contribute quite an informing article on his gastronomic likes and 
dislikes to the papers.” 

The aunts were discreetly inquisitive as to the previous evening’s 
entertainment. 

“If Elaine would flirt mildly with somebody it would be such a good thing,” 
said Mrs. Goldbrook; “it would remind Courtenay that he’s not the only 
attractive young man in the world.” 

Elaine, however, did not gratify their hopes; she referred to the ball with the 
detachment she would have shown in describing a drawing-room show of 


cottage industries. It was not difficult to discern in her description of the affair 
the confession that she had been slightly bored. From Courtenay, later in the 
day, the aunts received a much livelier impression of the festivities, from which 
it was abundantly clear that he at any rate had managed to amuse himself. 
Neither did it appear that his good opinion of his own attractions had suffered 
any serious shock. He was distinctly in a very good temper. 

“The secret of enjoying a honeymoon,” said Mrs. Goldbrook afterwards to 
her sister, “is not to attempt too much.” 

“You mean — ?” 

“Courtenay is content to try and keep one person amused and happy, and he 
thoroughly succeeds.” 

“T certainly don’t think Elaine is going to be very happy,” said her sister, “but 
at least Courtenay saved her from making the greatest mistake she could have 
made — marrying that young Bassington.” 

“He has also,” said Mrs. Goldbrook, “helped her to make the next biggest 
mistake of her life — marrying Courtenay Youghal.” 


CHAPTER XVI 


It was late afternoon by the banks of a swiftly rushing river, a river that gave 
back a haze of heat from its waters as though it were some stagnant steaming 
lagoon, and yet seemed to be whirling onward with the determination of a living 
thing, perpetually eager and remorseless, leaping savagely at any obstacle that 
attempted to stay its course; an unfriendly river, to whose waters you committed 
yourself at your peril. Under the hot breathless shade of the trees on its shore 
arose that acrid all-pervading smell that seems to hang everywhere about the 
tropics, a smell as of some monstrous musty still-room where herbs and spices 
have been crushed and distilled and stored for hundreds of years, and where the 
windows have seldom been opened. In the dazzling heat that still held 
undisputed sway over the scene, insects and birds seemed preposterously alive 
and active, flitting their gay colours through the sunbeams, and crawling over the 
baked dust in the full swing and pursuit of their several businesses; the flies 
engaged in Heaven knows what, and the fly-catchers busy with the flies. Beasts 
and humans showed no such indifference to the temperature; the sun would have 
to slant yet further downward before the earth would become a fit arena for their 
revived activities. In the sheltered basement of a wayside rest-house a gang of 
native hammock-bearers slept or chattered drowsily through the last hours of the 
long mid-day halt; wide awake, yet almost motionless in the thrall of a heavy 
lassitude, their European master sat alone in an upper chamber, staring out 
through a narrow window-opening at the native village, spreading away in thick 
clusters of huts girt around with cultivated vegetation. It seemed a vast human 
ant-hill, which would presently be astir with its teeming human life, as though 
the Sun God in his last departing stride had roused it with a careless kick. Even 
as Comus watched he could see the beginnings of the evening’s awakening. 
Women, squatting in front of their huts, began to pound away at the rice or 
maize that would form the evening meal, girls were collecting their water pots 
preparatory to a walk down to the river, and enterprising goats made tentative 
forays through gaps in the ill-kept fences of neighbouring garden plots; their 
hurried retreats showed that here at least someone was keeping alert and wakeful 
vigil. Behind a hut perched on a steep hillside, just opposite to the rest-house, 
two boys were splitting wood with a certain languid industry; further down the 
road a group of dogs were leisurely working themselves up to quarrelling pitch. 
Here and there, bands of evil-looking pigs roamed about, busy with foraging 
excursions that came unpleasantly athwart the border-line of scavenging. And 


from the trees that bounded and intersected the village rose the horrible, tireless, 
spiteful-sounding squawking of the iron-throated crows. 

Comus sat and watched it all with a sense of growing aching depression. It 
was so utterly trivial to his eyes, so devoid of interest, and yet it was so real, so 
serious, so implacable in its continuity. The brain grew tired with the thought of 
its unceasing reproduction. It had all gone on, as it was going on now, by the 
side of the great rushing swirling river, this tilling and planting and harvesting, 
marketing and store-keeping, feast-making and fetish-worship and love-making, 
burying and giving in marriage, child-bearing and child-rearing, all this had been 
going on, in the shimmering, blistering heat and the warm nights, while he had 
been a youngster at school, dimly recognising Africa as a division of the earth’s 
surface that it was advisable to have a certain nodding acquaintance with. 

It had been going on in all its trifling detail, all its serious intensity, when his 
father and his grandfather in their day had been little boys at school, it would go 
on just as intently as ever long after Comus and his generation had passed away, 
just as the shadows would lengthen and fade under the mulberry trees in that far 
away English garden, round the old stone fountain where a leaden otter for ever 
preyed on a leaden salmon. 

Comus rose impatiently from his seat, and walked wearily across the hut to 
another window-opening which commanded a broad view of the river. There 
was something which fascinated and then depressed one in its ceaseless hurrying 
onward sweep, its tons of water rushing on for all time, as long as the face of the 
earth should remain unchanged. On its further shore could be seen spread out at 
intervals other teeming villages, with their cultivated plots and pasture clearings, 
their moving dots which meant cattle and goats and dogs and children. And far 
up its course, lost in the forest growth that fringed its banks, were hidden away 
yet more villages, human herding-grounds where men dwelt and worked and 
bartered, squabbled and worshipped, sickened and perished, while the river went 
by with its endless swirl and rush of gleaming waters. One could well 
understand primitive early races making propitiatory sacrifices to the spirit of a 
great river on whose shores they dwelt. Time and the river were the two great 
forces that seemed to matter here. 

It was almost a relief to turn back to that other outlook and watch the village 
life that was now beginning to wake in earnest. The procession of water-fetchers 
had formed itself in a long chattering line that stretched river-wards. Comus 
wondered how many tens of thousands of times that procession had been formed 
since first the village came into existence. They had been doing it while he was 
playing in the cricket-fields at school, while he was spending Christmas holidays 
in Paris, while he was going his careless round of theatres, dances, suppers and 


card-parties, just as they were doing it now; they would be doing it when there 
was no one alive who remembered Comus Bassington. This thought recurred 
again and again with painful persistence, a morbid growth arising in part from 
his loneliness. 

Staring dumbly out at the toiling sweltering human ant-hill Comus marvelled 
how missionary enthusiasts could labour hopefully at the work of transplanting 
their religion, with its homegrown accretions of fatherly parochial benevolence, 
in this heat-blistered, fever-scourged wilderness, where men lived like 
groundbait and died like flies. Demons one might believe in, if one did not hold 
one’s imagination in healthy check, but a kindly all-managing God, never. 
Somewhere in the west country of England Comus had an uncle who lived in a 
rose-smothered rectory and taught a wholesome gentle-hearted creed that 
expressed itself in the spirit of “Little lamb, who made thee?” and faithfully 
reflected the beautiful homely Christ-child sentiment of Saxon Europe. What a 
far away, unreal fairy story it all seemed here in this West African land, where 
the bodies of men were of as little account as the bubbles that floated on the oily 
froth of the great flowing river, and where it required a stretch of wild profitless 
imagination to credit them with undying souls. In the life he had come from 
Comus had been accustomed to think of individuals as definite masterful 
personalities, making their several marks on the circumstances that revolved 
around them; they did well or ill, or in most cases indifferently, and were 
criticised, praised, blamed, thwarted or tolerated, or given way to. In any case, 
humdrum or outstanding, they had their spheres of importance, little or big. 
They dominated a breakfast table or harassed a Government, according to their 
capabilities or opportunities, or perhaps they merely had irritating mannerisms. 
At any rate it seemed highly probable that they had souls. Here a man simply 
made a unit in an unnumbered population, an inconsequent dot in a loosely- 
compiled deathroll. Even his own position as a white man exalted 
conspicuously above a horde of black natives did not save Comus from the 
depressing sense of nothingness which his first experience of fever had thrown 
over him. He was a lost, soulless body in this great uncaring land; if he died 
another would take his place, his few effects would be inventoried and sent 
down to the coast, someone else would finish off any tea or whisky that he left 
behind — that would be all. 

It was nearly time to be starting towards the next halting place where he 
would dine or at any rate eat something. But the lassitude which the fever had 
bequeathed him made the tedium of travelling through interminable forest-tracks 
a weariness to be deferred as long as possible. The bearers were nothing loth to 
let another half-hour or so slip by, and Comus dragged a battered paper-covered 


novel from the pocket of his coat. It was a story dealing with the elaborately 
tangled love affairs of a surpassingly uninteresting couple, and even in his 
almost bookless state Comus had not been able to plough his way through more 
than two-thirds of its dull length; bound up with the cover, however, were some 
pages of advertisement, and these the exile scanned with a hungry intentness that 
the romance itself could never have commanded. The name of a shop, of a 
street, the address of a restaurant, came to him as a bitter reminder of the world 
he had lost, a world that ate and drank and flirted, gambled and made merry, a 
world that debated and intrigued and wire-pulled, fought or compromised 
political battles — and recked nothing of its outcasts wandering through forest 
paths and steamy swamps or lying in the grip of fever. Comus read and re-read 
those few lines of advertisement, just as he treasured a much-crumpled 
programme of a first-night performance at the Straw Exchange Theatre; they 
seemed to make a little more real the past that was already so shadowy and so 
utterly remote. For a moment he could almost capture the sensation of being 
once again in those haunts that he loved; then he looked round and pushed the 
book wearily from him. The steaming heat, the forest, the rushing river hemmed 
him in on all sides. 

The two boys who had been splitting wood ceased from their labours and 
straightened their backs; suddenly the smaller of the two gave the other a 
resounding whack with a split lath that he still held in his hand, and flew up the 
hillside with a scream of laughter and simulated terror, the bigger lad following 
in hot pursuit. Up and down the steep bush-grown slope they raced and twisted 
and dodged, coming sometimes to close quarters in a hurricane of squeals and 
smacks, rolling over and over like fighting kittens, and breaking away again to 
start fresh provocation and fresh pursuit. Now and again they would lie for a 
time panting in what seemed the last stage of exhaustion, and then they would be 
off in another wild scamper, their dusky bodies flitting through the bushes, 
disappearing and reappearing with equal suddenness. Presently two girls of their 
own age, who had returned from the water-fetching, sprang out on them from 
ambush, and the four joined in one joyous gambol that lit up the hillside with 
shrill echoes and glimpses of flying limbs. Comus sat and watched, at first with 
an amused interest, then with a returning flood of depression and heart-ache. 
Those wild young human kittens represented the joy of life, he was the outsider, 
the lonely alien, watching something in which he could not join, a happiness in 
which he had no part or lot. He would pass presently out of the village and his 
bearers’ feet would leave their indentations in the dust; that would be his most 
permanent memorial in this little oasis of teeming life. And that other life, in 
which he once moved with such confident sense of his own necessary 


participation in it, how completely he had passed out of it. Amid all its laughing 
throngs, its card parties and race-meetings and country-house gatherings, he was 
just a mere name, remembered or forgotten, Comus Bassington, the boy who 
went away. He had loved himself very well and never troubled greatly whether 
anyone else really loved him, and now he realised what he had made of his life. 
And at the same time he knew that if his chance were to come again he would 
throw it away just as surely, just as perversely. Fate played with him with 
loaded dice; he would lose always. 

One person in the whole world had cared for him, for longer than he could 
remember, cared for him perhaps more than he knew, cared for him perhaps 
now. But a wall of ice had mounted up between him and her, and across it there 
blew that cold-breath that chills or kills affection. 

The words of a well-known old song, the wistful cry of a lost cause, rang with 
insistent mockery through his brain: 


“Better loved you canna be,. Will ye ne’er come back again?” 


If it was love that was to bring him back he must be an exile for ever. His 
epitaph in the mouths of those that remembered him would be, Comus 
Bassington, the boy who never came back. 

And in his unutterable loneliness he bowed his head on his arms, that he 
might not see the joyous scrambling frolic on yonder hillside. 


CHAPTER XVII 


The bleak rawness of a grey December day held sway over St. James’s Park, that 
sanctuary of lawn and tree and pool, into which the bourgeois innovator has 
rushed ambitiously time and again, to find that he must take the patent leather 
from off his feet, for the ground on which he stands is hallowed ground. 

In the lonely hour of early afternoon, when the workers had gone back to their 
work, and the loiterers were scarcely yet gathered again, Francesca Bassington 
made her way restlessly along the stretches of gravelled walk that bordered the 
ornamental water. The overmastering unhappiness that filled her heart and 
stifled her thinking powers found answering echo in her surroundings. There is 
a sorrow that lingers in old parks and gardens that the busy streets have no 
leisure to keep by them; the dead must bury their dead in Whitehall or the Place 
de la Concorde, but there are quieter spots where they may still keep tryst with 
the living and intrude the memory of their bygone selves on generations that 
have almost forgotten them. Even in tourist-trampled Versailles the desolation 
of a tragedy that cannot die haunts the terraces and fountains like a bloodstain 
that will not wash out; in the Saxon Garden at Warsaw there broods the memory 
of long-dead things, coeval with the stately trees that shade its walks, and with 
the carp that swim to-day in its ponds as they doubtless swam there when 
“Lieber Augustin” was a living person and not as yet an immortal couplet. And 
St. James’s Park, with its lawns and walks and waterfowl, harbours still its 
associations with a bygone order of men and women, whose happiness and 
sadness are woven into its history, dim and grey as they were once bright and 
glowing, like the faded pattern worked into the fabric of an old tapestry. It was 
here that Francesca had made her way when the intolerable inaction of waiting 
had driven her forth from her home. She was waiting for that worst news of all, 
the news which does not kill hope, because there has been none to kill, but 
merely ends suspense. An early message had said that Comus was ill, which 
might have meant much or little; then there had come that morning a cablegram 
which only meant one thing; in a few hours she would get a final message, of 
which this was the preparatory forerunner. She already knew as much as that 
awaited message would tell her. She knew that she would never see Comus 
again, and she knew now that she loved him beyond all things that the world 
could hold for her. It was no sudden rush of pity or compunction that clouded 
her judgment or gilded her recollection of him; she saw him as he was, the 
beautiful, wayward, laughing boy, with his naughtiness, his exasperating 
selfishness, his insurmountable folly and perverseness, his cruelty that spared not 


even himself, and as he was, as he always had been, she knew that he was the 
one thing that the Fates had willed that she should love. She did not stop to 
accuse or excuse herself for having sent him forth to what was to prove his 
death. It was, doubtless, right and reasonable that he should have gone out there, 
as hundreds of other men went out, in pursuit of careers; the terrible thing was 
that he would never come back. The old cruel hopelessness that had always 
chequered her pride and pleasure in his good looks and high spirits and fitfully 
charming ways had dealt her a last crushing blow; he was dying somewhere 
thousands of miles away without hope of recovery, without a word of love to 
comfort him, and without hope or shred of consolation she was waiting to hear 
of the end. The end; that last dreadful piece of news which would write 
“nevermore” across his life and hers. 

The lively bustle in the streets had been a torture that she could not bear. It 
wanted but two days to Christmas and the gaiety of the season, forced or 
genuine, rang out everywhere. Christmas shopping, with its anxious solicitude 
or self-centred absorption, overspread the West End and made the pavements 
scarcely passable at certain favoured points. Proud parents, parcel-laden and 
surrounded by escorts of their young people, compared notes with one another 
on the looks and qualities of their offspring and exchanged loud hurried 
confidences on the difficulty or success which each had experienced in getting 
the right presents for one and all. Shouted directions where to find this or that 
article at its best mingled with salvos of Christmas good wishes. To Francesca, 
making her way frantically through the carnival of happiness with that lonely 
deathbed in her eyes, it had seemed a callous mockery of her pain; could not 
people remember that there were crucifixions as well as joyous birthdays in the 
world? Every mother that she passed happy in the company of a fresh-looking 
clean-limbed schoolboy son sent a fresh stab at her heart, and the very shops had 
their bitter memories. There was the tea-shop where he and she had often taken 
tea together, or, in the days of their estrangement, sat with their separate friends 
at separate tables. There were other shops where extravagantly-incurred bills 
had furnished material for those frequently recurring scenes of recrimination, 
and the Colonial outfitters, where, as he had phrased it in whimsical mockery, he 
had bought grave-clothes for his burying-alive. The “oubliette!” She 
remembered the bitter petulant name he had flung at his destined exile. There at 
least he had been harder on himself than the Fates were pleased to will; never, as 
long as Francesca lived and had a brain that served her, would she be able to 
forget. That narcotic would never be given to her. Unrelenting, unsparing 
memory would be with her always to remind her of those last days of tragedy. 
Already her mind was dwelling on the details of that ghastly farewell dinner- 


party and recalling one by one the incidents of ill-omen that had marked it; how 
they had sat down seven to table and how one liqueur glass in the set of seven 
had been shivered into fragments; how her glass had slipped from her hand as 
she raised it to her lips to wish Comus a safe return; and the strange, quiet 
hopelessness of Lady Veula’s “good-bye”; she remembered now how it had 
chilled and frightened her at the moment. 

The park was filling again with its floating population of loiterers, and 
Francesca’s footsteps began to take a homeward direction. Something seemed to 
tell her that the message for which she waited had arrived and was lying there on 
the hall table. Her brother, who had announced his intention of visiting her early 
in the afternoon would have gone by now; he knew nothing of this morning’s 
bad news — the instinct of a wounded animal to creep away by itself had 
prompted her to keep her sorrow from him as long as possible. His visit did not 
necessitate her presence; he was bringing an Austrian friend, who was compiling 
a work on the Franco-Flemish school of painting, to inspect the Van der Meulen, 
which Henry Greech hoped might perhaps figure as an illustration in the book. 
They were due to arrive shortly after lunch, and Francesca had left a note of 
apology, pleading an urgent engagement elsewhere. As she turned to make her 
way across the Mall into the Green Park a gentle voice hailed her from a carriage 
that was just drawing up by the sidewalk. Lady Caroline Benaresq had been 
favouring the Victoria Memorial with a long unfriendly stare. 

“In primitive days,” she remarked, “I believe it was the fashion for great 
chiefs and rulers to have large numbers of their relatives and dependents killed 
and buried with them; in these more enlightened times we have invented quite 
another way of making a great Sovereign universally regretted. My dear 
Francesca,” she broke off suddenly, catching the misery that had settled in the 
other’s eyes, “what is the matter? Have you had bad news from out there?” 

“I am waiting for very bad news,” said Francesca, and Lady Caroline knew 
what had happened. 

“I wish I could say something; I can’t.” Lady Caroline spoke in a harsh, 
grunting voice that few people had ever heard her use. 

Francesca crossed the Mall and the carriage drove on. 

“Heaven help that poor woman,” said Lady Caroline; which was, for her, 
startlingly like a prayer. 

As Francesca entered the hall she gave a quick look at the table; several 
packages, evidently an early batch of Christmas presents, were there, and two or 
three letters. On a salver by itself was the cablegram for which she had waited. 
A maid, who had evidently been on the lookout for her, brought her the salver. 


The servants were well aware of the dreadful thing that was happening, and there 
was pity on the girl’s face and in her voice. 

“This came for you ten minutes ago, ma’am, and Mr. Greech has been here, 
ma’am, with another gentleman, and was sorry you weren’t at home. Mr. 
Greech said he would call again in about half-an-hour.” 

Francesca carried the cablegram unopened into the drawing-room and sat 
down for a moment to think. There was no need to read it yet, for she knew 
what she would find written there. For a few pitiful moments Comus would 
seem less hopelessly lost to her if she put off the reading of that last terrible 
message. She rose and crossed over to the windows and pulled down the blinds, 
shutting out the waning December day, and then reseated herself. Perhaps in the 
shadowy half-light her boy would come and sit with her again for awhile and let 
her look her last upon his loved face; she could never touch him again or hear his 
laughing, petulant voice, but surely she might look on her dead. And her 
starving eyes saw only the hateful soulless things of bronze and silver and 
porcelain that she had set up and worshipped as gods; look where she would they 
were there around her, the cold ruling deities of the home that held no place for 
her dead boy. He had moved in and out among them, the warm, living, 
breathing thing that had been hers to love, and she had turned her eyes from that 
youthful comely figure to adore a few feet of painted canvas, a musty relic of a 
long departed craftsman. And now he was gone from her sight, from her touch, 
from her hearing for ever, without even a thought to flash between them for all 
the dreary years that she should live, and these things of canvas and pigment and 
wrought metal would stay with her. They were her soul. And what shall it profit 
a man if he save his soul and slay his heart in torment? 

On a small table by her side was Mervyn Quentock’s portrait of her — the 
prophetic symbol of her tragedy; the rich dead harvest of unreal things that had 
never known life, and the bleak thrall of black unending Winter, a Winter in 
which things died and knew no re-awakening. 

Francesca turned to the small envelope lying in her lap; very slowly she 
opened it and read the short message. Then she sat numb and silent for a long, 
long time, or perhaps only for minutes. The voice of Henry Greech in the hall, 
enquiring for her, called her to herself. Hurriedly she crushed the piece of paper 
out of sight; he would have to be told, of course, but just yet her pain seemed too 
dreadful to be laid bare. “Comus is dead” was a sentence beyond her power to 
speak. 

“I have bad news for you, Francesca, I’m sorry to say,” Henry announced. 
Had he heard, too? 


“Henneberg has been here and looked at the picture,” he continued, seating 
himself by her side, “and though he admired it immensely as a work of art he 
gave me a disagreeable surprise by assuring me that it’s not a genuine Van der 
Meulen. It’s a splendid copy, but still, unfortunately, only a copy.” 

Henry paused and glanced at his sister to see how she had taken the 
unwelcome announcement. Even in the dim light he caught some of the anguish 
in her eyes. 

“My dear Francesca,” he said soothingly, laying his hand affectionately on 
her arm, “I know that this must be a great disappointment to you, you’ve always 
set such store by this picture, but you mustn’t take it too much to heart. These 
disagreeable discoveries come at times to most picture fanciers and owners. 
Why, about twenty per cent. of the alleged Old Masters in the Louvre are 
supposed to be wrongly attributed. And there are heaps of similar cases in this 
country. Lady Dovecourt was telling me the other day that they simply daren’t 
have an expert in to examine the Van Dykes at Columbey for fear of unwelcome 
disclosures. And besides, your picture is such an excellent copy that it’s by no 
means without a value of its own. You must get over the disappointment you 
naturally feel, and take a philosophical view of the matter. . .” 

Francesca sat in stricken silence, crushing the folded morsel of paper tightly 
in her hand and wondering if the thin, cheerful voice with its pitiless, ghastly 
mockery of consolation would never stop. 
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Horse as an ordinary trooper. He later transferred to the 22™ Battalion of the 
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CHAPTER I: THE SINGING-BIRD AND THE BAROMETER 


Cicely Yeovil sat in a low swing chair, alternately looking at herself in a mirror 
and at the other occupant of the room in the flesh. Both prospects gave her 
undisguised satisfaction. Without being vain she was duly appreciative of good 
looks, whether in herself or in another, and the reflection that she saw in the 
mirror, and the young man whom she saw seated at the piano, would have come 
with credit out of a more severely critical inspection. Probably she looked 
longer and with greater appreciation at the piano player than at her own image; 
her good looks were an inherited possession, that had been with her more or less 
all her life, while Ronnie Storre was a comparatively new acquisition, 
discovered and achieved, so to speak, by her own enterprise, selected by her own 
good taste. Fate had given her adorable eyelashes and an excellent profile. 
Ronnie was an indulgence she had bestowed on herself. 

Cicely had long ago planned out for herself a complete philosophy of life, and 
had resolutely set to work to carry her philosophy into practice. “When love is 
over how little of love even the lover understands,” she quoted to herself from 
one of her favourite poets, and transposed the saying into “While life is with us 
how little of life even the materialist understands.” Most people that she knew 
took endless pains and precautions to preserve and prolong their lives and keep 
their powers of enjoyment unimpaired; few, very few, seemed to make any 
intelligent effort at understanding what they really wanted in the way of enjoying 
their lives, or to ascertain what were the best means for satisfying those wants. 
Fewer still bent their whole energies to the one paramount aim of getting what 
they wanted in the fullest possible measure. Her scheme of life was not a wholly 
selfish one; no one could understand what she wanted as well as she did herself, 
therefore she felt that she was the best person to pursue her own ends and cater 
for her own wants. To have others thinking and acting for one merely meant that 
one had to be perpetually grateful for a lot of well-meant and usually 
unsatisfactory services. It was like the case of a rich man giving a community a 
free library, when probably the community only wanted free fishing or reduced 
tram-fares. Cicely studied her own whims and wishes, experimented in the best 
method of carrying them into effect, compared the accumulated results of her 
experiments, and gradually arrived at a very clear idea of what she wanted in 
life, and how best to achieve it. She was not by disposition a self-centred soul, 
therefore she did not make the mistake of supposing that one can live 
successfully and gracefully in a crowded world without taking due notice of the 
other human elements around one. She was instinctively far more thoughtful for 


others than many a person who is genuinely but unseeingly addicted to 
unselfishness. 

Also she kept in her armoury the weapon which can be so mightily effective 
if used sparingly by a really sincere individual — the knowledge of when to be a 
humbug. Ambition entered to a certain extent into her life, and governed it 
perhaps rather more than she knew. She desired to escape from the doom of 
being a nonentity, but the escape would have to be effected in her own way and 
in her own time; to be governed by ambition was only a shade or two better than 
being governed by convention. 

The drawing-room in which she and Ronnie were sitting was of such 
proportions that one hardly knew whether it was intended to be one room or 
several, and it had the merit of being moderately cool at two o’clock on a 
particularly hot July afternoon. In the coolest of its many alcoves servants had 
noiselessly set out an improvised luncheon table: a tempting array of caviare, 
crab and mushroom salads, cold asparagus, slender hock bottles and high- 
stemmed wine goblets peeped out from amid a setting of Charlotte Klemm roses. 

Cicely rose from her seat and went over to the piano. 

“Come,” she said, touching the young man lightly with a finger-tip on the top 
of his very sleek, copper-hued head, “we’re going to have picnic-lunch to-day up 
here; it’s so much cooler than any of the downstairs rooms, and we shan’t be 
bothered with the servants trotting in and out all the time. Rather a good idea of 
mine, wasn’t it?” 

Ronnie, after looking anxiously to see that the word “picnic” did not portend 
tongue sandwiches and biscuits, gave the idea his blessing. 

“What is young Storre’s profession?” some one had once asked concerning 
him. 

“He has a great many friends who have independent incomes,” had been the 
answer. 

The meal was begun in an appreciative silence; a picnic in which three kinds 
of red pepper were available for the caviare demanded a certain amount of 
respectful attention. 

“My heart ought to be like a singing-bird to-day, I suppose,” said Cicely 
presently. 

“Because your good man is coming home?” asked Ronnie. 

Cicely nodded. 

“He’s expected some time this afternoon, though I’m rather vague as to which 
train he arrives by. Rather a stifling day for railway travelling.” 

“And is your heart doing the singing-bird business?” asked Ronnie. 


“That depends,” said Cicely, “if I may choose the bird. A missel-thrush 
would do, perhaps; it sings loudest in stormy weather, I believe.” 

Ronnie disposed of two or three stems of asparagus before making any 
comment on this remark. 

“Is there going to be stormy weather?” he asked. 

“The domestic barometer is set rather that way,” said Cicely. “You see, 
Murrey has been away for ever so long, and, of course, there will be lots of 
things he won’t be used to, and I’m afraid matters may be rather strained and 
uncomfortable for a time.” 

“Do you mean that he will object to me?” asked Ronnie. 

“Not in the least,” said Cicely, “he’s quite broad-minded on most subjects, 
and he realises that this is an age in which sensible people know thoroughly well 
what they want, and are determined to get what they want. It pleases me to see a 
lot of you, and to spoil you and pay you extravagant compliments about your 
good looks and your music, and to imagine at times that I’m in danger of getting 
fond of you; I don’t see any harm in it, and I don’t suppose Murrey will either — 
in fact, I shouldn’t be surprised if he takes rather a liking to you. No, it’s the 
general situation that will trouble and exasperate him; he’s not had time to get 
accustomed to the fait accompli like we have. It will break on him with horrible 
suddenness.” 

“He was somewhere in Russia when the war broke out, wasn’t he?” said 
Ronnie. 

“Somewhere in the wilds of Eastern Siberia, shooting and bird collecting, 
miles away from a railway or telegraph line, and it was all over before he knew 
anything about it; it didn’t last very long, when you come to think of it. He was 
due home somewhere about that time, and when the weeks slipped by without 
my hearing from him, I quite thought he’d been captured in the Baltic or 
somewhere on the way back. It turned out that he was down with marsh fever in 
some out-of-the-way spot, and everything was over and finished with before he 
got back to civilisation and newspapers.” 

“Tt must have been a bit of a shock,” said Ronnie, busy with a well-devised 
salad; “still, I don’t see why there should be domestic storms when he comes 
back. You are hardly responsible for the catastrophe that has happened.” 

“No,” said Cicely, “but he’ll come back naturally feeling sore and savage 
with everything he sees around him, and he won’t realise just at once that we’ve 
been through all that ourselves, and have reached the stage of sullen 
acquiescence in what can’t be helped. He won’t understand, for instance, how 
we can be enthusiastic and excited over Gorla Mustelford’s début, and things of 


that sort; he’ll think we are a set of callous revellers, fiddling while Rome is 
burning.” 

“In this case,” said Ronnie, “Rome isn’t burning, it’s burnt. All that remains 
to be done is to rebuild it — when possible.” 

“Exactly, and he’ll say we’re not doing much towards helping at that.” 

“But,” protested Ronnie, “the whole thing has only just happened; ‘Rome 
wasn’t built in a day,’ and we can’t rebuild our Rome in a day.” 

“I know,” said Cicely, “but so many of our friends, and especially Murrey’s 
friends, have taken the thing in a tragical fashion, and cleared off to the 
Colonies, or shut themselves up in their country houses, as though there was a 
sort of moral leprosy infecting London.” 

“T don’t see what good that does,” said Ronnie. 

“Tt doesn’t do any good, but it’s what a lot of them have done because they 
felt like doing it, and Murrey will feel like doing it too. That is where I foresee 
trouble and disagreement.” 

Ronnie shrugged his shoulders. 

“I would take things tragically if I saw the good of it,” he said; “as matters 
stand it’s too late in the day and too early to be anything but philosophical about 
what one can’t help. For the present we’ve just got to make the best of things. 
Besides, you can’t very well turn down Gorla at the last moment.” 

“Tm not going to turn down Gorla, or anybody,” said Cicely with decision. 
“T think it would be silly, and silliness doesn’t appeal to me. That is why I 
foresee storms on the domestic horizon. After all, Gorla has her career to think 
of. Do you know,” she added, with a change of tone, “I rather wish you would 
fall in love with Gorla; it would make me horribly jealous, and a little jealousy is 
such a good tonic for any woman who knows how to dress well. Also, Ronnie, 
it would prove that you are capable of falling in love with some one, of which 
I’ve grave doubts up to the present.” 

“Love is one of the few things in which the make-believe is superior to the 
genuine,” said Ronnie, “it lasts longer, and you get more fun out of it, and it’s 
easier to replace when you’ve done with it.” 

“Still, it’s rather like playing with coloured paper instead of playing with 
fire,” objected Cicely. 

A footman came round the corner with the trained silence that tactfully 
contrives to make itself felt. 

“Mr. Luton to see you, Madam,” he announced, “shall I say you are in?” 

“Mr. Luton? Oh, yes,” said Cicely, “he’ll probably have something to tell us 
about Gorla’s concert,” she added, turning to Ronnie. 


Tony Luton was a young man who had sprung from the people, and had taken 
care that there should be no recoil. He was scarcely twenty years of age, but a 
tightly packed chronicle of vicissitudes lay behind his sprightly insouciant 
appearance. Since his fifteenth year he had lived, Heaven knew how, getting 
sometimes a minor engagement at some minor music-hall, sometimes a 
temporary job as secretary-valet-companion to a roving invalid, dining now and 
then on plovers’ eggs and asparagus at one of the smarter West End restaurants, 
at other times devouring a kipper or a sausage in some stuffy Edgware Road 
eating-house; always seemingly amused by life, and always amusing. It is 
possible that somewhere in such heart as he possessed there lurked a rankling 
bitterness against the hard things of life, or a scrap of gratitude towards the one 
or two friends who had helped him disinterestedly, but his most intimate 
associates could not have guessed at the existence of such feelings. Tony Luton 
was just a merry-eyed dancing faun, whom Fate had surrounded with streets 
instead of woods, and it would have been in the highest degree inartistic to have 
sounded him for a heart or a heartache. 

The dancing of the faun took one day a livelier and more assured turn, the 
joyousness became more real, and the worst of the vicissitudes seemed suddenly 
over. A musical friend, gifted with mediocre but marketable abilities, supplied 
Tony with a song, for which he obtained a trial performance at an East End hall. 
Dressed as a jockey, for no particular reason except that the costume suited him, 
he sang, “They quaff the gay bubbly in Eccleston Square” to an appreciative 
audience, which included the manager of a famous West End theatre of 
varieties. Tony and his song won the managerial favour, and were immediately 
transplanted to the West End house, where they scored a success of which the 
drooping music-hall industry was at the moment badly in need. 

It was just after the great catastrophe, and men of the London world were in 
no humour to think; they had witnessed the inconceivable befall them, they had 
nothing but political ruin to stare at, and they were anxious to look the other 
way. The words of Tony’s song were more or less meaningless, though he sang 
them remarkably well, but the tune, with its air of slyness and furtive joyousness, 
appealed in some unaccountable manner to people who were furtively unhappy, 
and who were trying to appear stoically cheerful. 

“What must be, must be,” and “It’s a poor heart that never rejoices,” were the 
popular expressions of the London public at that moment, and the men who had 
to cater for that public were thankful when they were able to stumble across 
anything that fitted in with the prevailing mood. For the first time in his life 
Tony Luton discovered that agents and managers were a leisured class, and that 
office boys had manners. 


He entered Cicely’s drawing-room with the air of one to whom assurance of 
manner has become a sheathed weapon, a court accessory rather than a trade 
implement. He was more quietly dressed than the usual run of music-hall 
successes; he had looked critically at life from too many angles not to know that 
though clothes cannot make a man they can certainly damn him. 

“Thank you, I have lunched already,” he said in answer to a question from 
Cicely. “Thank you,” he said again in a cheerful affirmative, as the question of 
hock in a tall ice-cold goblet was propounded to him. 

“I’ve come to tell you the latest about the Gorla Mustelford evening,” he 
continued. “Old Laurent is putting his back into it, and it’s really going to be 
rather a big affair. She’s going to out-Russian the Russians. Of course, she 
hasn’t their technique nor a tenth of their training, but she’s having tons of 
advertisement. The name Gorla is almost an advertisement in itself, and then 
there’s the fact that she’s the daughter of a peer.” 

“She has temperament,” said Cicely, with the decision of one who makes a 
vague statement in a good cause. 

“So Laurent says,” observed Tony. “He discovers temperament in every one 
that he intends to boom. He told me that I had temperament to the finger-tips, 
and I was too polite to contradict him. But I haven’t told you the really 
important thing about the Mustelford début. It is a profound secret, more or less, 
so you must promise not to breathe a word about it till half-past four, when it 
will appear in all the six o’clock newspapers.” 

Tony paused for dramatic effect, while he drained his goblet, and then made 
his announcement. 

“Majesty is going to be present. Informally and unofficially, but still present 
in the flesh. A sort of casual dropping in, carefully heralded by unconfirmed 
rumour a week ahead.” 

“Heavens!” exclaimed Cicely, in genuine excitement, “what a bold stroke. 
Lady Shalem has worked that, I bet. I suppose it will go down all right.” 

“Trust Laurent to see to that,” said Tony, “he knows how to fill his house 
with the right sort of people, and he’s not the one to risk a fiasco. He knows 
what he’s about. I tell you, it’s going to be a big evening.” 

“I say!” exclaimed Ronnie suddenly, “give a supper party here for Gorla on 
the night, and ask the Shalem woman and all her crowd. It will be awful fun.” 

Cicely caught at the suggestion with some enthusiasm. She did not 
particularly care for Lady Shalem, but she thought it would be just as well to 
care for her as far as outward appearances went. 

Grace, Lady Shalem, was a woman who had blossomed into sudden 
importance by constituting herself a sort of foster-mother to the fait accompli. 


At a moment when London was denuded of most of its aforetime social leaders 
she had seen her opportunity, and made the most of it. She had not contented 
herself with bowing to the inevitable, she had stretched out her hand to it, and 
forced herself to smile graciously at it, and her polite attentions had been 
reciprocated. Lady Shalem, without being a beauty or a wit, or a grand lady in 
the traditional sense of the word, was in a fair way to becoming a power in the 
land; others, more capable and with stronger claims to social recognition, would 
doubtless overshadow her and displace her in due course, but for the moment she 
was a person whose good graces counted for something, and Cicely was quite 
alive to the advantage of being in those good graces. 

“Tt would be rather fun,” she said, running over in her mind the possibilities 
of the suggested supper-party. 

“Tt would be jolly useful,” put in Ronnie eagerly; “you could get all sorts of 
interesting people together, and it would be an excellent advertisement for 
Gorla.” 

Ronnie approved of supper-parties on principle, but he was also thinking of 
the advantage which might accrue to the drawing-room concert which Cicely 
had projected (with himself as the chief performer), if he could be brought into 
contact with a wider circle of music patrons. 

“I know it would be useful,” said Cicely, “it would be almost historical; 
there’s no knowing who might not come to it — and things are dreadfully slack 
in the entertaining line just now.” 

The ambitious note in her character was making itself felt at that moment. 

“Let’s go down to the library, and work out a list of people to invite,” said 
Ronnie. 

A servant entered the room and made a brief announcement. 

“Mr. Yeovil has arrived, madam.” 

“Bother,” said Ronnie sulkily. “Now you’ll cool off about that supper party, 
and turn down Gorla and the rest of us.” 

It was certainly true that the supper already seemed a more difficult 
proposition in Cicely’s eyes than it had a moment or two ago. 


““You’ll not forget my only daughter,. E’en though Saphia has crossed the sea,’” 


quoted Tony, with mocking laughter in his voice and eyes. 

Cicely went down to greet her husband. She felt that she was probably very 
glad that he was home once more; she was angry with herself for not feeling 
greater certainty on the point. Even the well-beloved, however, can select the 


wrong moment for return. If Cicely Yeovil’s heart was like a singing-bird, it 
was of a kind that has frequent lapses into silence. 


CHAPTER Il: THE HOMECOMING 


Murrey Yeovil got out of the boat-train at Victoria Station, and stood waiting, in 
an attitude something between listlessness and impatience, while a porter 
dragged his light travelling kit out of the railway carriage and went in search of 
his heavier baggage with a hand-truck. Yeovil was a grey-faced young man, 
with restless eyes, and a rather wistful mouth, and an air of lassitude that was 
evidently only a temporary characteristic. The hot dusty station, with its blended 
crowds of dawdling and scurrying people, its little streams of suburban 
passengers pouring out every now and then from this or that platform, like ants 
swarming across a garden path, made a wearisome climax to what had been a 
rather wearisome journey. Yeovil glanced quickly, almost furtively, around him 
in all directions, with the air of a man who is constrained by morbid curiosity to 
look for things that he would rather not see. The announcements placed in 
German alternatively with English over the booking office, left-luggage office, 
refreshment buffets, and so forth, the crowned eagle and monogram displayed on 
the post boxes, caught his eye in quick succession. 

He turned to help the porter to shepherd his belongings on to the truck, and 
followed him to the outer yard of the station, where a string of taxi-cabs was 
being slowly absorbed by an outpouring crowd of travellers. 

Portmanteaux, wraps, and a trunk or two, much be-labelled and travel-worn, 
were stowed into a taxi, and Yeovil turned to give the direction to the driver. 

“Twenty-eight, Berkshire Street.” 

“Berkschirestrasse, acht-und-zwanzig,” echoed the man, a bulky spectacled 
individual of unmistakable Teuton type. 

“Twenty-eight, Berkshire Street,” repeated Yeovil, and got into the cab, 
leaving the driver to re-translate the direction into his own language. 

A succession of cabs leaving the station blocked the roadway for a moment or 
two, and Yeovil had leisure to observe the fact that Viktoria Strasse was lettered 
side by side with the familiar English name of the street. A notice directing the 
public to the neighbouring swimming baths was also written up in both 
languages. London had become a bi-lingual city, even as Warsaw. 

The cab threaded its way swiftly along Buckingham Palace Road towards the 
Mall. As they passed the long front of the Palace the traveller turned his head 
resolutely away, that he might not see the alien uniforms at the gates and the 
eagle standard flapping in the sunlight. The taxi driver, who seemed to have 
combative instincts, slowed down as he was turning into the Mall, and pointed to 
the white pile of memorial statuary in front of the palace gates. 


“Grossmutter Denkmal, yes,” he announced, and resumed his journey. 

Arrived at his destination, Yeovil stood on the steps of his house and pressed 
the bell with an odd sense of forlornness, as though he were a stranger drifting 
from nowhere into a land that had no cognisance of him; a moment later he was 
standing in his own hall, the object of respectful solicitude and attention. 
Sprucely garbed and groomed lackeys busied themselves with his battered 
travel-soiled baggage; the door closed on the guttural-voiced taxi driver, and the 
glaring July sunshine. The wearisome journey was over. 

“Poor dear, how dreadfully pulled-down you look,” said Cicely, when the 
first greetings had been exchanged. 

“It’s been a slow business, getting well,” said Yeovil. “I’m only three-quarter 
way there yet.” 

He looked at his reflection in a mirror and laughed ruefully. 

“You should have seen what I looked like five or six weeks ago,” he added. 

“You ought to have let me come out and nurse you,” said Cicely; “you know 
I wanted to.” 

“Oh, they nursed me well enough,” said Yeovil, “and it would have been a 
shame dragging you out there; a small Finnish health resort, out of the season, is 
not a very amusing place, and it would have been worse for any one who didn’t 
talk Russian.” 

“You must have been buried alive there,” said Cicely, with commiseration in 
her voice. 

“I wanted to be buried alive,” said Yeovil. “The news from the outer world 
was not of a kind that helped a despondent invalid towards convalescence. They 
spoke to me as little as possible about what was happening, and I was grateful 
for your letters because they also told me very little. When one is abroad, 
among foreigners, one’s country’s misfortunes cause one an acuter, more 
personal distress, than they would at home even.” 

“Well, you are at home now, anyway,” said Cicely, “and you can jog along 
the road to complete recovery at your own pace. A little quiet shooting this 
autumn and a little hunting, just enough to keep you fit and not to overtire you; 
you mustn’t overtax your strength.” 

“Tm getting my strength back all right,” said Yeovil. “This journey hasn’t 
tired me half as much as one might have expected. It’s the awful drag of 
listlessness, mental and physical, that is the worst after-effect of these marsh 
fevers; they drain the energy out of you in bucketfuls, and it trickles back again 
in teaspoonfuls. And just now untiring energy is what I shall need, even more 
than strength; I don’t want to degenerate into a slacker.” 


“Look here, Murrey,” said Cicely, “after we’ve had dinner together to-night, 
I’m going to do a seemingly unwifely thing. I’m going to go out and leave you 
alone with an old friend. Doctor Holham is coming in to drink coffee and smoke 
with you. I arranged this because I knew it was what you would like. Men can 
talk these things over best by themselves, and Holham can tell you everything 
that happened — since you went away. It will be a dreary story, I’m afraid, but 
you will want to hear it all. It was a nightmare time, but now one sees it in a 
calmer perspective.” 

“T feel in a nightmare still,” said Yeovil. 

“We all felt like that,” said Cicely, rather with the air of an elder person who 
tells a child that it will understand things better when it grows up; “time is 
always something of a narcotic you know. Things seem absolutely unbearable, 
and then bit by bit we find out that we are bearing them. And now, dear, PI fill 
up your notification paper and leave you to superintend your unpacking. Robert 
will give you any help you want.” 

“What is the notification paper?” asked Yeovil. 

“Oh, a stupid form to be filled up when any one arrives, to say where they 
come from, and their business and nationality and religion, and all that sort of 
thing. We’re rather more bureaucratic than we used to be, you know.” 

Yeovil said nothing, but into the sallow greyness of his face there crept a dark 
flush, that faded presently and left his colour more grey and bloodless than 
before. 

The journey seemed suddenly to have recommenced; he was under his own 
roof, his servants were waiting on him, his familiar possessions were in evidence 
around him, but the sense of being at home had vanished. It was as though he 
had arrived at some wayside hotel, and been asked to register his name and 
status and destination. Other things of disgust and irritation he had foreseen in 
the London he was coming to — the alterations on stamps and coinage, the 
intrusive Teuton element, the alien uniforms cropping up everywhere, the new 
orientation of social life; such things he was prepared for, but this personal 
evidence of his subject state came on him unawares, at a moment when he had, 
so to speak, laid his armour aside. Cicely spoke lightly of the hateful formality 
that had been forced on them; would he, too, come to regard things in the same 
acquiescent spirit? 


CHAPTER Ill: “THE METSKIE TSAR” 


“T was in the early stages of my fever when I got the first inkling of what was 
going on,” said Yeovil to the doctor, as they sat over their coffee in a recess of 
the big smoking-room; “just able to potter about a bit in the daytime, fighting 
against depression and inertia, feverish as evening came on, and delirious in the 
night. My game tracker and my attendant were both Buriats, and spoke very 
little Russian, and that was the only language we had in common to converse in. 
In matters concerning food and sport we soon got to understand each other, but 
on other subjects we were not easily able to exchange ideas. One day my tracker 
had been to a distant trading-store to get some things of which we were in need; 
the store was eighty miles from the nearest point of railroad, eighty miles of 
terribly bad roads, but it was in its way a centre and transmitter of news from the 
outside world. The tracker brought back with him vague tidings of a conflict of 
some sort between the ‘Metskie Tsar’ and the ‘Angliskie Tsar,’ and kept 
repeating the Russian word for defeat. The ‘Angliskie Tsar’ I recognised, of 
course, as the King of England, but my brain was too sick and dull to read any 
further meaning into the man’s reiterated gabble. I grew so ill just then that I 
had to give up the struggle against fever, and make my way as best I could 
towards the nearest point where nursing and doctoring could be had. It was one 
evening, in a lonely rest-hut on the edge of a huge forest, as I was waiting for my 
boy to bring the meal for which I was feverishly impatient, and which I knew I 
should loathe as soon as it was brought, that the explanation of the word 
‘Metskie’ flashed on me. I had thought of it as referring to some Oriental 
potentate, some rebellious rajah perhaps, who was giving trouble, and whose 
followers had possibly discomfited an isolated British force in some out-of-the- 
way corner of our Empire. And all of a sudden I knew that ‘Nemetskie Tsar,’ 
German Emperor, had been the name that the man had been trying to convey to 
me. I shouted for the tracker, and put him through a breathless cross- 
examination; he confirmed what my fears had told me. The ‘Metskie Tsar’ was 
a big European ruler, he had been in conflict with the ‘Angliskie Tsar,’ and the 
latter had been defeated, swept away; the man spoke the word that he used for 
ships, and made energetic pantomime to express the sinking of a fleet. Holham, 
there was nothing for it but to hope that this was a false, groundless rumour, that 
had somehow crept to the confines of civilisation. In my saner balanced 
moments it was possible to disbelieve it, but if you have ever suffered from 
delirium you will know what raging torments of agony I went through in the 
nights, how my brain fought and refought that rumoured disaster.” 


The doctor gave a murmur of sympathetic understanding. 

“Then,” continued Yeovil, “I reached the small Siberian town towards which 
I had been struggling. There was a little colony of Russians there, traders, 
officials, a doctor or two, and some army officers. I put up at the primitive 
hotel-restaurant, which was the general gathering-place of the community. I 
knew quickly that the news was true. Russians are the most tactful of any 
European race that I have ever met; they did not stare with insolent or pitying 
curiosity, but there was something changed in their attitude which told me that 
the travelling Briton was no longer in their eyes the interesting respect- 
commanding personality that he had been in past days. I went to my own room, 
where the samovar was bubbling its familiar tune and a smiling red-shirted 
Russian boy was helping my Buriat servant to unpack my wardrobe, and I asked 
for any back numbers of newspapers that could be supplied at a moment’s 
notice. I was given a bundle of well-thumbed sheets, odd pieces of the Novoe 
Vremya, the Moskovskie Viedomosti, one or two complete numbers of local 
papers published at Perm and Tobolsk. I do not read Russian well, though I 
speak it fairly readily, but from the fragments of disconnected telegrams that I 
pieced together I gathered enough information to acquaint me with the extent of 
the tragedy that had been worked out in a few crowded hours in a corner of 
North-Western Europe. I searched frantically for telegrams of later dates that 
would put a better complexion on the matter, that would retrieve something from 
the ruin; presently I came across a page of the illustrated supplement that the 
Novoe Vremya publishes once a week. There was a photograph of a long- 
fronted building with a flag flying over it, labelled “The new standard floating 
over Buckingham Palace.’ The picture was not much more than a smudge, but 
the flag, possibly touched up, was unmistakable. It was the eagle of the 
Nemetskie Tsar. I have a vivid recollection of that plainly-furnished little room, 
with the inevitable gilt ikon in one corner, and the samovar hissing and gurgling 
on the table, and the thrumming music of a balalaika orchestra coming up from 
the restaurant below; the next coherent thing I can remember was weeks and 
weeks later, discussing in an impersonal detached manner whether I was strong 
enough to stand the fatigue of the long railway journey to Finland. 

“Since then, Holham, I have been encouraged to keep my mind as much off 
the war and public affairs as possible, and I have been glad to do so. I knew the 
worst and there was no particular use in deepening my despondency by dragging 
out the details. But now I am more or less a live man again, and I want to fill in 
the gaps in my knowledge of what happened. You know how much I know, and 
how little; those fragments of Russian newspapers were about all the information 
that I had. I don’t even know clearly how the whole thing started.” 


Yeovil settled himself back in his chair with the air of a man who has done 
some necessary talking, and now assumes the role of listener. 

“Tt started,” said the doctor, “with a wholly unimportant disagreement about 
some frontier business in East Africa; there was a slight attack of nerves in the 
stock markets, and then the whole thing seemed in a fair way towards being 
settled. Then the negotiations over the affair began to drag unduly, and there 
was a further flutter of nervousness in the money world. And then one morning 
the papers reported a highly menacing speech by one of the German Ministers, 
and the situation began to look black indeed. ‘He will be disavowed,’ every one 
said over here, but in less than twenty-four hours those who knew anything knew 
that the crisis was on us — only their knowledge came too late. ‘War between 
two such civilised and enlightened nations is an impossibility,’ one of our 
leaders of public opinion had declared on the Saturday; by the following Friday 
the war had indeed become an impossibility, because we could no longer carry it 
on. It burst on us with calculated suddenness, and we were just not enough, 
everywhere where the pressure came. Our ships were good against their ships, 
our seamen were better than their seamen, but our ships were not able to cope 
with their ships plus their superiority in aircraft. Our trained men were good 
against their trained men, but they could not be in several places at once, and the 
enemy could. Our half-trained men and our untrained men could not master the 
science of war at a moment’s notice, and a moment’s notice was all they got. 
The enemy were a nation apprenticed in arms, we were not even the idle 
apprentice: we had not deemed apprenticeship worth our while. There was 
courage enough running loose in the land, but it was like unharnessed electricity, 
it controlled no forces, it struck no blows. There was no time for the heroism 
and the devotion which a drawn-out struggle, however hopeless, can produce; 
the war was over almost as soon as it had begun. After the reverses which 
happened with lightning rapidity in the first three days of warfare, the 
newspapers made no effort to pretend that the situation could be retrieved; 
editors and public alike recognised that these were blows over the heart, and that 
it was a matter of moments before we were counted out. One might liken the 
whole affair to a snap checkmate early in a game of chess; one side had thought 
out the moves, and brought the requisite pieces into play, the other side was 
hampered and helpless, with its resources unavailable, its strategy discounted in 
advance. That, in a nutshell, is the history of the war.” 

Yeovil was silent for a moment or two, then he asked: 

“And the sequel, the peace?” 

“The collapse was so complete that I fancy even the enemy were hardly 
prepared for the consequences of their victory. No one had quite realised what 


one disastrous campaign would mean for an island nation with a closely packed 
population. The conquerors were in a position to dictate what terms they 
pleased, and it was not wonderful that their ideas of aggrandisement expanded in 
the hour of intoxication. There was no European combination ready to say them 
nay, and certainly no one Power was going to be rash enough to step in to 
contest the terms of the treaty that they imposed on the conquered. Annexation 
had probably never been a dream before the war; after the war it suddenly 
became temptingly practical. Warum nicht? became the theme of leader-writers 
in the German press; they pointed out that Britain, defeated and humiliated, but 
with enormous powers of recuperation, would be a dangerous and inevitable 
enemy for the Germany of to-morrow, while Britain incorporated within the 
Hohenzollern Empire would merely be a disaffected province, without a navy to 
make its disaffection a serious menace, and with great tax-paying capabilities, 
which would be available for relieving the burdens of the other Imperial States. 
Wherefore, why not annex? The warum nicht? party prevailed. Our King, as 
you know, retired with his Court to Delhi, as Emperor in the East, with most of 
his overseas dominions still subject to his sway. The British Isles came under 
the German Crown as a Reichsland, a sort of Alsace-Lorraine washed by the 
North Sea instead of the Rhine. We still retain our Parliament, but it is a clipped 
and pruned-down shadow of its former self, with most of its functions in 
abeyance; when the elections were held it was difficult to get decent candidates 
to come forward or to get people to vote. It makes one smile bitterly to think 
that a year or two ago we were seriously squabbling as to who should have 
votes. And, of course, the old party divisions have more or less crumbled away. 
The Liberals naturally are under the blackest of clouds, for having steered the 
country to disaster, though to do them justice it was no more their fault than the 
fault of any other party. In a democracy such as ours was the Government of the 
day must more or less reflect the ideas and temperament of the nation in all vital 
matters, and the British nation in those days could not have been persuaded of 
the urgent need for military apprenticeship or of the deadly nature of its danger. 
It was willing now and then to be half-frightened and to have half-measures, or, 
one might better say, quarter-measures taken to reassure it, and the governments 
of the day were willing to take them, but any political party or group of 
statesmen that had said ‘the danger is enormous and immediate, the sacrifices 
and burdens must be enormous and immediate,’ would have met with certain 
defeat at the polls. Still, of course, the Liberals, as the party that had held office 
for nearly a decade, incurred the odium of a people maddened by defeat and 
humiliation; one Minister, who had had less responsibility for military 
organisation than perhaps any of them, was attacked and nearly killed at 


Newcastle, another was hiding for three days on Exmoor, and escaped in 
disguise.” 

“And the Conservatives?” 

“They are also under eclipse, but it is more or less voluntary in their case. 
For generations they had taken their stand as supporters of Throne and 
Constitution, and when they suddenly found the Constitution gone and the 
Throne filled by an alien dynasty, their political orientation had vanished. They 
are in much the same position as the Jacobites occupied after the Hanoverian 
accession. Many of the leading Tory families have emigrated to the British 
lands beyond the seas, others are shut up in their country houses, retrenching 
their expenses, selling their acres, and investing their money abroad. The 
Labour faction, again, are almost in as bad odour as the Liberals, because of 
having hob-nobbed too effusively and ostentatiously with the German 
democratic parties on the eve of the war, exploiting an evangel of universal 
brotherhood which did not blunt a single Teuton bayonet when the hour came. I 
suppose in time party divisions will reassert themselves in some form or other; 
there will be a Socialist Party, and the mercantile and manufacturing interests 
will evolve a sort of bourgeoise party, and the different religious bodies will try 
to get themselves represented—” 

Yeovil made a movement of impatience. 

“All these things that you forecast,” he said, “must take time, considerable 
time; is this nightmare, then, to go on for ever?” 

“Tt is not a nightmare, unfortunately,” said the doctor, “it is a reality.” 

“But, surely — a nation such as ours, a virile, highly-civilised nation with an 
age-long tradition of mastery behind it, cannot be held under for ever by a few 
thousand bayonets and machine guns. We must surely rise up one day and drive 
them out.” 

“Dear man,” said the doctor, “we might, of course, at some given moment 
overpower the garrison that is maintained here, and seize the forts, and perhaps 
we might be able to mine the harbours; what then? In a fortnight or so we could 
be starved into unconditional submission. Remember, all the advantages of 
isolated position that told in our favour while we had the sea dominion, tell 
against us now that the sea dominion is in other hands. The enemy would not 
need to mobilise a single army corps or to bring a single battleship into action; a 
fleet of nimble cruisers and destroyers circling round our coasts would be 
sufficient to shut out our food supplies.” 

“Are you trying to tell me that this is a final overthrow?” said Yeovil in a 
shaking voice; “are we to remain a subject race like the Poles?” 


“Let us hope for a better fate,” said the doctor. “Our opportunity may come if 
the Master Power is ever involved in an unsuccessful naval war with some other 
nation, or perhaps in some time of European crisis, when everything hung in the 
balance, our latent hostility might have to be squared by a concession of 
independence. That is what we have to hope for and watch for. On the other 
hand, the conquerors have to count on time and tact to weaken and finally 
obliterate the old feelings of nationality; the middle-aged of to-day will grow old 
and acquiescent in the changed state of things; the young generations will grow 
up never having known anything different. It’s a far cry to Delhi, as the old 
Indian proverb says, and the strange half-European, half-Asiatic Court out there 
will seem more and more a thing exotic and unreal. “The King across the water’ 
was a rallying-cry once upon a time in our history, but a king on the further side 
of the Indian Ocean is a shadowy competitor for one who alternates between 
Potsdam and Windsor.” 

“T want you to tell me everything,” said Yeovil, after another pause; “tell me, 
Holham, how far has this obliterating process of ‘time and tact’ gone? It seems 
to be pretty fairly started already. I bought a newspaper as soon as I landed, and 
I read it in the train coming up. I read things that puzzled and disgusted me. 
There were announcements of concerts and plays and first-nights and private 
views; there were even small dances. There were advertisements of house-boats 
and week-end cottages and string bands for garden parties. It struck me that it 
was rather like merrymaking with a dead body lying in the house.” 

“Yeovil,” said the doctor, “you must bear in mind two things. First, the 
necessity for the life of the country going on as if nothing had happened. It is 
true that many thousands of our working men and women have emigrated and 
thousands of our upper and middle class too; they were the people who were not 
tied down by business, or who could afford to cut those ties. But those represent 
comparatively a few out of the many. The great businesses and the small 
businesses must go on, people must be fed and clothed and housed and 
medically treated, and their thousand-and-one wants and necessities supplied. 
Look at me, for instance; however much I loathe coming under a foreign 
domination and paying taxes to an alien government, I can’t abandon my 
practice and my patients, and set up anew in Toronto or Allahabad, and if I 
could, some other doctor would have to take my place here. I or that other 
doctor must have our servants and motors and food and furniture and 
newspapers, even our sport. The golf links and the hunting field have been well- 
nigh deserted since the war, but they are beginning to get back their votaries 
because out-door sport has become a necessity, and a very rational necessity, 
with numbers of men who have to work otherwise under unnatural and exacting 


conditions. That is one factor of the situation. The other affects London more 
especially, but through London it influences the rest of the country to a certain 
extent. You will see around you here much that will strike you as indications of 
heartless indifference to the calamity that has befallen our nation. Well, you 
must remember that many things in modern life, especially in the big cities, are 
not national but international. In the world of music and art and the drama, for 
instance, the foreign names are legion, they confront you at every turn, and some 
of our British devotees of such arts are more acclimatised to the ways of Munich 
or Moscow than they are familiar with the life, say, of Stirling or York. For 
years they have lived and thought and spoken in an atmosphere and jargon of 
denationalised culture — even those of them who have never left our shores. 
They would take pains to be intimately familiar with the domestic affairs and 
views of life of some Galician gipsy dramatist, and gravely quote and discuss his 
opinions on debts and mistresses and cookery, while they would shudder at 
‘D’ye ken John Peel?’ as a piece of uncouth barbarity. You cannot expect a 
world of that sort to be permanently concerned or downcast because the Crown 
of Charlemagne takes its place now on the top of the Royal box in the theatres, 
or at the head of programmes at State concerts. And then there are the Jews.” 

“There are many in the land, or at least in London,” said Yeovil. 

“There are even more of them now than there used to be,” said Holham. “I 
am to a great extent a disliker of Jews myself, but I will be fair to them, and 
admit that those of them who were in any genuine sense British have remained 
British and have stuck by us loyally in our misfortune; all honour to them. But 
of the others, the men who by temperament and everything else were far more 
Teuton or Polish or Latin than they were British, it was not to be expected that 
they would be heartbroken because London had suddenly lost its place among 
the political capitals of the world, and became a cosmopolitan city. They had 
appreciated the free and easy liberty of the old days, under British rule, but there 
was a Stiff insularity in the ruling race that they chafed against. Now, putting 
aside some petty Government restrictions that Teutonic bureaucracy has brought 
in, there is really, in their eyes, more licence and social adaptability in London 
than before. It has taken on some of the aspects of a No-Man’s-Land, and the 
Jew, if he likes, may almost consider himself as of the dominant race; at any rate 
he is ubiquitous. Pleasure, of the café and cabaret and boulevard kind, the sort 
of thing that gave Berlin the aspect of the gayest capital in Europe within the last 
decade, that is the insidious leaven that will help to denationalise London. 
Berlin will probably climb back to some of its old austerity and simplicity, a 
world-ruling city with a great sense of its position and its responsibilities, while 


London will become more and more the centre of what these people understand 
by life.” 

Yeovil made a movement of impatience and disgust. 

“I know, I know,” said the doctor, sympathetically; “life and enjoyment mean 
to you the howl of a wolf in a forest, the call of a wild swan on the frozen 
tundras, the smell of a wood fire in some little inn among the mountains. There 
is more music to you in the quick thud, thud of hoofs on desert mud as a free- 
stepping horse is led up to your tent door than in all the dronings and flourishes 
that a highly-paid orchestra can reel out to an expensively fed audience. But the 
tastes of modern London, as we see them crystallised around us, lie in a very 
different direction. People of the world that I am speaking of, our dominant 
world at the present moment, herd together as closely packed to the square yard 
as possible, doing nothing worth doing, and saying nothing worth saying, but 
doing it and saying it over and over again, listening to the same melodies, 
watching the same artistes, echoing the same catchwords, ordering the same 
dishes in the same restaurants, suffering each other’s cigarette smoke and 
perfumes and conversation, feverishly, anxiously making arrangements to meet 
each other again to-morrow, next week, and the week after next, and repeat the 
same gregarious experience. If they were not herded together in a corner of 
western London, watching each other with restless intelligent eyes, they would 
be herded together at Brighton or Dieppe, doing the same thing. Well, you will 
find that life of that sort goes forward just as usual, only it is even more 
prominent and noticeable now because there is less public life of other kinds.” 

Yeovil said something which was possibly the Buriat word for the nether 
world. Outside in the neighbouring square a band had been playing at intervals 
during the evening. Now it struck up an air that Yeovil had already heard 
whistled several times since his landing, an air with a captivating suggestion of 
slyness and furtive joyousness running through it. 

He rose and walked across to the window, opening it a little wider. He 
listened till the last notes had died away. 

“What is that tune they have just played?” he asked. 

“You’ll hear it often enough,” said the doctor. “A Frenchman writing in the 
Matin the other day called it the ‘National Anthem of the fait accompli.’” 


CHAPTER IV: “ES IST VERBOTEN” 


Yeovil wakened next morning to the pleasant sensation of being in a household 
where elaborate machinery for the smooth achievement of one’s daily life was 
noiselessly and unceasingly at work. Fever and the long weariness of 
convalescence in indifferently comfortable surroundings had given luxury a new 
value in his eyes. Money had not always been plentiful with him in his younger 
days; in his twenty-eighth year he had inherited a fairly substantial fortune, and 
he had married a wealthy woman a few months later. It was characteristic of the 
man and his breed that the chief use to which he had put his newly-acquired 
wealth had been in seizing the opportunity which it gave him for indulging in 
unlimited travel in wild, out-of-the-way regions, where the comforts of life were 
meagrely represented. Cicely occasionally accompanied him to the threshold of 
his expeditions, such as Cairo or St. Petersburg or Constantinople, but her own 
tastes in the matter of roving were more or less condensed within an area that 
comprised Cannes, Homburg, the Scottish Highlands, and the Norwegian 
Fiords. Things outlandish and barbaric appealed to her chiefly when presented 
under artistic but highly civilised stage management on the boards of Covent 
Garden, and if she wanted to look at wolves or sand grouse, she preferred doing 
so in the company of an intelligent Fellow of the Zoological Society on some 
fine Sunday afternoon in Regent’s Park. It was one of the bonds of union and 
good-fellowship between her husband and herself that each understood and 
sympathised with the other’s tastes without in the least wanting to share them; 
they went their own ways and were pleased and comrade-like when the ways 
happened to run together for a span, without self-reproach or heart-searching 
when the ways diverged. Moreover, they had separate and adequate banking 
accounts, which constitute, if not the keys of the matrimonial Heaven, at least 
the oil that lubricates them. 

Yeovil found Cicely and breakfast waiting for him in the cool breakfast- 
room, and enjoyed, with the appreciation of a recent invalid, the comfort and 
resources of a meal that had not to be ordered or thought about in advance, but 
seemed as though it were there, fore-ordained from the beginning of time in its 
smallest detail. Each desire of the breakfasting mind seemed to have its 
realisation in some dish, lurking unobtrusively in hidden corners until asked for. 
Did one want grilled mushrooms, English fashion, they were there, black and 
moist and sizzling, and extremely edible; did one desire mushrooms à la Russe, 
they appeared, blanched and cool and toothsome under their white blanketing of 
sauce. At one’s bidding was a service of coffee, prepared with rather more 


forethought and circumspection than would go to the preparation of a revolution 
in a South American Republic. 

The exotic blooms that reigned in profusion over the other parts of the house 
were scrupulously banished from the breakfast-room; bowls of wild thyme and 
other flowering weeds of the meadow and hedgerow gave it an atmosphere of 
country freshness that was in keeping with the morning meal. 

“You look dreadfully tired still,” said Cicely critically, “otherwise I would 
recommend a ride in the Park, before it gets too hot. There is a new cob in the 
stable that you will just love, but he is rather lively, and you had better content 
yourself for the present with some more sedate exercise than he is likely to give 
you. He is apt to try and jump out of his skin when the flies tease him. The Park 
is rather jolly for a walk just now.” 

“T think that will be about my form after my long journey,” said Yeovil, “an 
hour’s stroll before lunch under the trees. That ought not to fatigue me unduly. 
In the afternoon I'll look up one or two people.” 

“Don’t count on finding too many of your old set,” said Cicely rather 
hurriedly. “I dare say some of them will find their way back some time, but at 
present there’s been rather an exodus.” 

“The Bredes,” said Yeovil, “are they here?” 

“No, the Bredes are in Scotland, at their place in Sutherlandshire; they don’t 
come south now, and the Ricardes are farming somewhere in East Africa, the 
whole lot of them. Valham has got an appointment of some sort in the Straits 
Settlement, and has taken his family with him. The Collards are down at their 
mother’s place in Norfolk; a German banker has bought their house in 
Manchester Square.” 

“And the Hebways?” asked Yeovil. 

“Dick Hebway is in India,” said Cicely, “but his mother lives in Paris; poor 
Hugo, you know, was killed in the war. My friends the Allinsons are in Paris 
too. It’s rather a clearance, isn’t it? However, there are some left, and I expect 
others will come back in time. Pitherby is here; he’s one of those who are trying 
to make the best of things under the new régime.” 

“He would be,” said Yeovil, shortly. 

“It’s a difficult question,” said Cicely, “whether one should stay at home and 
face the music or go away and live a transplanted life under the British flag. 
Either attitude might be dictated by patriotism.” 

“Tt is one thing to face the music, it is another thing to dance to it,” said 
Yeovil. 

Cicely poured out some more coffee for herself and changed the 
conversation. 


“You'll be in to lunch, I suppose? The Clubs are not very attractive just now, 
I believe, and the restaurants are mostly hot in the middle of the day. Ronnie 
Storre is coming in; he’s here pretty often these days. A rather good-looking 
young animal with something mid-way between talent and genius in the piano- 
playing line.” 

“Not long-haired and Semetic or Tcheque or anything of that sort, I 
suppose?” asked Yeovil. 

Cicely laughed at the vision of Ronnie conjured up by her husband’s words. 

“No, beautifully groomed and clipped and Anglo-Saxon. I expect you’ll like 
him. He plays bridge almost as well as he plays the piano. I suppose you 
wonder at any one who can play bridge well wanting to play the piano.” 

“Tm not quite so intolerant as all that,” said Yeovil; “anyhow I promise to 
like Ronnie. Is any one else coming to lunch?” 

“Joan Mardle will probably drop in, in fact I’m afraid she’s a certainty. She 
invited herself in that way of hers that brooks of no refusal. On the other hand, 
as a mitigating circumstance, there will be a point d’asperge omelette such as 
few kitchens could turn out, so don’t be late.” 

Yeovil set out for his morning walk with the curious sensation of one who 
starts on a voyage of discovery in a land that is well known to him. He turned 
into the Park at Hyde Park corner and made his way along the familiar paths and 
alleys that bordered the Row. The familiarity vanished when he left the region 
of fenced-in lawns and rhododendron bushes and came to the open space that 
stretched away beyond the bandstand. The bandstand was still there, and a 
military band, in sky-blue Saxon uniform, was executing the first item in the 
forenoon programme of music. Around it, instead of the serried rows of green 
chairs that Yeovil remembered, was spread out an acre or so of small round 
tables, most of which had their quota of customers, engaged in a steady 
consumption of lager beer, coffee, lemonade and syrups. Further in the 
background, but well within earshot of the band, a gaily painted pagoda- 
restaurant sheltered a number of more commodious tables under its awnings, and 
gave a hint of convenient indoor accommodation for wet or windy weather. 
Movable screens of trellis-trained foliage and climbing roses formed little 
hedges by means of which any particular table could be shut off from its 
neighbours if semi-privacy were desired. One or two decorative advertisements 
of popularised brands of champagne and Rhine wines adorned the outside walls 
of the building, and under the central gable of its upper story was a flamboyant 
portrait of a stern-faced man, whose image and superscription might also be 
found on the newer coinage of the land. A mass of bunting hung in folds round 
the flag-pole on the gable, and blew out now and then on a favouring breeze, a 


long three-coloured strip, black, white, and scarlet, and over the whole scene the 
elm trees towered with an absurd sardonic air of nothing having changed around 
their roots. 

Yeovil stood for a minute or two, taking in every detail of the unfamiliar 
spectacle. 

“They have certainly accomplished something that we never attempted,” he 
muttered to himself. Then he turned on his heel and made his way back to the 
shady walk that ran alongside the Row. At first sight little was changed in the 
aspect of the well-known exercising ground. One or two riding masters cantered 
up and down as of yore, with their attendant broods of anxious-faced young girls 
and awkwardly bumping women pupils, while horsey-looking men put 
marketable animals through their paces or drew up to the rails for long 
conversations with horsey-looking friends on foot. Sportingly attired young 
women, sitting astride of their horses, careered by at intervals as though an 
extremely game fox were leading hounds a merry chase a short way ahead of 
them; it all seemed much as usual. 

Presently, from the middle distance a bright patch of colour set in a whirl of 
dust drew rapidly nearer and resolved itself into a group of cavalry officers 
extending their chargers in a smart gallop. They were well mounted and sat their 
horses to perfection, and they made a brave show as they raced past Yeovil with 
a clink and clatter and rhythmic thud, thud, of hoofs, and became once more a 
patch of colour in a whirl of dust. An answering glow of colour seemed to have 
bumed itself into the grey face of the young man, who had seen them pass 
without appearing to look at them, a stinging rush of blood, accompanied by a 
choking catch in the throat and a hot white blindness across the eyes. The 
weakness of fever broke down at times the rampart of outward indifference that 
aman of Yeovil’s temperament builds coldly round his heartstrings. 

The Row and its riders had become suddenly detestable to the wanderer; he 
would not run the risk of seeing that insolently joyous cavalcade come galloping 
past again. Beyond a narrow stretch of tree-shaded grass lay the placid sunlit 
water of the Serpentine, and Yeovil made a short cut across the turf to reach its 
gravelled bank. 

“Can’t you read either English or German?” asked a policeman who 
confronted him as he stepped off the turf. 

Yeovil stared at the man and then turned to look at the small neatly-printed 
notice to which the official was imperiously pointing; in two languages it was 
made known that it was forbidden and verboten, punishable and straffbar, to 
walk on the grass. 

“Three shilling fine,” said the policeman, extending his hand for the money. 


“Do I pay you?” asked Yeovil, feeling almost inclined to laugh; “I’m rather a 
stranger to the new order of things.” 

“You pay me,” said the policeman, “and you receive a quittance for the sum 
paid,” and he proceeded to tear a counterfoil receipt for a three shilling fine from 
a small pocket book. 

“May I ask,” said Yeovil, as he handed over the sum demanded and received 
his quittance, “what the red and white band on your sleeve stands for?” 

“Bi-lingual,” said the constable, with an air of importance. “Preference is 
given to members of the Force who qualify in both languages. Nearly all the 
police engaged on Park duty are bi-lingual. About as many foreigners as English 
use the parks nowadays; in fact, on a fine Sunday afternoon, you’ll find three 
foreigners to every two English. The park habit is more Continental than 
British, I take it.” 

“And are there many Germans in the police Force?” asked Yeovil. 

“Well, yes, a good few; there had to be,” said the constable; “there were such 
a lot of resignations when the change came, and they had to be filled up 
somehow. Lots of men what used to be in the Force emigrated or found work of 
some other kind, but everybody couldn’t take that line; wives and children had to 
be thought of. ’Tisn’t every head of a family that can chuck up a job on the 
chance of finding another. Starvation’s been the lot of a good many what went 
out. Those of us that stayed on got better pay than we did before, but then of 
course the duties are much more multitudinous.” 

“They must be,” said Yeovil, fingering his three shilling State document; “by 
the way,” he asked, “are all the grass plots in the Park out of bounds for human 
feet?” 

“Everywhere where you see the notices,” said the policeman, “and that’s 
about three-fourths of the whole grass space; there’s been a lot of new gravel 
walks opened up in all directions. People don’t want to walk on the grass when 
they’ve got clean paths to walk on.” 

And with this parting reproof the bi-lingual constable strode heavily away, his 
loss of consideration and self-esteem as a unit of a sometime ruling race 
evidently compensated for to some extent by his enhanced importance as an 
official. 

“The women and children,” thought Yeovil, as he looked after the retreating 
figure; “yes, that is one side of the problem. The children that have to be fed and 
schooled, the women folk that have to be cared for, an old mother, perhaps, in 
the home that cannot be broken up. The old case of giving hostages.” 

He followed the path alongside the Serpentine, passing under the archway of 
the bridge and continuing his walk into Kensington Gardens. In another moment 


he was within view of the Peter Pan statue and at once observed that it had 
companions. On one side was a group representing a scene from one of the 
Grimm fairy stories, on the other was Alice in conversation with Gryphon and 
Mockturtle, the episode looking distressingly stiff and meaningless in its 
sculptured form. Two other spaces had been cleared in the neighbouring turf, 
evidently for the reception of further statue groups, which Yeovil mentally 
assigned to Struwelpeter and Little Lord Fauntleroy. 

“German middle-class taste,” he commented, “but in this matter we certainly 
gave them a lead. I suppose the idea is that childish fancy is dead and that it is 
only decent to erect some sort of memorial to it.” 

The day was growing hotter, and the Park had ceased to seem a desirable 
place to loiter in. Yeovil turned his steps homeward, passing on his way the 
bandstand with its surrounding acreage of tables. It was now nearly one o’clock, 
and luncheon parties were beginning to assemble under the awnings of the 
restaurant. Lighter refreshments, in the shape of sausages and potato salads, 
were being carried out by scurrying waiters to the drinkers of lager beer at the 
small tables. A park orchestra, in brilliant trappings, had taken the place of the 
military band. As Yeovil passed the musicians launched out into the tune which 
the doctor had truly predicted he would hear to repletion before he had been 
many days in London; the “National Anthem of the fait accompli.” 


CHAPTER V: L’ART D’ETRE COUSINE 


Joan Mardle had reached forty in the leisurely untroubled fashion of a woman 
who intends to be comely and attractive at fifty. She cultivated a jovial, almost 
joyous manner, with a top-dressing of hearty good will and good nature which 
disarmed strangers and recent acquaintances; on getting to know her better they 
hastily re-armed themselves. Some one had once aptly described her as a 
hedgehog with the protective mimicry of a puffball. If there was an awkward 
remark to be made at an inconvenient moment before undesired listeners, Joan 
invariably made it, and when the occasion did not present itself she was usually 
capable of creating it. She was not without a certain popularity, the sort of 
popularity that a dashing highwayman sometimes achieved among those who 
were not in the habit of travelling on his particular highway. A great-aunt on her 
mother’s side of the family had married so often that Joan imagined herself 
justified in claiming cousin-ship with a large circle of disconnected houses, and 
treating them all on a relationship footing, which theoretical kinship enabled her 
to exact luncheons and other accommodations under the plea of keeping the 
lamp of family life aglow. 

“T felt I simply had to come to-day,” she chuckled at Yeovil; “I was just dying 
to see the returned traveller. Of course, I know perfectly well that neither of you 
want me, when you haven’t seen each other for so long and must have heaps and 
heaps to say to one another, but I thought I would risk the odium of being the 
third person on an occasion when two are company and three are a nuisance. 
Wasn’t it brave of me?” 

She spoke in full knowledge of the fact that the luncheon party would not in 
any case have been restricted to Yeovil and his wife, having seen Ronnie arrive 
in the hall as she was being shown upstairs. 

“Ronnie Storre is coming, I believe,” said Cicely, “so you’re not breaking 
into a téte-a-téte.” 

“Ronnie, oh I don’t count him,” said Joan gaily; “he’s just a boy who looks 
nice and eats asparagus. I hear he’s getting to play the piano really well. Such a 
pity. He will grow fat; musicians always do, and it will ruin him. I speak 
feelingly because I’m gravitating towards plumpness myself. The Divine 
Architect turns us out fearfully and wonderfully built, and the result is charming 
to the eye, and then He adds another chin and two or three extra inches round the 
waist, and the effect is ruined. Fortunately you can always find another Ronnie 
when this one grows fat and uninteresting; the supply of boys who look nice and 
eat asparagus is unlimited. Hullo, Mr. Storre, we were all talking about you.” 


“Nothing very damaging, I hope?” said Ronnie, who had just entered the 
room. 

“No, we were merely deciding that, whatever you may do with your life, your 
chin must remain single. When one’s chin begins to lead a double life one’s 
own opportunities for depravity are insensibly narrowed. You needn’t tell me 
that you haven’t any hankerings after depravity; people with your coloured eyes 
and hair are always depraved.” 

“Let me introduce you to my husband, Ronnie,” said Cicely, “and then let’s 
go and begin lunch.” 

“You two must almost feel as if you were honeymooning again,” said Joan as 
they sat down; “you must have quite forgotten each other’s tastes and 
peculiarities since you last met. Old Emily Fronding was talking about you 
yesterday, when I mentioned that Murrey was expected home; ‘curious sort of 
marriage tie,’ she said, in that stupid staring way of hers, ‘when husband and 
wife spend most of their time in different continents. I don’t call it marriage at 
all.’ ‘Nonsense,’ I said, ‘it’s the best way of doing things. The Yeovils will be a 
united and devoted couple long after heaps of their married contemporaries have 
trundled through the Divorce Court.’ I forgot at the moment that her youngest 
girl had divorced her husband last year, and that her second girl is rumoured to 
be contemplating a similar step. One can’t remember everything.” 

Joan Mardle was remarkable for being able to remember the smallest details 
in the family lives of two or three hundred acquaintances. 

From personal matters she went with a bound to the political small talk of the 
moment. 

“The Official Declaration as to the House of Lords is out at last,” she said; “I 
bought a paper just before coming here, but I left it in the Tube. All existing 
titles are to lapse if three successive holders, including the present ones, fail to 
take the oath of allegiance.” 

“Have any taken it up to the present?” asked Yeovil. 

“Only about nineteen, so far, and none of them representing very leading 
families; of course others will come in gradually, as the change of Dynasty 
becomes more and more an accepted fact, and of course there will be lots of new 
creations to fill up the gaps. I hear for certain that Pitherby is to get a title of 
some sort, in recognition of his literary labours. He has written a short history of 
the House of Hohenzollern, for use in schools you know, and he’s bringing out a 
popular Life of Frederick the Great — at least he hopes it will be popular.” 

“I didn’t know that writing was much in his line,” said Yeovil, “beyond the 
occasional editing of a company prospectus.” 


“T understand his historical researches have given every satisfaction in exalted 
quarters,” said Joan; “something may be lacking in the style, perhaps, but the 
august approval can make good that defect with the style of Baron. Pitherby has 
such a kind heart; ‘kind hearts are more than coronets,’ we all know, but the two 
go quite well together. And the dear man is not content with his services to 
literature, he’s blossoming forth as a liberal patron of the arts. He’s taken quite a 
lot of tickets for dear Gorla’s début; half the second row of the dress-circle.” 

“Do you mean Gorla Mustelford?” asked Yeovil, catching at the name; “what 
on earth is she having a début about?” 

“What?” cried Joan, in loud-voiced amazement; “haven’t you heard? Hasn’t 
Cicely told you? How funny that you shouldn’t have heard. Why, it’s going to 
be one of the events of the season. Everybody’s talking about it. She’s going to 
do suggestion dancing at the Caravansery Theatre.” 

“Good Heavens, what is suggestion dancing?” asked Yeovil. 

“Oh, something quite new,” explained Joan; “at any rate the name is quite 
new and Gorla is new as far as the public are concerned, and that is enough to 
establish the novelty of the thing. Among other things she does a dance 
suggesting the life of a fern; I saw one of the rehearsals, and to me it would have 
equally well suggested the life of John Wesley. However, that is probably the 
fault of my imagination — I’ve either got too much or too little. Anyhow it is an 
understood thing that she is to take London by storm.” 

“When I last saw Gorla Mustelford,” observed Yeovil, “she was a rather 
serious flapper who thought the world was in urgent need of regeneration and 
was not certain whether she would regenerate it or take up miniature painting. I 
forget which she attempted ultimately.” 

“She is quite serious about her art,” put in Cicely; “she’s studied a good deal 
abroad and worked hard at mastering the technique of her profession. She’s not 
a mere amateur with a hankering after the footlights. I fancy she will do well.” 

“But what do her people say about it?” asked Yeovil. 

“Oh, they’re simply furious about it,” answered Joan; “the idea of a daughter 
of the house of Mustelford prancing and twisting about the stage for Prussian 
officers and Hamburg Jews to gaze at is a dreadful cup of humiliation for them. 
It’s unfortunate, of course, that they should feel so acutely about it, but still one 
can understand their point of view.” 

“I don’t see what other point of view they could possibly take,” said Yeovil 
sharply; “if Gorla thinks that the necessities of art, or her own inclinations, 
demand that she should dance in public, why can’t she do it in Paris or even 
Vienna? Anywhere would be better, one would think, than in London under 
present conditions.” 


He had given Joan the indication that she was looking for as to his attitude 
towards the fait accompli. Without asking a question she had discovered that 
husband and wife were divided on the fundamental issue that underlay all others 
at the present moment. Cicely was weaving social schemes for the future, 
Yeovil had come home in a frame of mind that threatened the destruction of 
those schemes, or at any rate a serious hindrance to their execution. The 
situation presented itself to Joan’s mind with an alluring piquancy. 

“You are giving a grand supper-party for Gorla on the night of her début, 
aren’t you?” she asked Cicely; “several people spoke to me about it, so I suppose 
it must be true.” 

Tony Luton and young Storre had taken care to spread the news of the 
projected supper function, in order to ensure against a change of plans on 
Cicely’s part. 

“Gorla is a great friend of mine,” said Cicely, trying to talk as if the 
conversation had taken a perfectly indifferent turn; “also I think she deserves a 
little encouragement after the hard work she has been through. I thought it 
would be doing her a kindness to arrange a supper party for her on her first 
night.” 

There was a moment’s silence. Yeovil said nothing, and Joan understood the 
value of being occasionally tongue-tied. 

“The whole question is,” continued Cicely, as the silence became oppressive, 
“whether one is to mope and hold aloof from the national life, or take our share 
in it; the life has got to go on whether we participate in it or not. It seems to me 
to be more patriotic to come down into the dust of the marketplace than to 
withdraw oneself behind walls or beyond the seas.” 

“Of course the industrial life of the country has to go on,” said Yeovil; “no 
one could criticise Gorla if she interested herself in organising cottage industries 
or anything of that sort, in which she would be helping her own people. That 
one could understand, but I don’t think a cosmopolitan concern like the music- 
hall business calls for personal sacrifices from young women of good family at a 
moment like the present.” 

“Tt is just at a moment like the present that the people want something to 
interest them and take them out of themselves,” said Cicely argumentatively; 
“what has happened, has happened, and we can’t undo it or escape the 
consequences. What we can do, or attempt to do, is to make things less dreary, 
and make people less unhappy.” 

“In a word, more contented,” said Yeovil; “if I were a German statesman, that 
is the end I would labour for and encourage others to labour for, to make the 
people forget that they were discontented. All this work of regalvanising the 


social side of London life may be summed up in the phrase ‘travailler pour le 
roi de Prusse.’” 

“T don’t think there is any use in discussing the matter further,” said Cicely. 

“T can see that grand supper-party not coming off,” said Joan provocatively. 

Ronnie looked anxiously at Cicely. 

“You can see it coming on, if you’re gifted with prophetic vision of a reliable 
kind,” said Cicely; “of course as Murrey doesn’t take kindly to the idea of 
Gorla’s enterprise I won’t have the party here. PI give it at a restaurant, that’s 
all. I can see Murrey’s point of view, and sympathise with it, but I’m not going 
to throw Gorla over.” 

There was another pause of uncomfortably protracted duration. 

“T say, this is a top-hole omelette,” said Ronnie. 

It was his only contribution to the conversation, but it was a valuable one. 


CHAPTER VI: HERR VON KWARL 


Herr Von Kwarl sat at his favourite table in the Brandenburg Café, the new 
building that made such an imposing show (and did such thriving business) at 
the lower end of what most of its patrons called the Regentstrasse. Though the 
establishment was new it had already achieved its unwritten code of customs, 
and the sanctity of Herr von Kwarl’s specially reserved table had acquired the 
authority of a tradition. A set of chessmen, a copy of the Kreuz Zeitung and the 
Times, and a slim-necked bottle of Rhenish wine, ice-cool from the cellar, were 
always to be found there early in the forenoon, and the honoured guest for whom 
these preparations were made usually arrived on the scene shortly after eleven 
o’clock. For an hour or so he would read and silently digest the contents of his 
two newspapers, and then at the first sign of flagging interest on his part, another 
of the café’s regular customers would march across the floor, exchange a word 
or two on the affairs of the day, and be bidden with a wave of the hand into the 
opposite seat. A waiter would instantly place the chessboard with its marshalled 
ranks of combatants in the required position, and the contest would begin. 

Herr von Kwarl was a heavily built man of mature middle-age, of the blond 
North-German type, with a facial aspect that suggested stupidity and brutality. 
The stupidity of his mien masked an ability and shrewdness that was distinctly 
above the average, and the suggestion of brutality was belied by the fact that von 
Kwarl was as kind-hearted a man as one could meet with in a day’s journey. 
Early in life, almost before he was in his teens, Fritz von Kwarl had made up his 
mind to accept the world as it was, and to that philosophical resolution, 
steadfastly adhered to, he attributed his excellent digestion and his unruffled 
happiness. Perhaps he confused cause and effect; the excellent digestion may 
have been responsible for at least some of the philosophical serenity. 

He was a bachelor of the type that is called confirmed, and which might better 
be labelled consecrated; from his early youth onward to his present age he had 
never had the faintest flickering intention of marriage. Children and animals he 
adored, women and plants he accounted somewhat of a nuisance. A world 
without women and roses and asparagus would, he admitted, be robbed of much 
of its charm, but with all their charm these things were tiresome and thorny and 
capricious, always wanting to climb or creep in places where they were not 
wanted, and resolutely drooping and fading away when they were desired to 
flourish. Animals, on the other hand, accepted the world as it was and made the 
best of it, and children, at least nice children, uncontaminated by grown-up 
influences, lived in worlds of their own making. 


Von Kwarl held no acknowledged official position in the country of his 
residence, but it was an open secret that those responsible for the real direction 
of affairs sought his counsel on nearly every step that they meditated, and that 
his counsel was very rarely disregarded. Some of the shrewdest and most 
successful enactments of the ruling power were believed to have originated in 
the brain-cells of the bovine-fronted Stammgast of the Brandenburg Café. 

Around the wood-panelled walls of the Café were set at intervals well- 
mounted heads of boar, elk, stag, roe-buck, and other game-beasts of a northern 
forest, while in between were carved armorial escutcheons of the principal cities 
of the lately expanded realm, Magdeburg, Manchester, Hamburg, Bremen, 
Bristol, and so forth. Below these came shelves on which stood a wonderful 
array of stone beer-mugs, each decorated with some fantastic device or motto, 
and most of them pertaining individually and sacredly to some regular and 
unfailing customer. In one particular corner of the highest shelf, greatly at his 
ease and in nowise to be disturbed, slept Wotan, the huge grey house-cat, 
dreaming doubtless of certain nimble and audacious mice down in the cellar 
three floors below, whose nimbleness and audacity were as precious to him as 
the forwardness of the birds is to a skilled gun on a grouse moor. Once every 
day Wotan came marching in stately fashion across the polished floor, halted 
mid-way to resume an unfinished toilet operation, and then proceeded to pay his 
leisurely respects to his friend von Kwarl. The latter was said to be prouder of 
this daily demonstration of esteem than of his many coveted orders of merit. 
Several of his friends and acquaintances shared with him the distinction of 
having achieved the Black Eagle, but not one of them had ever succeeded in 
obtaining the slightest recognition of their existence from Wotan. 

The daily greeting had been exchanged and the proud grey beast had marched 
away to the music of a slumberous purr. The Kreuz Zeitung and the Times 
underwent a final scrutiny and were pushed aside, and von Kwarl glanced 
aimlessly out at the July sunshine bathing the walls and windows of the 
Piccadilly Hotel. Herr Rebinok, the plump little Pomeranian banker, stepped 
across the floor, almost as noiselessly as Wotan had done, though with 
considerably less grace, and some half-minute later was engaged in sliding 
pawns and knights and bishops to and fro on the chess-board in a series of 
lightning moves bewildering to look on. Neither he nor his opponent played 
with the skill that they severally brought to bear on banking and statecraft, nor 
did they conduct their game with the politeness that they punctiliously observed 
in other affairs of life. A running fire of contemptuous remarks and aggressive 
satire accompanied each move, and the mere record of the conversation would 


have given an uninitiated onlooker the puzzling impression that an easy and 
crushing victory was assured to both the players. 


“Aha, he is puzzled. Poor man, he doesn’t know what to do... Oho, he 
thinks he will move there, does he? Much good that will do him.... Never 
have I seen such a mess as he is in. . . he cannot do anything, he is absolutely 


helpless, helpless.” 

“Ah, you take my bishop, do you? Much I care for that. Nothing. See, I give 
you check. Ah, now he is in a fright! He doesn’t know where to go. What a 
mess he isin...” 

So the game proceeded, with a brisk exchange of pieces and incivilities and a 
fluctuation of fortunes, till the little banker lost his queen as the result of an 
incautious move, and, after several woebegone contortions of his shoulders and 
hands, declined further contest. A sleek-headed piccolo rushed forward to 
remove the board, and the erstwhile combatants resumed the courteous dignity 
that they discarded in their chess-playing moments. 

“Have you seen the Germania to-day?” asked Herr Rebinok, as soon as the 
boy had receded to a respectful distance. 

“No,” said von Kwarl, “I never see the Germania. I count on you to tell me if 
there is anything noteworthy in it.” 

“Tt has an article to-day headed, ‘Occupation or Assimilation,’” said the 
banker. “It is of some importance, and well written. It is very pessimistic.” 

“Catholic papers are always pessimistic about the things of this world,” said 
von Kwarl, “just as they are unduly optimistic about the things of the next 
world. What line does it take?” 

“Tt says that our conquest of Britain can only result in a temporary 
occupation, with a ‘notice to quit’ always hanging over our heads; that we can 
never hope to assimilate the people of these islands in our Empire as a sort of 
maritime Saxony or Bavaria, all the teaching of history is against it; Saxony and 
Bavaria are part of the Empire because of their past history. England is being 
bound into the Empire in spite of her past history; and so forth.” 

“The writer of the article has not studied history very deeply,” said von 
Kwarl. “The impossible thing that he speaks of has been done before, and done 
in these very islands, too. The Norman Conquest became an assimilation in 
comparatively few generations.” 

“Ah, in those days, yes,” said the banker, “but the conditions were altogether 
different. There was not the rapid transmission of news and the means of 
keeping the public mind instructed in what was happening; in fact, one can 
scarcely say that the public mind was there to instruct. There was not the same 
strong bond of brotherhood between men of the same nation that exists now. 


Northumberland was almost as foreign to Devon or Kent as Normandy was. 
And the Church in those days was a great international factor, and the Crusades 
bound men together fighting under one leader for a common cause. Also there 
was not a great national past to be forgotten as there is in this case.” 

“There are many factors, certainly, that are against us,” conceded the 
statesman, “but you must also take into account those that will help us. In most 
cases in recent history where the conquered have stood out against all attempts at 
assimilation, there has been a religious difference to add to the racial one — take 
Poland, for instance, and the Catholic parts of Ireland. If the Bretons ever 
seriously begin to assert their nationality as against the French, it will be because 
they have remained more Catholic in practice and sentiment than their 
neighbours. Here there is no such complication; we are in the bulk a Protestant 
nation with a Catholic minority, and the same may be said of the British. Then 
in modern days there is the alchemy of Sport and the Drama to bring men of 
different races amicably together. One or two sportsmanlike Germans in a 
London football team will do more to break down racial antagonism than 
anything that Governments or Councils can effect. As for the Stage, it has long 
been international in its tendencies. You can see that every day.” 

The banker nodded his head. 

“London is not our greatest difficulty,” continued von Kwarl. “You must 
remember the steady influx of Germans since the war; whole districts are 
changing the complexion of their inhabitants, and in some streets you might 
almost fancy yourself in a German town. We can scarcely hope to make much 
impression on the country districts and the provincial towns at present, but you 
must remember that thousands and thousands of the more virile and restless- 
souled men have emigrated, and thousands more will follow their example. We 
shall fill up their places with our own surplus population, as the Teuton races 
colonised England in the old pre-Christian days. That is better, is it not, to 
people the fat meadows of the Thames valley and the healthy downs and uplands 
of Sussex and Berkshire than to go hunting for elbow-room among the flies and 
fevers of the tropics? We have somewhere to go to, now, better than the scrub 
and the veldt and the thorn-jungles.” 

“Of course, of course,” assented Herr Rebinok, “but while this desirable 
process of infiltration and assimilation goes on, how are you going to provide 
against the hostility of the conquered nation? A people with a great tradition 
behind them and the ruling instinct strongly developed, won’t sit with their eyes 
closed and their hands folded while you carry on the process of Germanisation. 
What will keep them quiet?” 


“The hopelessness of the situation. For centuries Britain has ruled the seas, 
and been able to dictate to half the world in consequence; then she let slip the 
mastery of the seas, as something too costly and onerous to keep up, something 
which aroused too much jealousy and uneasiness in others, and now the seas rule 
her. Every wave that breaks on her shore rattles the keys of her prison. I am no 
fire-eater, Herr Rebinok, but I confess that when I am at Dover, say, or 
Southampton, and see those dark blots on the sea and those grey specks in the 
sky, our battleships and cruisers and aircraft, and realise what they mean to us 
my heart beats just a little quicker. If every German was flung out of England 
to-morrow, in three weeks’ time we should be coming in again on our own 
terms. With our sea scouts and air scouts spread in organised network around, 
not a shipload of foodstuff could reach the country. They know that; they can 
calculate how many days of independence and starvation they could endure, and 
they will make no attempt to bring about such a certain fiasco. Brave men fight 
for a forlorn hope, but the bravest do not fight for an issue they know to be 
hopeless.” 

“That is so,” said Herr Rebinok, “as things are at present they can do nothing 
from within, absolutely nothing. We have weighed all that beforehand. But, as 
the Germania points out, there is another Britain beyond the seas. Supposing the 
Court at Delhi were to engineer a league—” 

“A league? A league with whom?” interrupted the statesman. “Russia we 
can watch and hold. We are rather nearer to its western frontier than Delhi is, 
and we could throttle its Baltic trade at five hours’ notice. France and Holland 
are not inclined to provoke our hostility; they would have everything to lose by 
such a course.” 

“There are other forces in the world that might be arrayed against us,” argued 
the banker; “the United States, Japan, Italy, they all have navies.” 

“Does the teaching of history show you that it is the strong Power, armed and 
ready, that has to suffer from the hostility of the world?” asked von Kwarl. “As 
far as sentiment goes, perhaps, but not in practice. The danger has always been 
for the weak, dismembered nation. Think you a moment, has the enfeebled 
scattered British Empire overseas no undefended territories that are a temptation 
to her neighbours? Has Japan nothing to glean where we have harvested? Are 
there no North American possessions which might slip into other keeping? Has 
Russia herself no traditional temptations beyond the Oxus? Mind you, we are 
not making the mistake Napoleon made, when he forced all Europe to be for him 
or against him. We threaten no world aggressions, we are satiated where he was 
insatiable. We have cast down one overshadowing Power from the face of the 
world, because it stood in our way, but we have made no attempt to spread our 


branches over all the space that it covered. We have not tried to set up a 
tributary Canadian republic or to partition South Africa; we have dreamed no 
dream of making ourselves Lords of Hindostan. On the contrary, we have given 
proof of our friendly intentions towards our neighbours. We backed France up 
the other day in her squabble with Spain over the Moroccan boundaries, and 
proclaimed our opinion that the Republic had as indisputable a mission on the 
North Africa coast as we have in the North Sea. That is not the action or the 
language of aggression. No,” continued von Kwarl, after a moment’s silence, 
“the world may fear us and dislike us, but, for the present at any rate, there will 
be no leagues against us. No, there is one rock on which our attempt at 
assimilation will founder or find firm anchorage.” 

“And that is — ?” 

“The youth of the country, the generation that is at the threshold now. It is 
them that we must capture. We must teach them to learn, and coax them to 
forget. In course of time Anglo-Saxon may blend with German, as the Elbe 
Saxons and the Bavarians and Swabians have blended with the Prussians into a 
loyal united people under the sceptre of the Hohenzollerns. Then we should be 
doubly strong, Rome and Carthage rolled into one, an Empire of the West 
greater than Charlemagne ever knew. Then we could look Slav and Latin and 
Asiatic in the face and keep our place as the central dominant force of the 
civilised world.” 

The speaker paused for a moment and drank a deep draught of wine, as 
though he were invoking the prosperity of that future world-power. Then he 
resumed in a more level tone: 

“On the other hand, the younger generation of Britons may grow up in 
hereditary hatred, repulsing all our overtures, forgetting nothing and forgiving 
nothing, waiting and watching for the time when some weakness assails us, 
when some crisis entangles us, when we cannot be everywhere at once. Then 
our work will be imperilled, perhaps undone. There lies the danger, there lies 
the hope, the younger generation.” 

“There is another danger,” said the banker, after he had pondered over von 
Kwarl’s remarks for a moment or two amid the incense-clouds of a fat cigar; “a 
danger that I foresee in the immediate future; perhaps not so much a danger as 
an element of exasperation which may ultimately defeat your plans. The law as 
to military service will have to be promulgated shortly, and that cannot fail to be 
bitterly unpopular. The people of these islands will have to be brought into line 
with the rest of the Empire in the matter of military training and military service, 
and how will they like that? Will not the enforcing of such a measure enfuriate 


them against us? Remember, they have made great sacrifices to avoid the 
burden of military service.” 

“Dear God,” exclaimed Herr von Kwarl, “as you say, they have made 
sacrifices on that altar!” 


CHAPTER VII: THE LURE 


Cicely had successfully insisted on having her own way concerning the 
projected supper-party; Yeovil had said nothing further in opposition to it, 
whatever his feelings on the subject might be. Having gained her point, 
however, she was anxious to give her husband the impression of having been 
consulted, and to put her victory as far as possible on the footing of a 
compromise. It was also rather a relief to be able to discuss the matter out of 
range of Joan’s disconcerting tongue and observant eyes. 

“I hope you are not really annoyed about this silly supper-party,” she said on 
the morning before the much-talked-of first night. “I had pledged myself to give 
it, so I couldn’t back out without seeming mean to Gorla, and in any case it 
would have been impolitic to cry off.” 

“Why impolitic?” asked Yeovil coldly. 

“Tt would give offence in quarters where I don’t want to give offence,” said 
Cicely. 

“In quarters where the fait accompli is an object of solicitude,” said Yeovil. 

“Look here,” said Cicely in her most disarming manner, “it’s just as well to 
be perfectly frank about the whole matter. If one wants to live in the London of 
the present day one must make up one’s mind to accept the fait accompli with as 
good a grace as possible. I do want to live in London, and I don’t want to 
change my way of living and start under different conditions in some other 
place. I can’t face the prospect of tearing up my life by the roots; I feel certain 
that I shouldn’t bear transplanting. I can’t imagine myself recreating my circle 
of interests in some foreign town or colonial centre or even in a country town in 
England. India I couldn’t stand. London is not merely a home to me, it is a 
world, and it happens to be just the world that suits me and that I am suited to. 
The German occupation, or whatever one likes to call it, is a calamity, but it’s 
not like a molten deluge from Vesuvius that need send us all scuttling away from 
another Pompeii. Of course,” she added, “there are things that jar horribly on 
one, even when one has got more or less accustomed to them, but one must just 
learn to be philosophical and bear them.” 

“Supposing they are not bearable?” said Yeovil; “during the few days that 
I’ve been in the land I’ve seen things that I cannot imagine will ever be 
bearable.” 

“That is because they’re new to you,” said Cicely. 

“T don’t wish that they should ever come to seem bearable,” retorted Yeovil. 
“T’ve been bred and reared as a unit of a ruling race; I don’t want to find myself 


settling down resignedly as a member of an enslaved one.” 

“There’s no need to make things out worse than they are,” protested Cicely. 
“We’ve had a military disaster on a big scale, and there’s been a great political 
dislocation in consequence. But there’s no reason why everything shouldn’t 
right itself in time, as it has done after other similar disasters in the history of 
nations. We are not scattered to the winds or wiped off the face of the earth, we 
are still an important racial unit.” 

“A racial unit in a foreign Empire,” commented Yeovil. 

“We may arrive at the position of being the dominant factor in that Empire,” 
said Cicely, “impressing our national characteristics on it, and perhaps dictating 
its dynastic future and the whole trend of its policy. Such things have happened 
in history. Or we may become strong enough to throw off the foreign 
connection at a moment when it can be done effectually and advantageously. 
But meanwhile it is necessary to preserve our industrial life and our social life, 
and for that reason we must accommodate ourselves to present circumstances, 
however distasteful they may be. Emigration to some colonial wilderness, or 
holding ourselves rigidly aloof from the life of the capital, won’t help matters. 
Really, Murrey, if you will think things over a bit, you will see that the course I 
am following is the one dictated by sane patriotism.” 

“Whom the gods wish to render harmless they first afflict with sanity,” said 
Yeovil bitterly. “You may be content to wait for a hundred years or so, for this 
national revival to creep and crawl us back into a semblance of independence 
and world-importance. I’m afraid I haven’t the patience or the philosophy to sit 
down comfortably and wait for a change of fortune that won’t come in my time 
— if it comes at all.” 

Cicely changed the drift of the conversation; she had only introduced the 
argument for the purpose of defining her point of view and accustoming Yeovil 
to it, as one leads a nervous horse up to an unfamiliar barrier that he is required 
eventually to jump. 

“In any case,” she said, “from the immediately practical standpoint England is 
the best place for you till you have shaken off all traces of that fever. Pass the 
time away somehow till the hunting begins, and then go down to the East 
Wessex country; they are looking out for a new master after this season, and if 
you were strong enough you might take it on for a while. You could go to 
Norway for fishing in the summer and hunt the East Wessex in the winter. PI 
come down and do a bit of hunting too, and we’ll have house-parties, and get a 
little golf in between whiles. It will be like old times.” 

Yeovil looked at his wife and laughed. 


“Who was that old fellow who used to hunt his hounds regularly through the 
fiercest times of the great Civil War? ‘There is a picture of him, by Caton 
Woodville, I think, leading his pack between King Charles’s army and the 
Parliament forces just as some battle was going to begin. I have often thought 
that the King must have disliked him rather more than he disliked the men who 
were in arms against him; they at least cared, one way or the other. I fancy that 
old chap would have a great many imitators nowadays, though, when it came to 
be a question of sport against soldiering. I don’t know whether anyone has said 
it, but one might almost assert that the German victory was won on the golf-links 
of Britain.” 

“I don’t see why you should saddle one particular form of sport with a special 
responsibility,” protested Cicely. 

“Of course not,” said Yeovil, “except that it absorbed perhaps more of the 
energy and attention of the leisured class than other sports did, and in this 
country the leisured class was the only bulwark we had against official 
indifference. The working classes had a big share of the apathy, and, indirectly, 
a greater share of the responsibility, because the voting power was in their 
hands. They had not the leisure, however, to sit down and think clearly what the 
danger was; their own industrial warfare was more real to them than anything 
that was threatening from the nation that they only knew from samples of 
German clerks and German waiters.” 

“In any case,” said Cicely, “as regards the hunting, there is no Civil War or 
national war raging just now, and there is no immediate likelihood of one. A 
good many hunting seasons will have to come and go before we can think of a 
war of independence as even a distant possibility, and in the meantime hunting 
and horse-breeding and country sports generally are the things most likely to 
keep Englishmen together on the land. That is why so many men who hate the 
German occupation are trying to keep field sports alive, and in the right hands. 
However, I won’t go on arguing. You and I always think things out for 
ourselves and decide for ourselves, which is much the best way in the long run.” 

Cicely slipped away to her writing-room to make final arrangements over the 
telephone for the all-important supper-party, leaving Yeovil to turn over in his 
mind the suggestion that she had thrown out. It was an obvious lure, a lure to 
draw him away from the fret and fury that possessed him so inconveniently, but 
its obvious nature did not detract from its effectiveness. Yeovil had pleasant 
recollections of the East Wessex, a cheery little hunt that afforded good sport in 
an unpretentious manner, a joyous thread of life running through a rather sleepy 
countryside, like a merry brook careering through a placid valley. For a man 
coming slowly and yet eagerly back to the activities of life from the weariness of 


a long fever, the prospect of a leisurely season with the East Wessex was 
singularly attractive, and side by side with its attractiveness there was a tempting 
argument in favour of yielding to its attractions. Among the small squires and 
yeoman farmers, doctors, country tradesmen, auctioneers and so forth who 
would gather at the covert-side and at the hunt breakfasts, there might be a local 
nucleus of revolt against the enslavement of the land, a discouraged and 
leaderless band waiting for some one to mould their resistance into effective 
shape and keep their loyalty to the old dynasty and the old national cause 
steadily burning. Yeovil could see himself taking up that position, stimulating 
the spirit of hostility to the fait accompli, organising stubborn opposition to 
every Germanising influence that was brought into play, schooling the youth of 
the countryside to look steadily Delhiward. That was the bait that Yeovil threw 
out to his conscience, while slowly considering the other bait that was appealing 
so strongly to his senses. The dry warm scent of the stable, the nip of the 
morning air, the pleasant squelch-squelch of the saddle leather, the moist earthy 
fragrance of the autumn woods and wet fallows, the cold white mists of winter 
days, the whimper of hounds and the hot restless pushing of the pack through 
ditch and hedgerow and undergrowth, the birds that flew up and clucked and 
chattered as you passed, the hearty greeting and pleasant gossip in farmhouse 
kitchens and market-day bar-parlours — all these remembered delights of the 
chase marshalled themselves in the brain, and made a cumulative appeal that 
came with special intensity to a man who was a little tired of his wanderings, 
more than a little drawn away from the jarring centres of life. The hot London 
sunshine baking the soot-grimed walls and the ugly incessant hoot and grunt of 
the motor traffic gave an added charm to the vision of hill and hollow and copse 
that flickered in Yeovil’s mind. Slowly, with a sensuous lingering over detail, 
his imagination carried him down to a small, sleepy, yet withal pleasantly 
bustling market town, and placed him unerringly in a wide straw-littered yard, 
half-full of men and quarter-full of horses, with a bob-tailed sheep-dog or two 
trying not to get in everybody’s way, but insisting on being in the thick of 
things. The horses gradually detached themselves from the crowd of 
unimportant men and came one by one into momentary prominence, to be 
discussed and appraised for their good points and bad points, and finally to be 
bid for. And always there was one horse that detached itself conspicuously from 
the rest, the ideal hunter, or at any rate, Yeovil’s ideal of the ideal hunter. 
Mentally it was put through its paces before him, its pedigree and brief history 
recounted to him; mentally he saw a stable lad put it over a jump or two, with 
credit to all concerned, and inevitably he saw himself outbidding less discerning 
rivals and securing the desired piece of horseflesh, to be the chief glory and 


mainstay of his hunting stable, to carry him well and truly and cleverly through 
many a joyous long-to-be-remembered run. That scene had been one of the 
recurring half-waking dreams of his long days of weakness in the far-away 
Finnish nursing-home, a dream sometimes of tantalising mockery, sometimes of 
pleasure in the foretaste of a joy to come. And now it need scarcely be a dream 
any longer, he had only to go down at the right moment and take an actual part 
in his oft-rehearsed vision. Everything would be there, exactly as his 
imagination had placed it, even down to the bob-tailed sheep-dogs; the horse of 
his imagining would be there waiting for him, or if not absolutely the ideal 
animal, something very like it. He might even go beyond the limits of his dream 
and pick up a couple of desirable animals — there would probably be fewer 
purchasers for good class hunters in these days than of yore. And with the 
coming of this reflection his dream faded suddenly and his mind came back with 
a throb of pain to the things he had for the moment forgotten, the weary, hateful 
things that were symbolised for him by the standard that floated yellow and 
black over the frontage of Buckingham Palace. 

Yeovil wandered down to his snuggery, a mood of listless dejection 
possessing him. He fidgetted aimlessly with one or two books and papers, filled 
a pipe, and half filled a waste-paper basket with torn circulars and accumulated 
writing-table litter. Then he lit the pipe and settled down in his most 
comfortable armchair with an old note-book in his hand. It was a sort of 
disjointed diary, running fitfully through the winter months of some past years, 
and recording noteworthy days with the East Wessex. 

And over the telephone Cicely talked and arranged and consulted with men 
and women to whom the joys of a good gallop or the love of a stricken 
fatherland were as letters in an unknown alphabet. 


CHAPTER VIII: THE FIRST-NIGHT 


Huge posters outside the Caravansery Theatre of Varieties announced the first 
performance of the uniquely interesting Suggestion Dances, interpreted by the 
Hon. Gorla Mustelford. An impressionist portrait of a rather severe-looking 
young woman gave the public some idea of what the danseuse might be like in 
appearance, and the further information was added that her performance was the 
greatest dramatic event of the season. Yet another piece of information was 
conveyed to the public a few minutes after the doors had opened, in the shape of 
large notices bearing the brief announcement, “house full.” For the first-night 
function most of the seats had been reserved for specially-invited guests or else 
bespoken by those who considered it due to their own importance to be visible 
on such an occasion. 

Even at the commencement of the ordinary programme of the evening (Gorla 
was not due to appear till late in the list) the theatre was crowded with a throng 
of chattering, expectant human beings; it seemed as though every one had come 
early to see every one else arrive. As a matter of fact it was the rumour-heralded 
arrival of one personage in particular that had drawn people early to their seats 
and given a double edge to the expectancy of the moment. 

At first sight and first hearing the bulk of the audience seemed to comprise 
representatives of the chief European races in well-distributed proportions, but if 
one gave it closer consideration it could be seen that the distribution was 
geographically rather than ethnographically diversified. Men and women there 
were from Paris, Munich, Rome, Moscow and Vienna, from Sweden and 
Holland and divers other cities and countries, but in the majority of cases the 
Jordan Valley had supplied their forefathers with a common cradle-ground. The 
lack of a fire burning on a national altar seemed to have drawn them by universal 
impulse to the congenial flare of the footlights, whether as artists, producers, 
impresarios, critics, agents, go-betweens, or merely as highly intelligent and 
fearsomely well-informed spectators. They were prominent in the chief seats, 
they were represented, more sparsely but still in fair numbers, in the cheaper 
places, and everywhere they were voluble, emphatic, sanguine or sceptical, 
prodigal of word and gesture, with eyes that seemed to miss nothing and 
acknowledge nothing, and a general restless dread of not being seen and 
noticed. Of the theatre-going London public there was also a fair muster, more 
particularly centred in the less expensive parts of the house, while in boxes, 
stalls and circles a sprinkling of military uniforms gave an unfamiliar tone to the 


scene in the eyes of those who had not previously witnessed a first-night 
performance under the new conditions. 

Yeovil, while standing aloof from his wife’s participation in this social event, 
had made private arrangements for being a personal spectator of the scene; as 
one of the ticket-buying public he had secured a seat in the back row of a low- 
priced gallery, whence he might watch, observant and unobserved, the much 
talked-of début of Gorla Mustelford, and the writing of a new chapter in the 
history of the fait accompli. Around him he noticed an incessant undercurrent of 
jangling laughter, an unending give-and-take of meaningless mirthless jest and 
catchword. He had noticed the same thing in streets and public places since his 
arrival in London, a noisy, empty interchange of chaff and laughter that he had 
been at a loss to account for. The Londoner is not well adapted for the 
irresponsible noisiness of jesting tongue that bubbles up naturally in a Southern 
race, and the effort to be volatile was the more noticeable because it so 
obviously was an effort. Turning over the pages of a book that told the story of 
Bulgarian social life in the days of Turkish rule, Yeovil had that morning come 
across a passage that seemed to throw some light on the thing that had puzzled 
him: 

“Bondage has this one advantage: it makes a nation merry. Where far- 
reaching ambition has no scope for its development the community squanders its 
energy on the trivial and personal cares of its daily life, and seeks relief and 
recreation in simple and easily obtained material enjoyment.” The writer was a 
man who had known bondage, so he spoke at any rate with authority. Of the 
London of the moment it could not, however, be said with any truth that it was 
merry, but merely that its inhabitants made desperate endeavour not to appear 
crushed under their catastrophe. Surrounded as he was now with a babble of 
tongues and shrill mechanical repartee, Yeovil’s mind went back to the book and 
its account of a theatre audience in the Turkish days of Bulgaria, with its light 
and laughing crowd of critics and spectators. Bulgaria! The thought of that 
determined little nation came to him with a sharp sense of irony. There was a 
people who had not thought it beneath the dignity of their manhood to learn the 
trade and discipline of arms. They had their reward; torn and exhausted and 
debt-encumbered from their campaigns, they were masters in their own house, 
the Bulgarian flag flew over the Bulgarian mountains. And Yeovil stole a glance 
at the crown of Charlemagne set over the Royal box. 

In a capacious box immediately opposite the one set aside for royalty the 
Lady Shalem sat in well-considered prominence, confident that every press critic 
and reporter would note her presence, and that one or two of them would 
describe, or misdescribe, her toilet. Already quite a considerable section of the 


audience knew her by name, and the frequency with which she graciously 
nodded towards various quarters of the house suggested the presence of a great 
many personal acquaintances. She had attained to that desirable feminine 
altitude of purse and position when people who go about everywhere know you 
well by sight and have never met your dress before. 

Lady Shalem was a woman of commanding presence, of that type which 
suggests a consciousness that the command may not necessarily be obeyed; she 
had observant eyes and a well-managed voice. Her successes in life had been 
worked for, but they were also to some considerable extent the result of 
accident. Her public history went back to the time when, in the person of her 
husband, Mr. Conrad Dort, she had contested two hopeless and very expensive 
Parliamentary elections on behalf of her party; on each occasion the declaration 
of the poll had shown a heavy though reduced majority on the wrong side, but 
she might have perpetrated an apt misquotation of the French monarch’s 
traditional message after the defeat of Pavia, and assured the world “all is lost 
save honours.” The forthcoming Honours List had duly proclaimed the fact that 
Conrad Dort, Esquire, had entered Parliament by another door as Baron Shalem, 
of Wireskiln, in the county of Suffolk. Success had crowned the lady’s efforts as 
far as the achievement of the title went, but her social ambitions seemed unlikely 
to make further headway. The new Baron and his wife, their title and money 
notwithstanding, did not “go down” in their particular segment of county 
society, and in London there were other titles and incomes to compete with. 
People were willing to worship the Golden Calf, but allowed themselves a 
choice of altars. No one could justly say that the Shalems were either 
oppressively vulgar or insufferably bumptious; probably the chief reason for 
their lack of popularity was their intense and obvious desire to be popular. They 
kept open house in such an insistently open manner that they created a social 
draught. The people who accepted their invitations for the second or third time 
were not the sort of people whose names gave importance to a dinner party or a 
house gathering. Failure, in a thinly-disguised form, attended the assiduous 
efforts of the Shalems to play a leading rôle in the world that they had climbed 
into. The Baron began to observe to his acquaintances that “gadding about” and 
entertaining on a big scale was not much in his line; a quiet after-dinner pipe and 
talk with some brother legislator was his ideal way of spending an evening. 

Then came the great catastrophe, involving the old order of society in the 
national overthrow. Lady Shalem, after a decent interval of patriotic mourning, 
began to look around her and take stock of her chances and opportunities under 
the new régime. It was easier to achieve distinction as a titled oasis in the social 
desert that London had become than it had been to obtain recognition as a new 


growth in a rather overcrowded field. The observant eyes and agile brain 
quickly noted this circumstance, and her ladyship set to work to adapt herself to 
the altered conditions that governed her world. Lord Shalem was one of the few 
Peers who kissed the hand of the new Sovereign, his wife was one of the few 
hostesses who attempted to throw a semblance of gaiety and lavish elegance 
over the travesty of a London season following the year of disaster. The world 
of tradesmen and purveyors and caterers, and the thousands who were dependent 
on them for employment, privately blessed the example set by Shalem House, 
whatever their feelings might be towards the fait accompli, and the august 
newcomer who had added an old Saxon kingdom and some of its accretions to 
the Teutonic realm of Charlemagne was duly beholden to an acquired subject 
who was willing to forget the bitterness of defeat and to help others to forget it 
also. Among other acts of Imperial recognition an earldom was being held in 
readiness for the Baron who had known how to accept accomplished facts with a 
good grace. One of the wits of the Cockatrice Club had asserted that the new 
earl would take as supporters for his coat of arms a lion and a unicorn oublié. 

In the box with Lady Shalem was the Gräfin von Tolb, a well-dressed woman 
of some fifty-six years, comfortable and placid in appearance, yet alert withal, 
rather suggesting a thoroughly wide-awake dormouse. Rich, amiable and 
intelligent were the adjectives which would best have described her character 
and her life-story. In her own rather difficult social circle at Paderborn she had 
earned for herself the reputation of being one of the most tactful and discerning 
hostesses in Germany, and it was generally suspected that she had come over 
and taken up her residence in London in response to a wish expressed in high 
quarters; the lavish hospitality which she dispensed at her house in Berkeley 
Square was a considerable reinforcement to the stricken social life of the 
metropolis. 

In a neighbouring box Cicely Yeovil presided over a large and lively party, 
which of course included Ronnie Storre, who was for once in a way in a 
chattering mood, and also included an American dowager, who had never been 
known to be in anything else. A tone of literary distinction was imparted to the 
group by the presence of Augusta Smith, better known under her pen-name of 
Rhapsodic Pantril, author of a play that had had a limited but well-advertised 
success in Sheffield and the United States of America, author also of a book of 
reminiscences, entitled “Things I Cannot Forget.” She had beautiful eyes, a 
knowledge of how to dress, and a pleasant disposition, cankered just a little by a 
perpetual dread of the non-recognition of her genius. As the woman, Augusta 
Smith, she probably would have been unreservedly happy; as the super-woman, 
Rhapsodic Pantril, she lived within the border-line of discontent. Her most 


ordinary remarks were framed with the view of arresting attention; some one 
once said of her that she ordered a sack of potatoes with the air of one who is 
making enquiry for a love-philtre. 

“Do you see what colour the curtain is?” she asked Cicely, throwing a note of 
intense meaning into her question. 

Cicely turned quickly and looked at the drop-curtain. 

“Rather a nice blue,” she said. 

“Alexandrine blue — my colour — the colour of hope,” said Rhapsodie 
impressively. 

“Tt goes well with the general colour-scheme,” said Cicely, feeling that she 
was hardly rising to the occasion. 

“Say, is it really true that His Majesty is coming?” asked the lively American 
dowager. “I’ve put on my nooest frock and my best diamonds on purpose, and I 
shall be mortified to death if he doesn’t see them.” 

“There!” pouted Ronnie, “I felt certain you’d put them on for me.” 

“Why no, I should have put on rubies and orange opals for you. People with 
our colour of hair always like barbaric display—” 

“They don’t,” said Ronnie, “they have chaste cold tastes. You are absolutely 
mistaken.” 

“Well, I think I ought to know!” protested the dowager; “I’ve lived longer in 
the world than you have, anyway.” 

“Yes,” said Ronnie with devastating truthfulness, “but my hair has been this 
colour longer than yours has.” 

Peace was restored by the opportune arrival of a middle-aged man of blond 
North-German type, with an expression of brutality on his rather stupid face, 
who sat in the front of the box for a few minutes on a visit of ceremony to 
Cicely. His appearance caused a slight buzz of recognition among the audience, 
and if Yeovil had cared to make enquiry of his neighbours he might have learned 
that this decorated and obviously important personage was the redoubtable von 
Kwarl, artificer and shaper of much of the statecraft for which other men got the 
public credit. 

The orchestra played a selection from the “Gondola Girl,” which was the 
leading musical-comedy of the moment. Most of the audience, those in the more 
expensive seats at any rate, heard the same airs two or three times daily, at 
restaurant lunches, teas, dinners and suppers, and occasionally in the Park; they 
were justified therefore in treating the music as a background to slightly louder 
conversation than they had hitherto indulged in. The music came to an end, 
episode number two in the evening’s entertainment was signalled, the curtain of 
Alexandrine blue rolled heavily upward, and a troupe of performing wolves was 


presented to the public. Yeovil had encountered wolves in North Africa deserts 
and in Siberian forest and wold, he had seen them at twilight stealing like dark 
shadows across the snow, and heard their long whimpering howl in the darkness 
amid the pines; he could well understand how a magic lore had grown up round 
them through the ages among the peoples of four continents, how their name had 
passed into a hundred strange sayings and inspired a hundred traditions. And 
now he saw them ride round the stage on tricycles, with grotesque ruffles round 
their necks and clown caps on their heads, their eyes blinking miserably in the 
blaze of the footlights. In response to the applause of the house a stout, 
atrociously smiling man in evening dress came forward and bowed; he had had 
nothing to do either with the capture or the training of the animals, having 
bought them ready for use from a continental emporium where wild beasts were 
prepared for the music-hall market, but he continued bowing and smiling till the 
curtain fell. 

Two American musicians with comic tendencies (denoted by the elaborate 
rags and tatters of their costumes) succeeded the wolves. Their musical 
performance was not without merit, but their comic “business” seemed to have 
been invented long ago by some man who had patented a monopoly of all music- 
hall humour and forthwith retired from the trade. Some day, Yeovil reflected, 
the rights of the monopoly might expire and new “business” become available 
for the knockabout profession. 

The audience brightened considerably when item number five of the 
programme was signalled. The orchestra struck up a rollicking measure and 
Tony Luton made his entrance amid a rousing storm of applause. He was 
dressed as an errand-boy of some West End shop, with a livery and box-tricycle, 
as spruce and decorative as the most ambitious errand-boy could see himself in 
his most ambitious dreams. His song was a lively and very audacious chronicle 
of life behind the scenes of a big retail establishment, and sparkled with allusions 
which might fitly have been described as suggestive — at any rate they appeared 
to suggest meanings to the audience quite as clearly as Gorla Mustelford’s 
dances were likely to do, even with the aid, in her case, of long explanations on 
the programmes. When the final verse seemed about to reach an unpardonable 
climax a stage policeman opportunely appeared and moved the lively songster 
on for obstructing the imaginary traffic of an imaginary Bond Street. The house 
received the new number with genial enthusiasm, and mingled its applause with 
demands for an earlier favourite. The orchestra struck up the familiar air, and in 
a few moments the smart errand-boy, transformed now into a smart jockey, was 
singing “They quaff the gay bubbly in Eccleston Square” to an audience that 
hummed and nodded its unstinted approval. 


The next number but one was the Gorla Mustelford début, and the house 
settled itself down to yawn and fidget and chatter for ten or twelve minutes while 
a troupe of talented Japanese jugglers performed some artistic and quite 
uninteresting marvels with fans and butterflies and lacquer boxes. The interval 
of waiting was not destined, however, to be without its interest; in its way it 
provided the one really important and dramatic moment of the evening. One or 
two uniforms and evening toilettes had already made their appearance in the 
Imperial box; now there was observable in that quarter a slight commotion, an 
unobtrusive reshuffling and reseating, and then every eye in the suddenly quiet 
semi-darkened house focussed itself on one figure. There was no public 
demonstration from the newly-loyal, it had been particularly wished that there 
should be none, but a ripple of whisper went through the vast audience from end 
to end. Majesty had arrived. The Japanese marvel-workers went through their 
display with even less attention than before. Lady Shalem, sitting well in the 
front of her box, lowered her observant eyes to her programme and her massive 
bangles. The evidence of her triumph did not need staring at. 


CHAPTER IX: AN EVENING “TO BE REMEMBERED” 


To the uninitiated or unappreciative the dancing of Gorla Mustelford did not 
seem widely different from much that had been exhibited aforetime by 
exponents of the posturing school. She was not naturally graceful of movement, 
she had not undergone years of arduous tutelage, she had not the instinct for 
sheer joyous energy of action that is stored in some natures; out of these 
unpromising negative qualities she had produced a style of dancing that might 
best be labelled a conscientious departure from accepted methods. The highly 
imaginative titles that she had bestowed on her dances, the “Life of a fern,” the 
“Soul-dream of a topaz,” and so forth, at least gave her audience and her critics 
something to talk about. In themselves they meant absolutely nothing, but they 
induced discussion, and that to Gorla meant a great deal. It was a season of 
dearth and emptiness in the footlights and box-office world, and her performance 
received a welcome that would scarcely have befallen it in a more crowded and 
prosperous day. Her success, indeed, had been waiting for her, ready-made, as 
far as the managerial profession was concerned, and nothing had been left 
undone in the way of advertisement to secure for it the appearance, at any rate, 
of popular favour. And loud above the interested applause of those who had 
personal or business motives for acclaiming a success swelled the exaggerated 
enthusiasm of the fairly numerous art-satellites who are unstinted in their praise 
of anything that they are certain they cannot understand. Whatever might be the 
subsequent verdict of the theatre-filling public the majority of the favoured first- 
night audience was determined to set the seal of its approval on the suggestion 
dances, and a steady roll of applause greeted the conclusion of each item. The 
dancer gravely bowed her thanks; in marked contradistinction to the gentleman 
who had “presented” the performing wolves she did not permit herself the luxury 
of a smile. 

“Tt teaches us a great deal,” said Rhapsodic Pantril vaguely, but impressively, 
after the Fern dance had been given and applauded. 

“At any rate we know now that a fern takes life very seriously,” broke in Joan 
Mardle, who had somehow wriggled herself into Cicely’s box. 

As Yeovil, from the back of his gallery, watched Gorla running and 
ricochetting about the stage, looking rather like a wagtail in energetic pursuit of 
invisible gnats and midges, he wondered how many of the middle-aged women 
who were eagerly applauding her would have taken the least notice of similar 
gymnastics on the part of their offspring in nursery or garden, beyond perhaps 
asking them not to make so much noise. And a bitterer tinge came to his 


thoughts as he saw the bouquets being handed up, thoughts of the brave old 
dowager down at Torywood, the woman who had worked and wrought so hard 
and so unsparingly in her day for the well-being of the State — the State that had 
fallen helpless into alien hands before her tired eyes. Her eldest son lived 
invalid-wise in the South of France, her second son lay fathoms deep in the 
North Sea, with the hulk of a broken battleship for a burial-vault; and now the 
grand-daughter was standing here in the limelight, bowing her thanks for the 
patronage and favour meted out to her by this cosmopolitan company, with its 
lavish sprinkling of the uniforms of an alien army. 

Prominent among the flowers at her feet was one large golden-petalled 
bouquet of gorgeous blooms, tied with a broad streamer of golden riband, the 
tribute rendered by Cesar to the things that were Cesar’s. The new chapter of 
the fait accompli had been written that night and written well. The audience 
poured slowly out with the triumphant music of Jancovius’s Kaiser Wilhelm 
march, played by the orchestra as a happy inspiration, pealing in its ears. 

“Tt has been a great evening, a most successful evening,” said Lady Shalem to 
Herr von Kwarl, whom she was conveying in her electric brougham to Cicely 
Yeovil’s supper party; “an important evening,” she added, choosing her 
adjectives with deliberation. “It should give pleasure in high quarters, should it 
not?” 

And she turned her observant eyes on the impassive face of her companion. 

“Gracious lady,” he replied with deliberation and meaning, “it has given 
pleasure. It is an evening to be remembered.” 

The gracious lady suppressed a sigh of satisfaction. Memory in high places 
was a thing fruitful and precious beyond computation. 

Cicely’s party at the Porphyry Restaurant had grown to imposing 
dimensions. Every one whom she had asked had come, and so had Joan 
Mardle. Lady Shalem had suggested several names at the last moment, and 
there was quite a strong infusion of the Teutonic military and official world. It 
was just as well, Cicely reflected, that the supper was being given at a restaurant 
and not in Berkshire Street. 

“Quite like ole times,” purred the beaming proprietor in Cicely’s ear, as the 
Staircase and cloak-rooms filled up with a jostling, laughing throng. 

The guests settled themselves at four tables, taking their places where chance 
or fancy led them, late comers having to fit in wherever they could find room. A 
babel of tongues in various languages reigned round the tables, amid which the 
rattle of knives and forks and plates and the popping of corks made a subdued 
hubbub. Gorla Mustelford, the motive for all this sound and movement, this 


chatter of guests and scurrying of waiters, sat motionless in the fatigued self- 
conscious silence of a great artist who has delivered a great message. 

“Do sit at Lady Peach’s table, like a dear boy,” Cicely begged of Tony Luton, 
who had come in late; “she and Gerald Drowly have got together, in spite of all 
my efforts, and they are both so dull. Try and liven things up a bit.” 

A loud barking sound, as of fur-seals calling across Arctic ice, came from 
another table, where Mrs. Mentieth-Mendlesohnn (one of the Mendlesohnns of 
Invergordon, as she was wont to describe herself) was proclaiming the glories 
and subtleties of Gorla’s achievement. 

“It was a revelation,” she shouted; “I sat there and saw a whole new scheme 
of thought unfold itself before my eyes. One could not define it, it was thought 
translated into action — the best art cannot be defined. One just sat there and 
knew that one was seeing something one had never seen before, and yet one felt 
that one had seen it, in one’s brain, all one’s life. That was what was so 
wonderful — yes, please,” she broke off sharply as a fat quail in aspic was 
presented to her by a questioning waiter. 

The voice of Mr. Mauleverer Morle came across the table, like another seal 
barking at a greater distance. 

“Rostand,” he observed with studied emphasis, “has been called le Prince de 
l’adjectif Inopiné; Miss Mustelford deserves to be described as the Queen of 
Unexpected Movement.” 

“Oh, I say, do you hear that?” exclaimed Mrs. Mentieth-Mendlesohnn to as 
wide an audience as she could achieve; “Rostand has been called — tell them 
what you said, Mr. Morle,” she broke off, suddenly mistrusting her ability to 
handle a French sentence at the top of her voice. 

Mr. Morle repeated his remark. 

“Pass it on to the next table,” commanded Mrs. Mentieth-Mendlesohnn. “It’s 
too good to be lost.” 

At the next table however, a grave impressive voice was dwelling at length on 
a topic remote from the event of the evening. Lady Peach considered that all 
social gatherings, of whatever nature, were intended for the recital of minor 
domestic tragedies. She lost no time in regaling the company around her with 
the detailed history of an interrupted week-end in a Norfolk cottage. 

“The most charming and delightful old-world spot that you could imagine, 
clean and quite comfortable, just a nice distance from the sea and within an easy 
walk of the Broads. The very place for the children. We’d brought everything 
for a four days’ stay and meant to have a really delightful time. And then on 
Sunday morning we found that some one had left the springhead, where our only 
supply of drinking water came from, uncovered, and a dead bird was floating in 


it; it had fallen in somehow and got drowned. Of course we couldn’t use the 
water that a dead body had been floating in, and there was no other supply for 
miles round, so we had to come away then and there. Now what do you say to 
that?” 

“< Ah, that a linnet should die in the Spring,’” quoted Tony Luton with intense 
feeling. 

There was an immediate outburst of hilarity where Lady Peach had 
confidently looked for expressions of concern and sympathy. 

“Isn’t Tony just perfectly cute? Isn’t he?” exclaimed a young American 
woman, with an enthusiasm to which Lady Peach entirely failed to respond. She 
had intended following up her story with the account of another tragedy of a 
similar nature that had befallen her three years ago in Argyllshire, and now the 
opportunity had gone. She turned morosely to the consolations of a tongue 
salad. 

At the centre table the excellent von Tolb led a chorus of congratulation and 
compliment, to which Gorla listened with an air of polite detachment, much as 
the Sheikh Ul Islam might receive the homage of a Wesleyan Conference. To a 
close observer it would have seemed probable that her attitude of fatigued 
indifference to the flattering remarks that were showered on her had been as 
carefully studied and rehearsed as any of her postures on the stage. 

“Tt is something that one will appreciate more and more fully every time one 


sees it... One cannot see it too often . . . I could have sat and watched it for 
hours ... Do you know, I am just looking forward to to-morrow evening, when I 
can see it again... . I knew it was going to be good, but I had no idea—” so 


chimed the chorus, between mouthfuls of quail and bites of asparagus. 

“Weren’t the performing wolves wonderful?” exclaimed Joan in her fresh 
joyous voice, that rang round the room like laughter of the woodpecker. 

If there is one thing that disturbs the complacency of a great artist of the Halls 
it is the consciousness of sharing his or her triumphs with performing birds and 
animals, but of course Joan was not to be expected to know that. She pursued 
her subject with the assurance of one who has hit on a particularly acceptable 
topic. 

“Tt must have taken them years of training and concentration to master those 
tricycles,” she continued in high-pitched soliloquy. “The nice thing about them 
is that they don’t realise a bit how clever and educational they are. It would be 
dreadful to have them putting on airs, wouldn’t it? And yet I suppose the 
knowledge of being able to jump through a hoop better than any other wolf 
would justify a certain amount of ‘side.’” 


Fortunately at this moment a young Italian journalist at another table rose 
from his seat and delivered a two-minute oration in praise of the heroine of the 
evening. He spoke in rapid nervous French, with a North Italian accent, but 
much of what he said could be understood by the majority of those present, and 
the applause was unanimous. At any rate he had been brief and it was 
permissible to suppose that he had been witty. 

It was the opening for which Mr. Gerald Drowly had been watching and 
waiting. The moment that the Italian enthusiast had dropped back into his seat 
amid a rattle of hand-clapping and rapping of forks and knives on the tables, 
Drowly sprang to his feet, pushed his chair well away, as for a long separation, 
and begged to endorse what had been so very aptly and gracefully, and, might he 
add, truly said by the previous speaker. This was only the prelude to the real 
burden of his message; with the dexterity that comes of practice he managed, in 
a couple of hurried sentences, to divert the course of his remarks to his own 
personality and career, and to inform his listeners that he was an actor of some 
note and experience, and had had the honour of acting under — and here 
followed a string of names of eminent actor managers of the day. He thought he 
might be pardoned for mentioning the fact that his performance of “Peterkin” in 
the “Broken Nutshell,” had won the unstinted approval of the dramatic critics of 
the Provincial press. Towards the end of what was a long speech, and which 
seemed even longer to its hearers, he reverted to the subject of Gorla’s dancing 
and bestowed on it such laudatory remarks as he had left over. Drawing his 
chair once again into his immediate neighbourhood he sat down, aglow with the 
satisfied consciousness of a good work worthily performed. 

“T once acted a small part in some theatricals got up for a charity,” announced 
Joan in a ringing, confidential voice; “the Clapham Courier said that all the 
minor parts were very creditably sustained. Those were its very words. I felt I 
must tell you that, and also say how much I enjoyed Miss Mustelford’s 
dancing.” 

Tony Luton cheered wildly. 

“That’s the cleverest speech so far,” he proclaimed. He had been asked to 
liven things up at his table and was doing his best to achieve that result, but Mr. 
Gerald Drowly joined Lady Peach in the unfavourable opinion she had formed 
of that irrepressible youth. 

Ronnie, on whom Cicely kept a solicitous eye, showed no sign of any 
intention of falling in love with Gorla. He was more profitably engaged in 
paying court to the Gräfin von Tolb, whose hospitable mansion in Belgrave 
Square invested her with a special interest in his eyes. As a professional Prince 
Charming he had every inducement to encourage the cult of Fairy Godmother. 


“Yes, yes, agreed, I will come and hear you play, that is a promise,” said the 
Gräfin, “and you must come and dine with me one night and play to me 
afterwards, that is a promise, also, yes? That is very nice of you, to come and 
see a tiresome old woman. I am passionately fond of music; if I were honest I 
would tell you also that I am very fond of good-looking boys, but this is not the 
age of honesty, so I must leave you to guess that. Come on Thursday in next 
week, you can? ‘That is nice. I have a reigning Prince dining with me that 
night. Poor man, he wants cheering up; the art of being a reigning Prince is not a 
very pleasing one nowadays. He has made it a boast all his life that he is Liberal 
and his subjects Conservative; now that is all changed — no, not all; he is still 
Liberal, but his subjects unfortunately are become Socialists. You must play 
your best for him.” 

“Are there many Socialists over there, in Germany I mean?” asked Ronnie, 
who was rather out of his depth where politics were concerned. 

“Ueberall,” said the Gräfin with emphasis; “everywhere, I don’t know what it 
comes from; better education and worse digestions I suppose. I am sure 
digestion has a good deal to do with it. In my husband’s family for example, his 
generation had excellent digestions, and there wasn’t a case of Socialism or 
suicide among them; the younger generation have no digestions worth speaking 
of, and there have been two suicides and three Socialists within the last six 
years. And now I must really be going. I am not a Berliner and late hours don’t 
suit my way of life.” 

Ronnie bent low over the Gräfin’s hand and kissed it, partly because she was 
the kind of woman who naturally invoked such homage, but chiefly because he 
knew that the gesture showed off his smooth burnished head to advantage. 

The observant eyes of Lady Shalem had noted the animated conversation 
between the Gräfin and Ronnie, and she had overheard fragments of the 
invitation that had been accorded to the latter. 

“Take us the little foxes, the little foxes that spoil the vines,” she quoted to 
herself; “not that that music-boy would do much in the destructive line, but the 
principle is good.” 


CHAPTER X: SOME REFLECTIONS AND A “TE DEUM” 


Cicely awoke, on the morning after the “memorable evening,” with the 
satisfactory feeling of victory achieved, tempered by a troubled sense of having 
achieved it in the face of a reasonably grounded opposition. She had burned her 
boats, and was glad of it, but the reek of their burning drifted rather unpleasantly 
across the jubilant incense-swinging of her Te Deum service. 

Last night had marked an immense step forward in her social career; without 
running after the patronage of influential personages she had seen it quietly and 
tactfully put at her service. People such as the Gräfin von Tolb were going to be 
a power in the London world for a very long time to come. Herr von Kwarl, 
with all his useful qualities of brain and temperament, might conceivably fall out 
of favour in some unexpected turn of the political wheel, and the Shalems would 
probably have their little day and then a long afternoon of diminishing social 
importance; the placid dormouse-like Gräfin would outlast them all. She had the 
qualities which make either for contented mediocrity or else for very durable 
success, according as circumstances may dictate. She was one of those 
characters that can neither thrust themselves to the front, nor have any wish to do 
so, but being there, no ordinary power can thrust them away. 

With the Gräfin as her friend Cicely found herself in altogether a different 
position from that involved by the mere interested patronage of Lady Shalem. A 
vista of social success was opened up to her, and she did not mean it to be just 
the ordinary success of a popular and influential hostess moving in an important 
circle. That people with naturally bad manners should have to be polite and 
considerate in their dealings with her, that people who usually held themselves 
aloof should have to be gracious and amiable, that the self-assured should have 
to be just a little humble and anxious where she was concerned, these things of 
course she intended to happen; she was a woman. But, she told herself, she 
intended a great deal more than that when she traced the pattern for her scheme 
of social influence. In her heart she detested the German occupation as a hateful 
necessity, but while her heart registered the hatefulness the brain recognised the 
necessity. The great fighting-machines that the Germans had built up and 
maintained, on land, on sea, and in air, were three solid crushing facts that 
demonstrated the hopelessness of any immediate thought of revolt. Twenty 
years hence, when the present generation was older and greyer, the chances of 
armed revolt would probably be equally hopeless, equally remote-seeming. But 
in the meantime something could have been effected in another way. The 
conquerors might partially Germanise London, but, on the other hand, if the 


thing were skilfully managed, the British element within the Empire might 
impress the mark of its influence on everything German. The fighting men 
might remain Prussian or Bavarian, but the thinking men, and eventually the 
ruling men, could gradually come under British influence, or even be of British 
blood. An English Liberal-Conservative “Centre” might stand as a bulwark 
against the Junkerdom and Socialism of Continental Germany. So Cicely 
reasoned with herself, in a fashion induced perhaps by an earlier apprenticeship 
to the reading of Nineteenth Century articles, in which the possible political and 
racial developments of various countries were examined and discussed and put 
away in the pigeon-holes of probable happenings. She had sufficient knowledge 
of political history to know that such a development might possibly come to 
pass, she had not sufficient insight into actual conditions to know that the 
possibility was as remote as that of armed resistance. And the role which she 
saw herself playing was that of a deft and courtly political intriguer, rallying the 
British element and making herself agreeable to the German element, a political 
inspiration to the one and a social distraction to the other. At the back of her 
mind there lurked an honest confession that she was probably over-rating her 
powers of statecraft and personality, that she was more likely to be carried along 
by the current of events than to control or divert its direction; the political day- 
dream remained, however, as day-dreams will, in spite of the clear light of 
probability shining through them. At any rate she knew, as usual, what she 
wanted to do, and as usual she had taken steps to carry out her intentions. Last 
night remained in her mind a night of important victory. There also remained 
the anxious proceeding of finding out if the victory had entailed any serious 
losses. 

Cicely was not one of those ill-regulated people who treat the first meal of the 
day as a convenient occasion for serving up any differences or contentions that 
have been left over from the day before or overlooked in the press of other 
matters. She enjoyed her breakfast and gave Yeovil unhindered opportunity for 
enjoying his; a discussion as to the right cooking of a dish that he had first tasted 
among the Orenburg Tartars was the prevailing topic on this particular morning, 
and blended well with trout and toast and coffee. In a cosy nook of the smoking- 
room, in participation of the after-breakfast cigarettes, Cicely made her dash into 
debatable ground. 

“You haven’t asked me how my supper-party went off,” she said. 

“There is a notice of it in two of the morning papers, with a list of those 
present,” said Yeovil; “the conquering race seems to have been very well 
represented.” 


“Several races were represented,” said Cicely; “a function of that sort, 
celebrating a dramatic first-night, was bound to be cosmopolitan. In fact, 
blending of races and nationalities is the tendency of the age we live in.” 

“The blending of races seems to have been consummated already in one of 
the individuals at your party,” said Yeovil drily; “the name Mentieth- 
Mendlesohnn struck me as a particularly happy obliteration of racial landmarks.” 

Cicely laughed. 

“A noisy and very wearisome sort of woman,” she commented; “she reminds 
one of garlic that’s been planted by mistake in a conservatory. Still, she’s useful 
as an advertising agent to any one who rubs her the right way. She’ll be 
invaluable in proclaiming the merits of Gorla’s performance to all and sundry; 
that’s why I invited her. She’ll probably lunch to-day at the Hotel Cecil, and 
every one sitting within a hundred yards of her table will hear what an emotional 
education they can get by going to see Gorla dance at the Caravansery.” 

“She seems to be like the Salvation Army,” said Yeovil; “her noise reaches a 
class of people who wouldn’t trouble to read press notices.” 

“Exactly,” said Cicely. “Gorla gets quite good notices on the whole, doesn’t 
she?” 

“The one that took my fancy most was the one in the Standard,” said Yeovil, 
picking up that paper from a table by his side and searching its columns for the 
notice in question. “‘The wolves which appeared earlier in the evening’s 
entertainment are, the programme assures us, trained entirely by kindness. It 
would have been a further kindness, at any rate to the audience, if some of the 
training, which the wolves doubtless do not appreciate at its proper value, had 
been expended on Miss Mustelford’s efforts at stage dancing. We are assured, 
again on the authority of the programme, that the much-talked-of Suggestion 
Dances are the last word in Posture dancing. The last word belongs by 
immemorial right to the sex which Miss Mustelford adorns, and it would be 
ungallant to seek to deprive her of her privilege. As far as the educational aspect 
of her performance is concerned we must admit that the life of the fern remains 
to us a private life still. Miss Mustelford has abandoned her own private life in 
an unavailing attempt to draw the fern into the gaze of publicity. And so it was 
with her other suggestions. They suggested many things, but nothing that was 
announced on the programme. Chiefly they suggested one outstanding 
reflection, that stage-dancing is not like those advertised breakfast foods that can 
be served up after three minutes’ preparation. Half a life-time, or rather half a 
youth-time is a much more satisfactory allowance.’” 

“The Standard is prejudiced,” said Cicely; “some of the other papers are quite 
enthusiastic. The Dawn gives her a column and a quarter of notice, nearly all of 


it complimentary. It says the report of her fame as a dancer went before her, but 
that her performance last night caught it up and outstripped it.” 

“T should not like to suggest that the Dawn is prejudiced,” said Yeovil, “but 
Shalem is a managing director on it, and one of its biggest shareholders. Gorla’s 
dancing is an event of the social season, and Shalem is one of those most 
interested in keeping up the appearance, at any rate, of a London social season. 
Besides, her début gave the opportunity for an Imperial visit to the theatre — the 
first appearance at a festive public function of the Conqueror among the 
conquered. Apparently the experiment passed off well; Shalem has every reason 
to feel pleased with himself and well-disposed towards Gorla. By the way,” 
added Yeovil, “talking of Gorla, I’m going down to Torywood one day next 
week.” 

“To Torywood?” exclaimed Cicely. The tone of her exclamation gave the 
impression that the announcement was not very acceptable to her. 

“T promised the old lady that I would go and have a talk with her when I came 
back from my Siberian trip; she travelled in eastern Russia, you know, long 
before the Trans-Siberian railway was built, and she’s enormously interested in 
those parts. In any case I should like to see her again.” 

“She does not see many people nowadays,” said Cicely; “I fancy she is 
breaking up rather. She was very fond of the son who went down, you know.” 

“She has seen a great many of the things she cared for go down,” said Yeovil; 
“it is a sad old life that is left to her, when one thinks of all that the past has been 
to her, of the part she used to play in the world, the work she used to get 
through. It used to seem as though she could never grow old, as if she would die 
standing up, with some unfinished command on her lips. And now I suppose her 
tragedy is that she has grown old, bitterly old, and cannot die.” 

Cicely was silent for a moment, and seemed about to leave the room. Then 
she turned back and said: 

“T don’t think I would say anything about Gorla to her if I were you.” 

“Tt would not have occurred to me to drag her name into our conversation,” 
said Yeovil coldly, “but in any case the accounts of her dancing performance 
will have reached Torywood through the newspapers — also the record of your 
racially-blended supper-party.” 

Cicely said nothing. She knew that by last night’s affair she had definitely 
identified herself in public opinion with the Shalem clique, and that many of her 
old friends would look on her with distrust and suspicion on that account. It was 
unfortunate, but she reckoned it a lesser evil than tearing herself away from her 
London life, its successes and pleasures and possibilities. These social 
dislocations and severing of friendships were to be looked for after any great and 


violent change in State affairs. It was Yeovil’s attitude that really troubled her; 
she would not give way to his prejudices and accept his point of view, but she 
knew that a victory that involved estrangement from him would only bring a 
mockery of happiness. She still hoped that he would come round to an 
acceptance of established facts and deaden his political malaise in the absorbing 
distraction of field sports. The visit to Torywood was a misfortune; it might just 
turn the balance in the undesired direction. Only a few weeks of late summer 
and early autumn remained before the hunting season, and its preparations would 
be at hand, and Yeovil might be caught in the meshes of an old enthusiasm; in 
those few weeks, however, he might be fired by another sort of enthusiasm, an 
enthusiasm which would sooner or later mean voluntary or enforced exile for his 
part, and the probable breaking up of her own social plans and ambitions. 

But Cicely knew something of the futility of improvising objections where no 
real obstacle exists. The visit to Torywood was a graceful attention on Yeovil’s 
part to an old friend; there was no decent ground on which it could be opposed. 
If the influence of that visit came athwart Yeovil’s life and hers with disastrous 
effect, that was “Kismet.” 

And once again the reek from her burned and smouldering boats mingled 
threateningly with the incense fumes of her Te Deum for victory. She left the 
room, and Yeovil turned once more to an item of news in the morning’s papers 
that had already arrested his attention. The Imperial Aufklärung on the subject 
of military service was to be made public in the course of the day. 


CHAPTER XI: THE TEA SHOP 


Yeovil wandered down Piccadilly that afternoon in a spirit of restlessness and 
expectancy. The long-awaited Aufkldrung dealing with the new law of military 
service had not yet appeared; at any moment he might meet the hoarse-throated 
newsboys running along with their papers, announcing the special edition which 
would give the terms of the edict to the public. Every sound or movement that 
detached itself with isolated significance from the general whirr and scurry of 
the streets seemed to Yeovil to herald the oncoming clamour and rush that he 
was looking for. But the long endless succession of motors and ‘buses and vans 
went by, hooting and grunting, and such newsboys as were to be seen hung 
about listlessly, bearing no more attractive bait on their posters than the 
announcement of an “earthquake shock in Hungary: feared loss of life.” 

The Green Park end of Piccadilly was a changed, and in some respects a 
livelier thoroughfare to that which Yeovil remembered with affectionate regret. 
A great political club had migrated from its palatial home to a shrunken 
habitation in a less prosperous quarter; its place was filled by the flamboyant 
frontage of the Hotel Konstantinopel. Gorgeous Turkey carpets were spread 
over the wide entrance steps, and boys in Circassian and Anatolian costumes 
hung around the doors, or dashed forth in un-Oriental haste to carry such 
messages as the telephone was unable to transmit. Picturesque sellers of Turkish 
delight, attar-of-roses, and brass-work coffee services, squatted under the 
portico, on terms of obvious good understanding with the hotel management. A 
few doors further down a service club that had long been a Piccadilly landmark 
was a landmark still, as the home of the Army Aeronaut Club, and there was a 
constant coming and going of gay-hued uniforms, Saxon, Prussian, Bavarian, 
Hessian, and so forth, through its portals. The mastering of the air and the 
creation of a scientific aerial war fleet, second to none in the world, was an 
achievement of which the conquering race was pardonably proud, and for which 
it had good reason to be duly thankful. Over the gateways was blazoned the 
badge of the club, an elephant, whale, and eagle, typifying the three armed 
forces of the State, by land and sea and air; the eagle bore in its beak a scroll 
with the proud legend: “The last am I, but not the least.” 

To the eastward of this gaily-humming hive the long shuttered front of a 
deserted ducal mansion struck a note of protest and mourning amid the noise and 
whirl and colour of a seemingly uncaring city. On the other side of the roadway, 
on the gravelled paths of the Green Park, small ragged children from the back 
streets of Westminster looked wistfully at the smooth trim stretches of grass on 


which it was now forbidden, in two languages, to set foot. Only the pigeons, 
disregarding the changes of political geography, walked about as usual, 
wondering perhaps, if they ever wondered at anything, at the sudden change in 
the distribution of park humans. 

Yeovil turned his steps out of the hot sunlight into the shade of the Burlington 
Arcade, familiarly known to many of its newer frequenters as the Passage. Here 
the change that new conditions and requirements had wrought was more 
immediately noticeable than anywhere else in the West End. Most of the shops 
on the western side had been cleared away, and in their place had been installed 
an “open-air” café, converting the long alley into a sort of promenade tea- 
garden, flanked on one side by a line of haberdashers’, perfumers’, and 
jewellers’ show windows. The patrons of the café could sit at the little round 
tables, drinking their coffee and syrups and apéritifs, and gazing, if they were so 
minded, at the pyjamas and cravats and Brazilian diamonds spread out for 
inspection before them. A string orchestra, hidden away somewhere in a gallery, 
was alternating grand opera with the Gondola Girl and the latest gems of 
Transatlantic melody. From around the tightly-packed tables arose a babble of 
tongues, made up chiefly of German, a South American rendering of Spanish, 
and a North American rendering of English, with here and there the sharp 
shaken-out staccato of Japanese. A sleepy-looking boy, in a nondescript 
uniform, was wandering to and fro among the customers, offering for sale the 
Matin, New York Herald, Berliner Tageblatt, and a host of crudely coloured 
illustrated papers, embodying the hard-worked wit of a world-legion of comic 
artists. Yeovil hurried through the Arcade; it was not here, in this atmosphere of 
staring alien eyes and jangling tongues, that he wanted to read the news of the 
Imperial Aufkldrung. 

By a succession of by-ways he reached Hanover Square, and thence made his 
way into Oxford Street. There was no commotion of activity to be noticed yet 
among the newsboys; the posters still concerned themselves with the earthquake 
in Hungary, varied with references to the health of the King of Roumania, and a 
motor accident in South London. Yeovil wandered aimlessly along the street for 
a few dozen yards, and then turned down into the smoking-room of a cheap tea- 
shop, where he judged that the flourishing foreign element would be less 
conspicuously represented. Quiet-voiced, smooth-headed youths, from 
neighbouring shops and wholesale houses, sat drinking tea and munching pastry, 
some of them reading, others making a fitful rattle with dominoes on the marble- 
topped tables. A clean, wholesome smell of tea and coffee made itself felt 
through the clouds of cigarette smoke; cleanliness and listlessness seemed to be 


the dominant notes of the place, a cleanliness that was commendable, and a 
listlessness that seemed unnatural and undesirable where so much youth was 
gathered together for refreshment and recreation. Yeovil seated himself at a 
table already occupied by a young clergyman who was smoking a cigarette over 
the remains of a plateful of buttered toast. He had a keen, clever, hard-lined 
face, the face of a man who, in an earlier stage of European history, might have 
been a warlike prior, awkward to tackle at the council-board, greatly to be 
avoided where blows were being exchanged. A pale, silent damsel drifted up to 
Yeovil and took his order with an air of being mentally some hundreds of miles 
away, and utterly indifferent to the requirements of those whom she served; if 
she had brought calf’s-foot jelly instead of the pot of China tea he had asked for, 
Yeovil would hardly have been surprised. However, the tea duly arrived on the 
table, and the pale damsel scribbled a figure on a slip of paper, put it silently by 
the side of the teapot, and drifted silently away. Yeovil had seen the same sort 
of thing done on the musical-comedy stage, and done rather differently. 

“Can you tell me, sir, is the Imperial announcement out yet?” asked the young 
clergyman, after a brief scrutiny of his neighbour. 

“No, I have been waiting about for the last half-hour on the look-out for it,” 
said Yeovil; “the special editions ought to be out by now.” Then he added: “I 
have only just lately come from abroad. I know scarcely anything of London as 
it is now. You may imagine that a good deal of it is very strange to me. Your 
profession must take you a good deal among all classes of people. I have seen 
something of what one may call the upper, or, at any rate, the richer classes, 
since I came back; do tell me something about the poorer classes of the 
community. How do they take the new order of things?” 

“Badly,” said the young cleric, “badly, in more senses than one. They are 
helpless and they are bitter — bitter in the useless kind of way that produces no 
great resolutions. They look round for some one to blame for what has 
happened; they blame the politicians, they blame the leisured classes; in an 
indirect way I believe they blame the Church. Certainly, the national disaster 
has not drawn them towards religion in any form. One thing you may be sure of, 
they do not blame themselves. No true Londoner ever admits that fault lies at 
his door. ‘No, I never!’ is an exclamation that is on his lips from earliest 
childhood, whenever he is charged with anything blameworthy or punishable. 
That is why school discipline was ever a thing repugnant to the schoolboard 
child and its parents; no schoolboard scholar ever deserved punishment. 
However obvious the fault might seem to a disciplinarian, ‘No, I never’ 
exonerated it as something that had not happened. Public schoolboys and 
private schoolboys of the upper and middle class had their fling and took their 


thrashings, when they were found out, as a piece of bad luck, but ‘our Bert’ and 
‘our Sid’ were of those for whom there is no condemnation; if they were 
punished it was for faults that ‘no, they never’ committed. Naturally the grown- 
up generation of Berts and Sids, the voters and householders, do not realise, still 
less admit, that it was they who called the tune to which the politicians danced. 
They had to choose between the vote-mongers and the so-called ‘scare- 
mongers,’ and their verdict was for the vote-mongers all the time. And now they 
are bitter; they are being punished, and punishment is not a thing that they have 
been schooled to bear. The taxes that are falling on them are a grievous source 
of discontent, and the military service that will be imposed on them, for the first 
time in their lives, will be another. There is a more lovable side to their 
character under misfortune, though,” added the young clergyman. “Deep down 
in their hearts there was a very real affection for the old dynasty. Future 
historians will perhaps be able to explain how and why the Royal Family of 
Great Britain captured the imaginations of its subjects in so genuine and lasting a 
fashion. Among the poorest and the most matter-of-fact, for whom the name of 
no public man, politician or philanthropist, stands out with any especial 
significance, the old Queen, and the dead King, the dethroned monarch and the 
young prince live in a sort of domestic Pantheon, a recollection that is a proud 
and wistful personal possession when so little remains to be proud of or to 
possess. There is no favour that I am so often asked for among my poorer 
parishioners as the gift of the picture of this or that member of the old dynasty. 
‘T have got all of them, only except Princess Mary,’ an old woman said to me 
last week, and she nearly cried with pleasure when I brought her an old 
Bystander portrait that filled the gap in her collection. And on Queen 
Alexandra’s day they bring out and wear the faded wild-rose favours that they 
bought with their pennies in days gone by.” 

“The tragedy of the enactment that is about to enforce military service on 
these people is that it comes when they’ve no longer a country to fight for,” said 
Yeovil. 

The young clergyman gave an exclamation of bitter impatience. 

“That is the cruel mockery of the whole thing. Every now and then in the 
course of my work I have come across lads who were really drifting to the bad 
through the good qualities in them. A clean combative strain in their blood, and 
a natural turn for adventure, made the ordinary anemic routine of shop or 
warehouse or factory almost unbearable for them. What splendid little soldiers 
they would have made, and how grandly the discipline of a military training 
would have steadied them in after-life when steadiness was wanted. The only 
adventure that their surroundings offered them has been the adventure of 


practising mildly criminal misdeeds without getting landed in reformatories and 
prisons; those of them that have not been successful in keeping clear of detection 
are walking round and round prison yards, experiencing the operation of a 
discipline that breaks and does not build. They were merry-hearted boys once, 
with nothing of the criminal or ne’er-do-weel in their natures, and now — have 
you ever seen a prison yard, with that walk round and round and round between 
grey walls under a blue sky?” 

Yeovil nodded. 

“Tt’s good enough for criminals and imbeciles,” said the parson, “but think of 
it for those boys, who might have been marching along to the tap of the drum, 
with a laugh on their lips instead of Hell in their hearts. I have had Hell in my 
heart sometimes, when I have come in touch with cases like those. I suppose 
you are thinking that I am a strange sort of parson.” 

“T was just defining you in my mind,” said Yeovil, “as a man of God, with an 
infinite tenderness for little devils.” 

The clergyman flushed. 

“Rather a fine epitaph to have on one’s tombstone,” he said, “especially if the 
tombstone were in some crowded city graveyard. I suppose I am a man of God, 
but I don’t think I could be called a man of peace.” 

Looking at the strong young face, with its suggestion of a fighting prior of 
bygone days more marked than ever, Yeovil mentally agreed that he could not. 

“T have learned one thing in life,” continued the young man, “and that is that 
peace is not for this world. Peace is what God gives us when He takes us into 
His rest. Beat your sword into a ploughshare if you like, but beat your enemy 
into smithereens first.” 

A long-drawn cry, repeated again and again, detached itself from the throb 
and hoot and whir of the street traffic. 

“Speshul! Military service, spesh-ul!” 

The young clergyman sprang from his seat and went up the staircase in a 
succession of bounds, causing the domino players and novelette readers to look 
up for a moment in mild astonishment. In a few seconds he was back again, 
with a copy of an afternoon paper. The Imperial Rescript was set forth in heavy 
type, in parallel columns of English and German. As the young man read a deep 
burning flush spread over his face, then ebbed away into a chalky whiteness. He 
read the announcement to the end, then handed the paper to Yeovil, and left 
without a word. 

Beneath the courtly politeness and benignant phraseology of the document 
ran a trenchant searing irony. The British born subjects of the Germanic Crown, 
inhabiting the islands of Great Britain and Ireland, had habituated themselves as 


a people to the disuse of arms, and resolutely excluded military service and 
national training from their political system and daily life. Their judgment that 
they were unsuited as a race to bear arms and conform to military discipline was 
not to be set aside. Their new Overlord did not propose to do violence to their 
feelings and customs by requiring from them the personal military sacrifices and 
services which were rendered by his subjects German-born. The British subjects 
of the Crown were to remain a people consecrated to peaceful pursuits, to 
commerce and trade and husbandry. The defence of their coasts and shipping 
and the maintenance of order and general safety would be guaranteed by a 
garrison of German troops, with the co-operation of the Imperial war fleet. 
German-born subjects residing temporarily or permanently in the British Isles 
would come under the same laws respecting compulsory military service as their 
fellow-subjects of German blood in the other parts of the Empire, and special 
enactments would be drawn up to ensure that their interests did not suffer from a 
periodical withdrawal on training or other military calls. Necessarily a heavily 
differentiated scale of war taxation would fall on British taxpayers, to provide 
for the upkeep of the garrison and to equalise the services and sacrifices 
rendered by the two branches of his Majesty’s subjects. As military service was 
not henceforth open to any subject of British birth no further necessity for any 
training or exercise of a military nature existed, therefore all rifle clubs, drill 
associations, cadet corps and similar bodies were henceforth declared to be 
illegal. No weapons other than guns for specified sporting purposes, duly 
declared and registered and open to inspection when required, could be owned, 
purchased, or carried. The science of arms was to be eliminated altogether from 
the life of a people who had shown such marked repugnance to its study and 
practice. 

The cold irony of the measure struck home with the greater force because its 
nature was so utterly unexpected. Public anticipation had guessed at various 
forms of military service, aggressively irksome or tactfully lightened as the case 
might be, in any event certain to be bitterly unpopular, and now there had come 
this contemptuous boon, which had removed, at one stroke, the bogey of 
compulsory military service from the troubled imaginings of the British people, 
and fastened on them the cruel distinction of being in actual fact what an enemy 
had called them in splenetic scorn long years ago — a nation of shopkeepers. 
Aye, something even below that level, a race of shopkeepers who were no longer 
a nation. 

Yeovil crumpled the paper in his hand and went out into the sunlit street. A 
sudden roll of drums and crash of brass music filled the air. A company of 
Bavarian infantry went by, in all the pomp and circumstance of martial array and 


the joyous swing of rapid rhythmic movement. The street echoed and throbbed 
in the Englishman’s ears with the exultant pulse of youth and mastery set to loud 
Pagan music. A group of lads from the tea-shop clustered on the pavement and 
watched the troops go by, staring at a phase of life in which they had no share. 
The martial trappings, the swaggering joy of life, the comradeship of camp and 
barracks, the hard discipline of drill yard and fatigue duty, the long sentry 
watches, the trench digging, forced marches, wounds, cold, hunger, makeshift 
hospitals, and the blood-wet laurels — these were not for them. Such things 
they might only guess at, or see on a cinema film, darkly; they belonged to the 
civilian nation. 

The function of afternoon tea was still being languidly observed in the big 
drawing-room when Yeovil returned to Berkshire Street. Cicely was playing the 
part of hostess to a man of perhaps forty-one years of age, who looked slightly 
older from his palpable attempts to look very much younger. Percival Plarsey 
was a plump, pale-faced, short-legged individual, with puffy cheeks, over- 
prominent nose, and thin colourless hair. His mother, with nothing more than 
maternal prejudice to excuse her, had discovered some twenty odd years ago that 
he was a well-favoured young man, and had easily imbued her son with the same 
opinion. The slipping away of years and the natural transition of the unathletic 
boy into the podgy unhealthy-looking man did little to weaken the tradition; 
Plarsey had never been able to relinquish the idea that a youthful charm and 
comeliness still centred in his person, and laboured daily at his toilet with the 
devotion that a hopelessly lost cause is so often able to inspire. He babbled 
incessantly about himself and the accessory futilities of his life in short, neat, 
complacent sentences, and in a voice that Ronald Storre said reminded one of a 
fat bishop blessing a butter-making competition. While he babbled he kept his 
eyes fastened on his listeners to observe the impression which his important little 
announcements and pronouncements were making. On the present occasion he 
was pattering forth a detailed description of the upholstery and fittings of his 
new music-room. 

“All the hangings, violette de Parme, all the furniture, rosewood. The only 
ornament in the room is a replica of the Mozart statue in Vienna. Nothing but 
Mozart is to be played in the room. Absolutely, nothing but Mozart.” 

“You will get rather tired of that, won’t you?” said Cicely, feeling that she 
was expected to comment on this tremendous announcement. 

“One gets tired of everything,” said Plarsey, with a fat little sigh of 
resignation. “I can’t tell you how tired I am of Rubenstein, and one day I 
suppose I shall be tired of Mozart, and violette de Parme and rosewood. I never 


thought it possible that I could ever tire of jonquils, and now I simply won’t have 
one in the house. Oh, the scene the other day because some one brought some 
jonquils into the house! I’m afraid I was dreadfully rude, but I really couldn’t 
help it.” 

He could talk like this through a long summer day or a long winter evening. 

Yeovil belonged to a race forbidden to bear arms. At the moment he would 
gladly have contented himself with the weapons with which nature had endowed 
him, if he might have kicked and pommelled the abhorrent specimen of male 
humanity whom he saw before him. 

Instead he broke into the conversation with an inspired flash of malicious 
untruthfulness. 

“Tt is wonderful,” he observed carelessly, “how popular that Viennese statue 
of Mozart has become. A friend who inspects County Council Art Schools tells 
me you find a copy of it in every class-room you go into.” 

It was a poor substitute for physical violence, but it was all that civilisation 
allowed him in the way of relieving his feelings; it had, moreover, the effect of 
making Plarsey profoundly miserable. 


CHAPTER XII: THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS 


The train bearing Yeovil on his visit to Torywood slid and rattled westward 
through the hazy dreamland of an English summer landscape. Seen from the 
train windows the stark bare ugliness of the metalled line was forgotten, and the 
eye rested only on the green solitude that unfolded itself as the miles went 
slipping by. Tall grasses and meadow-weeds stood in deep shocks, field after 
field, between the leafy boundaries of hedge or coppice, thrusting themselves 
higher and higher till they touched the low sweeping branches of the trees that 
here and there overshadowed them. Broad streams, bordered with a heavy fringe 
of reed and sedge, went winding away into a green distance where woodland and 
meadowland seemed indefinitely prolonged; narrow streamlets, lost to view in 
the growth that they fostered, disclosed their presence merely by the water-weed 
that showed in a riband of rank verdure threading the mellower green of the 
fields. On the stream banks moorhens walked with jerky confident steps, in the 
easy boldness of those who had a couple of other elements at their disposal in an 
emergency; more timorous partridges raced away from the apparition of the 
train, looking all leg and neck, like little forest elves fleeing from human 
encounter. And in the distance, over the tree line, a heron or two flapped with 
slow measured wing-beats and an air of being bent on an immeasurably longer 
journey than the train that hurtled so frantically along the rails. Now and then 
the meadowland changed itself suddenly into orchard, with close-growing trees 
already showing the measure of their coming harvest, and then strawyard and 
farm buildings would slide into view; heavy dairy cattle, roan and skewbald and 
dappled, stood near the gates, drowsily resentful of insect stings, and bunched-up 
companies of ducks halted in seeming irresolution between the charms of the 
horse-pond and the alluring neighbourhood of the farm kitchen. Away by the 
banks of some rushing mill-stream, in a setting of copse and cornfield, a village 
might be guessed at, just a hint of red roof, grey wreathed chimney and old 
church tower as seen from the windows of the passing train, and over it all 
brooded a happy, settled calm, like the dreaming murmur of a trout-stream and 
the far-away cawing of rooks. 

It was a land where it seemed as if it must be always summer and generally 
afternoon, a land where bees hummed among the wild thyme and in the flower 
beds of cottage gardens, where the harvest-mice rustled amid the corn and 
nettles, and the mill-race flowed cool and silent through water-weeds and dark 
tunnelled sluices, and made soft droning music with the wooden mill-wheel. 
And the music carried with it the wording of old undying rhymes, and sang of 


the jolly, uncaring, uncared-for miller, of the farmer who went riding upon his 
grey mare, of the mouse who lived beneath the merry mill-pin, of the sweet 
music on yonder green hill and the dancers all in yellow — the songs and fancies 
of a lingering olden time, when men took life as children take a long summer 
day, and went to bed at last with a simple trust in something they could not have 
explained. 

Yeovil watched the passing landscape with the intent hungry eyes of a man 
who revisits a scene that holds high place in his affections. His imagination 
raced even quicker than the train, following winding roads and twisting valleys 
into unseen distances, picturing farms and hamlets, hills and hollows, clattering 
inn yards and sleepy woodlands. 

“A beautiful country,” said his only fellow-traveller, who was also gazing at 
the fleeting landscape; “surely a country worth fighting for.” 

He spoke in fairly correct English, but he was unmistakably a foreigner; one 
could have allotted him with some certainty to the Eastern half of Europe. 

“A beautiful country, as you say,” replied Yeovil; then he added the question, 
“Are you German?” 

“No, Hungarian,” said the other; “and you, you are English?” he asked. 

“T have been much in England, but I am from Russia,” said Yeovil, purposely 
misleading his companion on the subject of his nationality in order to induce him 
to talk with greater freedom on a delicate topic. While living among foreigners 
in a foreign land he had shrunk from hearing his country’s disaster discussed, or 
even alluded to; now he was anxious to learn what unprejudiced foreigners 
thought of the catastrophe and the causes which had led up to it. 

“Tt is a strange spectacle, a wonder, is it not so?” resumed the other, “a great 
nation such as this was, one of the greatest nations in modern times, or of any 
time, carrying its flag and its language into all parts of the world, and now, after 
one short campaign, it is—” 

And he shrugged his shoulders many times and made clucking noises at the 
roof of his voice, like a hen calling to a brood of roving chickens. 

“They grew soft,” he resumed; “great world-commerce brings great luxury, 
and luxury brings softness. They had everything to warn them, things happening 
in their own time and before their eyes, and they would not be warned. They 
had seen, in one generation, the rise of the military and naval power of the 
Japanese, a brown-skinned race living in some island rice fields in a tropical sea, 
a people one thought of in connection with paper fans and flowers and pretty tea- 
gardens, who suddenly marched and sailed into the world’s gaze as a Great 
Power; they had seen, too, the rise of the Bulgars, a poor herd of zaptieh-ridden 
peasants, with a few students scattered in exile in Bukarest and Odessa, who shot 


up in one generation to be an armed and aggressive nation with history in its 
hands. The English saw these things happening around them, and with a war- 
cloud growing blacker and bigger and always more threatening on their own 
threshold they sat down to grow soft and peaceful. They grew soft and 
accommodating in all things in religion—” 

“In religion?” said Yeovil. 

“In religion, yes,” said his companion emphatically; “they had come to look 
on the Christ as a sort of amiable elder Brother, whose letters from abroad were 
worth reading. Then, when they had emptied all the divine mystery and wonder 
out of their faith naturally they grew tired of it, oh, but dreadfully tired of it. I 
know many English of the country parts, and always they tell me they go to 
church once in each week to set the good example to the servants. They were 
tired of their faith, but they were not virile enough to become real Pagans; their 
dancing fauns were good young men who tripped Morris dances and ate health 
foods and believed in a sort of Socialism which made for the greatest dulness of 
the greatest number. You will find plenty of them still if you go into what 
remains of social London.” 

Yeovil gave a grunt of acquiescence. 

“They grew soft in their political ideas,” continued the unsparing critic; “for 
the old insular belief that all foreigners were devils and rogues they substituted 
another belief, equally grounded on insular lack of knowledge, that most 
foreigners were amiable, good fellows, who only needed to be talked to and 
patted on the back to become your friends and benefactors. They began to 
believe that a foreign Minister would relinquish long-cherished schemes of 
national policy and hostile expansion if he came over on a holiday and was 
asked down to country houses and shown the tennis court and the rock-garden 
and the younger children. Listen. I once heard it solemnly stated at an after- 
dinner debate in some literary club that a certain very prominent German 
statesman had a daughter at school in England, and that future friendly relations 
between the two countries were improved in prospect, if not assured, by that 
circumstance. You think I am laughing; I am recording a fact, and the men 
present were politicians and statesmen as well as literary dilettanti. It was an 
insular lack of insight that worked the mischief, or some of the mischief. We, in 
Hungary, we live too much cheek by jowl with our racial neighbours to have 
many illusions about them. Austrians, Roumanians, Serbs, Italians, Czechs, we 
know what they think of us, and we know what to think of them, we know what 
we want in the world, and we know what they want; that knowledge does not 
send us flying at each other’s throats, but it does keep us from growing soft. Ah, 
the British lion was in a hurry to inaugurate the Millennium and to lie down 


gracefully with the lamb. He made two mistakes, only two, but they were very 
bad ones; the Millennium hadn’t arrived, and it was not a lamb that he was lying 
down with.” 

“You do not like the English, I gather,” said Yeovil, as the Hungarian went 
off into a short burst of satirical laughter. 

“T have always liked them,” he answered, “but now I am angry with them for 
being soft. Here is my station,” he added, as the train slowed down, and he 
commenced to gather his belongings together. “I am angry with them,” he 
continued, as a final word on the subject, “because I hate the Germans.” 

He raised his hat punctiliously in a parting salute and stepped out on to the 
platform. His place was taken by a large, loose-limbed man, with florid face and 
big staring eyes, and an immense array of fishing-basket, rod, fly-cases, and so 
forth. He was of the type that one could instinctively locate as a loud-voiced, 
self-constituted authority on whatever topic might happen to be discussed in the 
bars of small hotels. 

“Are you English?” he asked, after a preliminary stare at Yeovil. 

This time Yeovil did not trouble to disguise his nationality; he nodded curtly 
to his questioner. 

“Glad of that,” said the fisherman; “I don’t like travelling with Germans.” 

“Unfortunately,” said Yeovil, “we have to travel with them, as partners in the 
same State concern, and not by any means the predominant partner either.” 

“Oh, that will soon right itself,” said the other with loud assertiveness, “that 
will right itself damn soon.” 

“Nothing in politics rights itself,” said Yeovil; “things have to be righted, 
which is a different matter.” 

“What d’y’mean?” said the fisherman, who did not like to have his assertions 
taken up and shaken into shape. 

“We have given a clever and domineering people a chance to plant 
themselves down as masters in our land; I don’t imagine that they are going to 
give us an easy chance to push them out. To do that we shall have to be a little 
cleverer than they are, a little harder, a little fiercer, and a good deal more self- 
sacrificing than we have been in my lifetime or in yours.” 

“We’ll be that, right enough,” said the fisherman; “we mean business this 
time. The last war wasn’t a war, it was a snap. We weren’t prepared and they 
were. That won’t happen again, bless you. I know what I’m talking about. I go 
up and down the country, and I hear what people are saying.” 

Yeovil privately doubted if he ever heard anything but his own opinions. 

“Tt stands to reason,” continued the fisherman, “that a highly civilised race 
like ours, with the record that we’ve had for leading the whole world, is not 


going to be held under for long by a lot of damned sausage-eating Germans. 
Don’t you believe it! I know what I’m talking about. I’ve travelled about the 
world a bit.” 

Yeovil shrewdly suspected that the world travels amounted to nothing more 
than a trip to the United States and perhaps the Channel Islands, with, possibly, a 
week or fortnight in Paris. 

“Tt isn’t the past we’ve got to think of, it’s the future,” said Yeovil. “Other 
maritime Powers had pasts to look back on; Spain and Holland, for instance. 
The past didn’t help them when they let their sea-sovereignty slip from them. 
That is a matter of history and not very distant history either.” 

“Ah, that’s where you make a mistake,” said the other; “our sea-sovereignty 
hasn’t slipped from us, and won’t do, neither. There’s the British Empire 
beyond the seas; Canada, Australia, New Zealand, East Africa.” 

He rolled the names round his tongue with obvious relish. 

“Tf it was a list of first-class battleships, and armoured cruisers and destroyers 
and airships that you were reeling off, there would be some comfort and hope in 
the situation,” said Yeovil; “the loyalty of the colonies is a splendid thing, but it 
is only pathetically splendid because it can do so little to recover for us what 
we’ve lost. Against the Zeppelin air fleet, and the Dreadnought sea squadrons 
and the new Gelberhaus cruisers, the last word in maritime mobility, of what 
avail is loyal devotion plus half-a-dozen warships, one keel to ten, scattered over 
one or two ocean coasts?” 

“Ah, but they’ll build,” said the fisherman confidently; “they’ll build. 
They’re only waiting to enlarge their dockyard accommodation and get the right 
class of artificers and engineers and workmen together. The money will be 
forthcoming somehow, and they’ II start in and build.” 

“And do you suppose,” asked Yeovil in slow bitter contempt, “that the 
victorious nation is going to sit and watch and wait till the defeated foe has 
created a new war fleet, big enough to drive it from the seas? Do you suppose it 
is going to watch keel added to keel, gun to gun, airship to airship, till its 
preponderance has been wiped out or even threatened? That sort of thing is done 
once in a generation, not twice. Who is going to protect Australia or New 
Zealand while they enlarge their dockyards and hangars and build their 
dreadnoughts and their airships?” 

“Here’s my station and I’m not sorry,” said the fisherman, gathering his 
tackle together and rising to depart; “I’ve listened to you long enough. You and 
me wouldn’t agree, not if we was to talk all day. Fact is, I’m an out-and-out 
patriot and you’re only a half-hearted one. That’s what you are, half-hearted.” 


And with that parting shot he left the carriage and lounged heavily down the 
platform, a patriot who had never handled a rifle or mounted a horse or pulled an 
oar, but who had never flinched from demolishing his country’s enemies with 
his tongue. 

“England has never had any lack of patriots of that type,” thought Yeovil 
sadly; “so many patriots and so little patriotism.” 


CHAPTER XIII: TORYWOOD 


Yeovil got out of the train at a small, clean, wayside station, and rapidly formed 
the conclusion that neatness, abundant leisure, and a devotion to the cultivation 
of wallflowers and wyandottes were the prevailing influences of the station- 
master’s life. The train slid away into the hazy distance of trees and meadows, 
and left the traveller standing in a world that seemed to be made up in equal 
parts of rock garden, chicken coops, and whiskey advertisements. The station- 
master, who appeared also to act as emergency porter, took Yeovil’s ticket with 
the gesture of a kind-hearted person brushing away a troublesome wasp, and 
returned to a study of the Poultry Chronicle, which was giving its readers sage 
counsel concerning the ailments of belated July chickens. Yeovil called to mind 
the station-master of a tiny railway town in Siberia, who had held him in long 
and rather intelligent converse on the poetical merits and demerits of Shelley, 
and he wondered what the result would be if he were to engage the English 
official in a discussion on Lermontoff — or for the matter of that, on Shelley. 
The temptation to experiment was, however, removed by the arrival of a young 
groom, with brown eyes and a friendly smile, who hurried into the station and 
took Yeovil once more into a world where he was of fleeting importance. 

In the roadway outside was a four-wheeled dogcart with a pair of the famous 
Torywood blue roans. It was an agreeable variation in modern locomotion to be 
met at a station with high-class horseflesh instead of the ubiquitous motor, and 
the landscape was not of such a nature that one wished to be whirled through it 
in a cloud of dust. After a quick spin of some ten or fifteen minutes through 
twisting hedge-girt country roads, the roans turned in at a wide gateway, and 
went with dancing, rhythmic step along the park drive. The screen of oak- 
crowned upland suddenly fell away and a grey sharp-comered building came 
into view in a setting of low growing beeches and dark pines. Torywood was 
not a stately, reposeful-looking house; it lay amid the sleepy landscape like a 
couched watchdog with pricked ears and wakeful eyes. Built somewhere about 
the last years of Dutch William’s reign, it had been a centre, ever since, for the 
political life of the countryside; a storm centre of discontent or a rallying ground 
for the well affected, as the circumstances of the day might entail. On the stone- 
flagged terrace in front of the house, with its quaint leaden figures of Diana 
pursuing a hound-pressed stag, successive squires and lords of Torywood had 
walked to and fro with their friends, watching the thunderclouds on the political 
horizon or the shifting shadows on the sundial of political favour, tapping the 
political barometer for indications of change, working out a party campaign or 


arranging for the support of some national movement. To and fro they had gone 
in their respective generations, men with the passion for statecraft and political 
combat strong in their veins, and many oft-recurring names had echoed under 
those wakeful-looking casements, names spoken in anger or exultation, or 
murmured in fear and anxiety: Bolingbroke, Charles Edward, Walpole, the 
Farmer King, Bonaparte, Pitt, Wellington, Peel, Gladstone — echo and Time 
might have graven those names on the stone flags and grey walls. And now one 
tired old woman walked there, with names on her lips that she never uttered. 

A friendly riot of fox terriers and spaniels greeted the carriage, leaping and 
rolling and yelping in an exuberance of sociability, as though horses and 
coachman and groom were comrades who had been absent for long months 
instead of half an hour. An indiscriminately affectionate puppy lay flat and 
whimpering at Yeovil’s feet, sending up little showers of gravel with its wildly 
thumping tail, while two of the terriers raced each other madly across lawn and 
shrubbery, as though to show the blue roans what speed really was. The 
laughing-eyed young groom disentangled the puppy from between Yeovil’s legs, 
and then he was ushered into the grey silence of the entrance hall, leaving 
sunlight and noise and the stir of life behind him. 

“Her ladyship will see you in her writing room,” he was told, and he followed 
a servant along the dark passages to the well-remembered room. 

There was something tragic in the sudden contrast between the vigour and 
youth and pride of life that Yeovil had seen crystallised in those dancing, high- 
stepping horses, scampering dogs, and alert, clean-limbed young men-servants, 
and the age-frail woman who came forward to meet him. 

Eleanor, Dowager Lady Greymarten, had for more than half a century been 
the ruling spirit at Torywood. The affairs of the county had not sufficed for her 
untiring activities of mind and body; in the wider field of national and Imperial 
service she had worked and schemed and fought with an energy and a far- 
sightedness that came probably from the blend of caution and bold restlessness 
in her Scottish blood. For many educated minds the arena of politics and public 
life is a weariness of dust and disgust, to others it is a fascinating study, to be 
watched from the comfortable seat of a spectator. To her it was a home. In her 
town house or down at Torywood, with her writing-pad on her knee and the 
telephone at her elbow, or in personal counsel with some trusted colleague or 
persuasive argument with a halting adherent or half-convinced opponent, she 
had laboured on behalf of the poor and the ill-equipped, had fought for her idea 
of the Right, and above all, for the safety and sanity of her Fatherland. 
Spadework when necessary and leadership when called for, came alike within 
the scope of her activities, and not least of her achievements, though perhaps she 


hardly realised it, was the force of her example, a lone, indomitable fighter 
calling to the half-caring and the half-discouraged, to the laggard and the slow- 
moving. 

And now she came across the room with “the tired step of a tired king,” and 
that look which the French so expressively called lair défait. The charm which 
Heaven bestows on old ladies, reserving its highest gift to the end, had always 
seemed in her case to be lost sight of in the dignity and interest of a great dame 
who was still in the full prime of her fighting and ruling powers. Now, in 
Yeovil’s eyes, she had suddenly come to be very old, stricken with the forlorn 
languor of one who knows that death will be weary to wait for. She had spared 
herself nothing in the long labour, the ceaseless building, the watch and ward, 
and in one short autumn week she had seen the overthrow of all that she had 
built, the falling asunder of the world in which she had laboured. Her life’s end 
was like a harvest home when blight and storm have laid waste the fruit of long 
toil and unsparing outlay. Victory had been her goal, the death or victory of old 
heroic challenge, for she had always dreamed to die fighting to the last; death or 
victory — and the gods had given her neither, only the bitterness of a defeat that 
could not be measured in words, and the weariness of a life that had outlived 
happiness or hope. Such was Eleanor, Dowager Lady Greymarten, a shadow 
amid the young red-blooded life at Torywood, but a shadow that was too real to 
die, a shadow that was stronger than the substance that surrounded it. 

Yeovil talked long and hurriedly of his late travels, of the vast Siberian 
forests and rivers, the desolate tundras, the lakes and marshes where the wild 
swans rear their broods, the flower carpet of the summer fields and the winter 
ice-mantle of Russia’s northern sea. He talked as a man talks who avoids the 
subject that is uppermost in his mind, and in the mind of his hearer, as one who 
looks away from a wound or deformity that is too cruel to be taken notice of. 

Tea was served in a long oak-panelled gallery, where generations of 
Mustelfords had romped and played as children, and remained yet in effigy, in a 
collection of more or less faithful portraits. After tea Yeovil was taken by his 
hostess to the aviaries, which constituted the sole claim which Torywood 
possessed to being considered a show place. The third Earl of Greymarten had 
collected rare and interesting birds, somewhere about the time when Gilbert 
White was penning the last of his deathless letters, and his successors in the title 
had perpetuated the hobby. Little lawns and ponds and shrubberies were 
partitioned off for the various ground-loving species, and higher cages with 
interlacing perches and rockwork shelves accommodated the birds whose natural 
expression of movement was on the wing. Quails and francolins scurried about 
under low-growing shrubs, peacock-pheasants strutted and sunned themselves, 


pugnacious ruffs engaged in perfunctory battles, from force of habit now that the 
rivalry of the mating season was over; choughs, ravens, and loud-throated gulls 
occupied sections of a vast rockery, and bright-hued Chinese pond-herons and 
delicately stepping egrets waded among the waterlilies of a marble-terraced 
tank. One or two dusky shapes seen dimly in the recesses of a large cage built 
round a hollow tree would be lively owls when evening came on. 

In the course of his many wanderings Yeovil had himself contributed three or 
four inhabitants to this little feathered town, and he went round the enclosures, 
renewing old acquaintances and examining new additions. 

“The falcon cage is empty,” said Lady Greymarten, pointing to a large wired 
dome that towered high above the other enclosures, “I let the lanner fly free one 
day. The other birds may be reconciled to their comfortable quarters and 
abundant food and absence of dangers, but I don’t think all those things could 
make up to a falcon for the wild range of cliff and desert. When one has lost 
one’s own liberty one feels a quicker sympathy for other caged things, I 
suppose.” 

There was silence for a moment, and then the Dowager went on, in a wistful, 
passionate voice: 

“I am an old woman now, Murrey, I must die in my cage. I haven’t the 
strength to fight. Age is a very real and very cruel thing, though we may shut 
our eyes to it and pretend it is not there. I thought at one time that I should never 
really know what it meant, what it brought to one. I thought of it as a messenger 
that one could keep waiting out in the yard till the very last moment. I know 
now what it means.... But you, Murrey, you are young, you can fight. Are you 
going to be a fighter, or the very humble servant of the fait accompli?” 

“I shall never be the servant of the fait accompli,” said Yeovil. “I loathe it. 
As to fighting, one must first find out what weapon to use, and how to use it 
effectively. One must watch and wait.” 

“One must not wait too long,” said the old woman. “Time is on their side, not 
ours. It is the young people we must fight for now, if they are ever to fight for 
us. A new generation will spring up, a weaker memory of old glories will 
survive, the éclat of the ruling race will capture young imaginations. If I had 
your youth, Murrey, and your sex, I would become a commercial traveller.” 

“A commercial traveller!” exclaimed Yeovil. 

“Yes, one whose business took him up and down the country, into contact 
with all classes, into homes and shops and inns and railway carriages. And as I 
travelled I would work, work on the minds of every boy and girl I came across, 
every young father and young mother too, every young couple that were going to 
be man and wife. I would awaken or keep alive in their memory the things that 


we have been, the grand, brave things that some of our race have done, and I 
would stir up a longing, a determination for the future that we must win back. I 
would be a counter-agent to the agents of the fait accompli. In course of time 
the Government would find out what I was doing, and I should be sent out of the 
country, but I should have accomplished something, and others would carry on 
the work. That is what I would do. Murrey, even if it is to be a losing battle, 
fight it, fight it!” 

Yeovil knew that the old lady was fighting her last battle, rallying the 
discouraged, and spurring on the backward. 

A footman came to announce that the carriage waited to take him back to the 
station. His hostess walked with him through the hall, and came out on to the 
stone-flagged terrace, the terrace from which a former Lady Greymarten had 
watched the twinkling bonfires that told of Waterloo. 

Yeovil said good-bye to her as she stood there, a wan, shrunken shadow, yet 
with a greater strength and reality in her flickering life than those parrot men and 
women that fluttered and chattered through London drawing-rooms and theatre 
foyers. 

As the carriage swung round a bend in the drive Yeovil looked back at 
Torywood, a lone, grey building, couched like a watchdog with pricked ears and 
wakeful eyes in the midst of the sleeping landscape. An old pleading voice was 
still ringing in his ears: 


Imperious and yet forlorn,. Came through the silence of the trees,. The echoes of 
a golden horn,. Calling to distances. 


Somehow Yeovil knew that he would never hear that voice again, and he 
knew, too, that he would hear it always, with its message, “Be a fighter.” And 
he knew now, with a shamefaced consciousness that sprang suddenly into 
existence, that the summons would sound for him in vain. 

The weary brain-torturing months of fever had left their trail behind, a 
lassitude of spirit and a sluggishness of blood, a quenching of the desire to roam 
and court adventure and hardship. In the hours of waking and depression 
between the raging intervals of delirium he had speculated, with a sort of 
detached, listless indifference, on the chances of his getting back to life and 
strength and energy. The prospect of filling a corner of some lonely Siberian 
graveyard or Finnish cemetery had seemed near realisation at times, and for a 
man who was already half dead the other half didn’t particularly matter. But 
when he had allowed himself to dwell on the more hopeful side of the case it had 
always been a complete recovery that awaited him; the same Yeovil as of yore, a 


little thinner and more lined about the eyes perhaps, would go through life in the 
same way, alert, resolute, enterprising, ready to start off at short notice for some 
desert or upland where the eagles were circling and the wild-fowl were calling. 
He had not reckoned that Death, evaded and held off by the doctors’ skill, might 
exact a compromise, and that only part of the man would go free to the West. 

And now he began to realise how little of mental and physical energy he 
could count on. His own country had never seemed in his eyes so comfort- 
yielding and to-be-desired as it did now when it had passed into alien keeping 
and become a prison land as much as a homeland. London with its thin mockery 
of a Season, and its chattering horde of empty-hearted self-seekers, held no 
attraction for him, but the spell of English country life was weaving itself round 
him, now that the charm of the desert was receding into a mist of memories. The 
waning of pleasant autumn days in an English woodland, the whir of game birds 
in the clean harvested fields, the grey moist mornings in the saddle, with the 
magical cry of hounds coming up from some misty hollow, and then the 
delicious abandon of physical weariness in bathroom and bedroom after a long 
run, and the heavenly snatched hour of luxurious sleep, before stirring back to 
life and hunger, the coming of the dinner hour and the jollity of a well-chosen 
house-party. 

That was the call which was competing with that other trumpet-call, and 
Yeovil knew on which side his choice would incline. 


CHAPTER XIV: “A PERFECTLY GLORIOUS AFTERNOON” 


It was one of the last days of July, cooled and freshened by a touch of rain and 
dropping back again to a languorous warmth. London looked at its summer best, 
rain-washed and sun-lit, with the maximum of coming and going in its more 
fashionable streets. 

Cicely Yeovil sat in a screened alcove of the Anchorage Restaurant, a 
feeding-ground which had lately sprung into favour. Opposite her sat Ronnie, 
confronting the ruins of what had been a dish of prawns in aspic. Cool and clean 
and fresh-coloured, he was good to look on in the eyes of his companion, and 
yet, perhaps, there was a ruffle in her soul that called for some answering 
disturbance on the part of that superbly tranquil young man, and certainly called 
in vain. Cicely had set up for herself a fetish of onyx with eyes of jade, and 
doubtless hungered at times with an unreasonable but perfectly natural hunger 
for something of flesh and blood. It was the religion of her life to know exactly 
what she wanted and to see that she got it, but there was no possible guarantee 
against her occasionally experiencing a desire for something else. It is the 
golden rule of all religions that no one should really live up to their precepts; 
when a man observes the principles of his religion too exactly he is in immediate 
danger of founding a new sect. 

“To-day is going to be your day of triumph,” said Cicely to the young man, 
who was wondering at the moment whether he would care to embark on an 
artichoke; “I believe I’m more nervous than you are,” she added, “and yet I 
rather hate the idea of you scoring a great success.” 

“Why?” asked Ronnie, diverting his mind for a moment from the artichoke 
question and its ramifications of sauce hollandaise or vinaigre. 

“I like you as you are,” said Cicely, “just a nice-looking boy to flatter and 
spoil and pretend to be fond of. You’ve got a charming young body and you’ve 
no soul, and that’s such a fascinating combination. If you had a soul you would 
either dislike or worship me, and I’d much rather have things as they are. And 
now you are going to go a step beyond that, and other people will applaud you 
and say that you are wonderful, and invite you to eat with them and motor with 
them and yacht with them. As soon as that begins to happen, Ronnie, a lot of 
other things will come to an end. Of course I’ve always known that you don’t 
really care for me, but as soon as the world knows it you are irrevocably 
damaged as a plaything. That is the great secret that binds us together, the 
knowledge that we have no real affection for one another. And this afternoon 


every one will know that you are a great artist, and no great artist was ever a 
great lover.” 

“T shan’t be difficult to replace, anyway,” said Ronnie, with what he imagined 
was a becoming modesty; “there are lots of boys standing round ready to be fed 
and flattered and put on an imaginary pedestal, most of them more or less good- 
looking and well turned out and amusing to talk to.” 

“Oh, I dare say I could find a successor for your vacated niche,” said Cicely 
lightly; “one thing I’m determined on though, he shan’t be a musician. It’s so 
unsatisfactory to have to share a grand passion with a grand piano. He shall be a 
delightful young barbarian who would think Saint Saéns was a Derby winner or 
a Claret.” 

“Don’t be in too much of a hurry to replace me,” said Ronnie, who did not 
care to have his successor too seriously discussed. “I may not score the success 
you expect this afternoon.” 

“My dear boy, a minor crowned head from across the sea is coming to hear 
you play, and that alone will count as a success with most of your listeners. 
Also, I’ve secured a real Duchess for you, which is rather an achievement in the 
London of to-day.” 

“An English Duchess?” asked Ronnie, who had early in life learned to apply 
the Merchandise Marks Act to ducal titles. 

“English, oh certainly, at least as far as the title goes; she was born under the 
constellation of the Star-spangled Banner. I don’t suppose the Duke approves of 
her being here, lending her countenance to the fait accompli, but when you’ve 
got republican blood in your veins a Kaiser is quite as attractive a lodestar as a 
King, rather more so. And Canon Mousepace is coming,” continued Cicely, 
referring to a closely-written list of guests; “the excellent von Tolb has been 
attending his church lately, and the Canon is longing to meet her. She is just the 
sort of person he adores. I fancy he sincerely realises how difficult it will be for 
the rich to enter the Kingdom of Heaven, and he tries to make up for it by being 
as nice as possible to them in this world.” 

Ronnie held out his hand for the list. 

“T think you know most of the others,” said Cicely, passing it to him. 

“Leutnant von Gabelroth?” read out Ronnie; “who is he?” 

“In one of the hussar regiments quartered here; a friend of the Grafin’s. Ugly 
but amiable, and I’m told a good cross-country rider. I suppose Murrey will be 
disgusted at meeting the ‘outward and visible sign’ under his roof, but these 
encounters are inevitable as long as he is in London.” 

“T didn’t know Murrey was coming,” said Ronnie. 


“I believe he’s going to look in on us,” said Cicely; “it’s just as well, you 
know, otherwise we should have Joan asking in her loudest voice when he was 
going to be back in England again. I haven’t asked her, but she overheard the 
Gräfin arranging to come and hear you play, and I fancy that will be quite 
enough.” 

“How about some Turkish coffee?” said Ronnie, who had decided against the 
artichoke. 

“Turkish coffee, certainly, and a cigarette, and a moment’s peace before the 
serious business of the afternoon claims us. Talking about peace, do you know, 
Ronnie, it has just occurred to me that we have left out one of the most important 
things in our affaire; we have never had a quarrel.” 

“T hate quarrels,” said Ronnie, “they are so domesticated.” 

“That’s the first time I’ve ever heard you talk about your home,” said Cicely. 

“T fancy it would apply to most homes,” said Ronnie. 

“The last boy-friend I had used to quarrel furiously with me at least once a 
week,” said Cicely reflectively; “but then he had dark slumberous eyes that lit up 
magnificently when he was angry, so it would have been a sheer waste of God’s 
good gifts not to have sent him into a passion now and then.” 

“With your excursions into the past and the future you are making me feel 
dreadfully like an instalment of a serial novel,” protested Ronnie; “we have now 
got to ‘synopsis of earlier chapters.’” 

“Tt shan’t be teased,” said Cicely; “we will live in the present and go no 
further into the future than to make arrangements for Tuesday’s dinner-party. 
I’ve asked the Duchess; she would never have forgiven me if she’d found out 
that I had a crowned head dining with me and hadn’t asked her to meet him.” 
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A sudden hush descended on the company gathered in the great drawing-room at 
Berkshire Street as Ronnie took his seat at the piano; the voice of Canon 
Mousepace outlasted the others for a moment or so, and then subsided into a 
regretful but gracious silence. For the next nine or ten minutes Ronnie held 
possession of the crowded room, a tense slender figure, with cold green eyes 
aflame in a sudden fire, and smooth burnished head bent low over the keyboard 
that yielded a disciplined riot of melody under his strong deft fingers. The 
world-weary Landgraf forgot for the moment the regrettable trend of his subjects 
towards Parliamentary Socialism, the excellent Gräfin von Tolb forgot all that 
the Canon had been saying to her for the last ten minutes, forgot the depressing 
certainty that he would have a great deal more that he wanted to say in the 


immediate future, over and above the thirty-five minutes or so of discourse that 
she would contract to listen to next Sunday. And Cicely listened with the wistful 
equivocal triumph of one whose goose has turned out to be a swan and who 
realises with secret concern that she has only planned the rôle of goosegirl for 
herself. 

The last chords died away, the fire faded out of the jade-coloured eyes, and 
Ronnie became once more a well-groomed youth in a drawing-room full of well- 
dressed people. But around him rose an explosive clamour of applause and 
congratulation, the sincere tribute of appreciation and the equally hearty 
expression of imitative homage. 

“Tt is a great gift, a great gift,” chanted Canon Mousepace, “You must put it 
to a great use. A talent is vouchsafed to us for a purpose; you must fulfil the 
purpose. Talent such as yours is a responsibility; you must meet that 
responsibility.” 

The dictionary of the English language was an inexhaustible quarry, from 
which the Canon had hewn and fashioned for himself a great reputation. 

“You must gom and blay to me at Schlachsenberg,” said the kindly-faced 
Landgraf, whom the world adored and thwarted in about equal proportions. “At 
Christmas, yes, that will be a good time. We still keep the Christ-Fest at 
Schlachsenberg, though the ‘Sozi’ keep telling our schoolchildren that it is only 
a Christ myth. Never mind, I will have the Vice-President of our Landtag to 
listen to you; he is ‘Sozi’ but we are good friends outside the Parliament House; 
you shall blay to him, my young friendt, and gonfince him that there is a Got in 
Heaven. You will gom? Yes?” 

“Tt was beautiful,” said the Gräfin simply; “it made me cry. Go back to the 
piano again, please, at once.” 

Perhaps the near neighbourhood of the Canon inspired this command, but the 
Gräfin had been genuinely charmed. She adored good music and she was 
unaffectedly fond of good-looking boys. 

Ronnie went back to the piano and tasted the matured pleasure of a repeated 
success. Any measure of nervousness that he may have felt at first had 
completely passed away. He was sure of his audience and he played as though 
they did not exist. A renewed clamour of excited approval attended the 
conclusion of his performance. 

“It is a triumph, a perfectly glorious triumph,” exclaimed the Duchess of 
Dreyshire, turning to Yeovil, who sat silent among his wife’s guests; “isn’t it just 
glorious?” she demanded, with a heavy insistent intonation of the word. 

“Ts it?” said Yeovil. 

“Well, isn’t it?” she cried, with a rising inflection, “isn’t it just perfectly 


glorious?” 

“T don’t know,” confessed Yeovil; “you see glory hasn’t come very much my 
way lately.” Then, before he exactly realised what he was doing, he raised his 
voice and quoted loudly for the benefit of half the room: 


“Other Romans shall arise,. Heedless of a soldier’s name,. Sounds, not deeds, 
shall win the prize,. Harmony the path to fame.’” 


There was a sort of shiver of surprised silence at Yeovil’s end of the room. 

“Hell!” 

The word rang out in a strong young voice. 

“Hell! And it’s true, that’s the worst of it. It’s damned true!” 

Yeovil turned, with some dozen others, to see who was responsible for this 
vigorously expressed statement. 

Tony Luton confronted him, an angry scowl on his face, a blaze in his heavy- 
lidded eyes. The boy was without a conscience, almost without a soul, as priests 
and parsons reckon souls, but there was a slumbering devil-god within him, and 
Yeovil’s taunting words had broken the slumber. Life had been for Tony a hard 
school, in which right and wrong, high endeavour and good resolve, were 
untaught subjects; but there was a sterling something in him, just that something 
that helped poor street-scavenged men to die brave-fronted deaths in the trenches 
of Salamanca, that fired a handful of apprentice boys to shut the gates of Derry 
and stare unflinchingly at grim leaguer and starvation. It was just that nameless 
something that was lacking in the young musician, who stood at the further end 
of the room, bathed in a flood of compliment and congratulation, enjoying the 
honey-drops of his triumph. 

Luton pushed his way through the crowd and left the room, without troubling 
to take leave of his hostess. 

“What a strange young man,” exclaimed the Duchess; “now do take me into 
the next room,” she went on almost in the same breath, “I’m just dying for some 
iced coffee.” 

Yeovil escorted her through the throng of Ronnie-worshippers to the desired 
haven of refreshment. 

“Marvellous!” Mrs. Menteith-Mendlesohnn was exclaiming in ringing 
trumpet tones; “of course I always knew he could play, but this is not mere piano 
playing, it is tone-mastery, it is sound magic. Mrs. Yeovil has introduced us to a 
new star in the musical firmament. Do you know, I feel this afternoon just like 
Cortez, in the poem, gazing at the newly discovered sea.” 


“*Silent upon a peak in Darien,’” quoted a penetrating voice that could only 
belong to Joan Mardle; “I say, can any one picture Mrs. Menteith-Mendlesohnn 
silent on any peak or under any circumstances?” 

If any one had that measure of imagination, no one acknowledged the fact. 

“A great gift and a great responsibility,” Canon Mousepace was assuring the 
Gräfin; “the power of evoking sublime melody is akin to the power of 
awakening thought; a musician can appeal to dormant consciousness as the 
preacher can appeal to dormant conscience. It is a responsibility, an instrument 
for good or evil. Our young friend here, we may be sure, will use it as an 
instrument for good. He has, I feel certain, a sense of his responsibility.” 

“He is a nice boy,” said the Gräfin simply; “he has such pretty hair.” 

In one of the window recesses Rhapsodie Pantril was talking vaguely but 
beautifully to a small audience on the subject of chromatic chords; she had the 
advantage of knowing what she was talking about, an advantage that her 
listeners did not in the least share. “All through his playing there ran a tone-note 
of malachite green,” she declared recklessly, feeling safe from immediate 
contradiction; “malachite green, my colour — the colour of striving.” 

Having satisfied the ruling passion that demanded gentle and dextrous self- 
advertisement, she realised that the Augusta Smith in her craved refreshment, 
and moved with one of her over-awed admirers towards the haven where 
peaches and iced coffee might be considered a certainty. 

The refreshment alcove, which was really a good-sized room, a sort of 
chapel-of-ease to the larger drawing-room, was already packed with a crowd 
who felt that they could best discuss Ronnie’s triumph between mouthfuls of 
fruit salad and iced draughts of hock-cup. So brief is human glory that two or 
three independent souls had even now drifted from the theme of the moment on 
to other more personally interesting topics. 

“Iced mulberry salad, my dear, it’s a spécialité de la maison, so to speak; they 
say the roving husband brought the recipe from Astrakhan, or Seville, or some 
such outlandish place.” 

“T wish my husband would roam about a bit and bring back strange palatable 
dishes. No such luck, he’s got asthma and has to keep on a gravel soil with a 
south aspect and all sorts of other restrictions.” 

“T don’t think you’re to be pitied in the least; a husband with asthma is like a 
captive golf-ball, you can always put your hand on him when you want him.” 

“All the hangings, violette de Parme, all the furniture, rosewood. Nothing is 
to be played in it except Mozart. Mozart only. Some of my friends wanted me 
to have a replica of the Mozart statue at Vienna put up in a corner of the room, 


with flowers always around it, but I really couldn’t. I couldn’t. One is so tired 
of it, one sees it everywhere. I couldn’t do it. I’m like that, you know.” 

“Yes, I’ve secured the hero of the hour, Ronnie Storre, oh yes, rather. He’s 
going to join our yachting trip, third week of August. We’re going as far afield 
as Fiume, in the Adriatic — or is it the Ægean? Won’t it be jolly. Oh no, we’re 
not asking Mrs. Yeovil; it’s quite a small yacht you know — at least, it’s a small 
party.” 

The excellent von Tolb took her departure, bearing off with her the Landgraf, 
who had already settled the date and duration of Ronnie’s Christmas visit. 

“Tt will be dull, you know,” he warmed the prospective guest; “our Landtag 
will not be sitting, and what is a bear-garden without the bears? However, we 
haf some wildt schwein in our woods, we can show you some sport in that way.” 

Ronnie instantly saw himself in a well-fitting shooting costume, with a 
Tyrolese hat placed at a very careful angle on his head, but he confessed that the 
other details of boar-hunting were rather beyond him. 

With the departure of the von Tolb party Canon Mousepace gravitated 
decently but persistently towards a comer where the Duchess, still at concert 
pitch, was alternatively praising Ronnie’s performance and the mulberry salad. 
Joan Mardle, who formed one of the group, was not openly praising any one, but 
she was paying a silent tribute to the salad. 

“We were just talking about Ronnie Storre’s music, Canon,” said the 
Duchess; “I consider it just perfectly glorious.” 

“It’s a great talent, isn’t it, Canon,” put in Joan briskly, “and of course it’s a 
responsibility as well, don’t you think? Music can be such an influence, just as 
eloquence can; don’t you agree with me?” 

The quarry of the English language was of course a public property, but it 
was disconcerting to have one’s own particular barrow-load of sentence-building 
material carried off before one’s eyes. The Canon’s impressive homily on 
Ronnie’s gift and its possibilities had to be hastily whittled down to a weakly 
acquiescent, “Quite so, quite so.” 

“Have you tasted this iced mulberry salad, Canon?” asked the Duchess; “it’s 
perfectly luscious. Just hurry along and get some before it’s all gone.” 

And her Grace hurried along in an opposite direction, to thank Cicely for past 
favours and to express lively gratitude for the Tuesday to come. 

The guests departed, with a rather irritating slowness, for which perhaps the 
excellence of Cicely’s buffet arrangements was partly responsible. The great 
drawing-room seemed to grow larger and more oppressive as the human wave 
receded, and the hostess fled at last with some relief to the narrower limits of her 
writing-room and the sedative influences of a cigarette. She was inclined to be 


sorry for herself; the triumph of the afternoon had turned out much as she had 
predicted at lunch time. Her idol of onyx had not been swept from its pedestal, 
but the pedestal itself had an air of being packed up ready for transport to some 
other temple. Ronnie would be flattered and spoiled by half a hundred people, 
just because he could conjure sounds out of a keyboard, and Cicely felt no great 
incentive to go on flattering and spoiling him herself. And Ronnie would 
acquiesce in his dismissal with the good grace born of indifference — the surest 
guarantor of perfect manners. Already he had social engagements for the 
coming months in which she had no share; the drifting apart would be mutual. 
He had been an intelligent and amusing companion, and he had played the game 
as she had wished it to be played, without the fatigue of keeping up pretences 
which neither of them could have believed in. “Let us have a wonderfully good 
time together” had been the single stipulation in their unwritten treaty of 
comradeship, and they had had the good time. Their whole-hearted pursuit of 
material happiness would go on as keenly as before, but they would hunt in 
different company, that was all. Yes, that was all.... 

Cicely found the effect of her cigarette less sedative than she was disposed to 
exact. It might be necessary to change the brand. Some ten or eleven days later 
Yeovil read an announcement in the papers that, in spite of handsome offers of 
increased salary, Mr. Tony Luton, the original singer of the popular ditty 
“Eccleston Square,” had terminated his engagement with Messrs. Isaac 
Grosvenor and Leon Hebhardt of the Caravansery Theatre, and signed on as a 
deck hand in the Canadian Marine. 

Perhaps after all there had been some shred of glory amid the trumpet triumph 
of that July afternoon. 


CHAPTER XV: THE INTELLIGENT ANTICIPATOR OF 
WANTS 


Two of Yeovil’s London clubs, the two that he had been accustomed to frequent, 
had closed their doors after the catastrophe. One of them had perished from off 
the face of the earth, its fittings had been sold and its papers lay stored in some 
solicitor’s office, a tit-bit of material for the pen of some future historian. The 
other had transplanted itself to Delhi, whither it had removed its early Georgian 
furniture and its traditions, and sought to reproduce its St. James’s Street 
atmosphere as nearly as the conditions of a tropical Asiatic city would permit. 
There remained the Cartwheel, a considerably newer institution, which had 
sprung into existence somewhere about the time of Yeovil’s last sojourn in 
England; he had joined it on the solicitation of a friend who was interested in the 
venture, and his bankers had paid his subscription during his absence. As he had 
never been inside its doors there could be no depressing comparisons to make 
between its present state and aforetime glories, and Yeovil turned into its portals 
one afternoon with the adventurous detachment of a man who breaks new 
ground and challenges new experiences. 

He entered with a diffident sense of intrusion, conscious that his standing as a 
member might not be recognised by the keepers of the doors; in a moment, 
however, he realised that a rajah’s escort of elephants might almost have 
marched through the entrance hall and vestibule without challenge. The general 
atmosphere of the scene suggested a blend of the railway station at Cologne, the 
Hotel Bristol in any European capital, and the second act in most musical 
comedies. A score of brilliant and brilliantined pages decorated the foreground, 
while Hebraic-looking gentlemen, wearing tartan waistcoats of the clans of their 
adoption, flitted restlessly between the tape machines and telephone boxes. The 
army of occupation had obviously established a firm footing in the hospitable 
premises; a kaleidoscopic pattern of uniforms, sky-blue, indigo, and bottle- 
green, relieved the civilian attire of the groups that clustered in lounge and card 
rooms and corridors. Yeovil rapidly came to the conclusion that the joys of 
membership were not for him. He had turned to go, after a very cursory 
inspection of the premises and their human occupants, when he was hailed by a 
young man, dressed with strenuous neatness, whom he remembered having met 
in past days at the houses of one or two common friends. 

Hubert Herlton’s parents had brought him into the world, and some twenty- 
one years later had put him into a motor business. Having taken these 
pardonable liberties they had completely exhausted their ideas of what to do with 


him, and Hubert seemed unlikely to develop any ideas of his own on the 
subject. The motor business elected to conduct itself without his connivance; 
journalism, the stage, tomato culture (without capital), and other professions that 
could be entered on at short notice were submitted to his consideration by 
nimble-minded relations and friends. He listened to their suggestions with polite 
indifference, being rude only to a cousin who demonstrated how he might 
achieve a settled income of from two hundred to a thousand pounds a year by the 
propagation of mushrooms in a London basement. While his walk in life was 
still an undetermined promenade his parents died, leaving him with a carefully- 
invested income of thirty-seven pounds a year. At that point of his career 
Yeovil’s knowledge of him stopped short; the journey to Siberia had taken him 
beyond the range of Herlton’s domestic vicissitudes. 

The young man greeted him in a decidedly friendly manner. 

“T didn’t know you were a member here,” he exclaimed. 

“Tt’s the first time I’ve ever been in the club,” said Yeovil, “and I fancy it will 
be the last. There is rather too much of the fighting machine in evidence here. 
One doesn’t want a perpetual reminder of what has happened staring one in the 
face.” 

“We tried at first to keep the alien element out,” said Herlton apologetically, 
“but we couldn’t have carried on the club if we’d stuck to that line. You see 
we’d lost more than two-thirds of our old members so we couldn’t afford to be 
exclusive. As a matter of fact the whole thing was decided over our heads; a 
new syndicate took over the concern, and a new committee was installed, with a 
good many foreigners on it. I know it’s horrid having these uniforms flaunting 
all over the place, but what is one to do?” 

Yeovil said nothing, with the air of aman who could have said a great deal. 

“I suppose you wonder, why remain a member under those conditions?” 
continued Herlton. “Well, as far as I am concerned, a place like this is a 
necessity for me. In fact, it’s my profession, my source of income.” 

“Are you as good at bridge as all that?” asked Yeovil; “I’m a fairly successful 
player myself, but I should be sorry to have to live on my winnings, year in, year 
out.” 

“I don’t play cards,” said Herlton, “at least not for serious stakes. My 
winnings or losings wouldn’t come to a tenner in an average year. No, I live by 
commissions, by introducing likely buyers to would-be sellers.” 

“Sellers of what?” asked Yeovil. 

“Anything, everything; horses, yachts, old masters, plate, shootings, poultry- 
farms, week-end cottages, motor cars, almost anything you can think of. Look,” 


and he produced from his breast pocket a bulky note-book illusorily inscribed 
“engagements.” 

“Here,” he explained, tapping the book, “I’ve got a double entry of every 
likely client that I know, with a note of the things he may have to sell and the 
things he may want to buy. When it is something that he has for sale there are 
cross-references to likely purchasers of that particular line of article. I don’t 
limit myself to things that I actually know people to be in want of, I go further 
than that and have theories, carefully indexed theories, as to the things that 
people might want to buy. At the right moment, if I can get the opportunity, I 
mention the article that is in my mind’s eye to the possible purchaser who has 
also been in my mind’s eye, and I frequently bring off a sale. I started a chance 
acquaintance on a career of print-buying the other day merely by telling him of a 
couple of good prints that I knew of, that were to be had at a quite reasonable 
price; he is a man with more money than he knows what to do with, and he has 
laid out quite a lot on old prints since his first purchase. Most of his collection 
he has got through me, and of course I net a commission on each transaction. So 
you see, old man, how useful, not to say necessary, a club with a large 
membership is to me. The more mixed and socially chaotic it is, the more 
serviceable it is.” 

“Of course,” said Yeovil, “and I suppose, as a matter of fact, a good many of 
your clients belong to the conquering race.” 

“Well, you see, they are the people who have got the money,” said Herlton; “I 
don’t mean to say that the invading Germans are usually people of wealth, but 
while they live over here they escape the crushing taxation that falls on the 
British-born subject. They serve their country as soldiers, and we have to serve 
it in garrison money, ship money and so forth, besides the ordinary taxes of the 
State. The German shoulders the rifle, the Englishman has to shoulder 
everything else. That is what will help more than anything towards the gradual 
Germanising of our big towns; the comparatively lightly-taxed German 
workman over here will have a much bigger spending power and purchasing 
power than his heavily taxed English neighbour. The public-houses, bars, 
eating-houses, places of amusement and so forth, will come to cater more and 
more for money-yielding German patronage. The stream of British emigration 
will swell rather than diminish, and the stream of Teuton immigration will be 
equally persistent and progressive. Yes, the military-service ordinance was a 
cunning stroke on the part of that old fox, von Kwarl. As a civilian statesman he 
is far and away cleverer than Bismarck was; he smothers with a feather-bed 
where Bismarck would have tried to smash with a sledge-hammer.” 


“Have you got me down on your list of noteworthy people?” asked Yeovil, 
turning the drift of the conversation back to the personal topic. 

“Certainly I have,” said Herlton, turning the pages of his pocket directory to 
the letter Y. “As soon as I knew you were back in England I made several 
entries concerning you. In the first place it was possible that you might have a 
volume on Siberian travel and natural history notes to publish, and I’ve cross- 
referenced you to a publisher I know who rather wants books of that sort on his 
list.” 

“T may tell you at once that I’ve no intentions in that direction,” said Yeovil, 
in some amusement. 

“Just as well,” said Herlton cheerfully, scribbling a hieroglyphic in his book; 
“that branch of business is rather outside my line — too little in it, and the 
gratitude of author and publisher for being introduced to one another is usually 
short-lived. A more serious entry was the item that if you were wintering in 
England you would be looking out for a hunter or two. You used to hunt with 
the East Wessex, I remember; I’ve got just the very animal that will suit that 
country, ready waiting for you. A beautiful clean jumper. I’ve put it over a 
fence or two myself, and you and I ride much the same weight. A stiffish price 
is being asked for it, but I’ve got the letters D.O. after your name.” 

“In Heaven’s name,” said Yeovil, now openly grinning, “before I die of 
curiosity tell me what D.O. stands for.” 

“Tt means some one who doesn’t object to pay a good price for anything that 
really suits him. There are some people of course who won’t consider a thing 
unless they can get it for about a third of what they imagine to be its market 
value. I’ve got another suggestion down against you in my book; you may not 
be staying in the country at all, you may be clearing out in disgust at existing 
conditions. In that case you would be selling a lot of things that you wouldn’t 
want to cart away with you. That involves another set of entries and a whole lot 
of cross references.” 

“I’m afraid I’ve given you a lot of trouble,” said Yeovil drily. 

“Not at all,” said Herlton, “but it would simplify matters if we take it for 
granted that you are going to stay here, for this winter anyhow, and are looking 
out for hunters. Can you lunch with me here on Wednesday, and come and look 
at the animal afterwards? It’s only thirty-five minutes by train. It will take us 
longer if we motor. There is a two-fifty-three from Charing Cross that we could 
catch comfortably.” 

“If you are going to persuade me to hunt in the East Wessex country this 
season,” said Yeovil, “you must find me a convenient hunting box somewhere 
down there.” 


“I have found it,” said Herlton, whipping out a stylograph, and hastily 
scribbling an “order to view” on a card; “central as possible for all the meets, 
grand stabling accommodation, excellent water-supply, big bathroom, game 
larder, cellarage, a bakehouse if you want to bake your own bread—” 

“Any land with it?” 

“Not enough to be a nuisance. An acre or two of paddock and about the same 
of garden. You are fond of wild things; a wood comes down to the edge of the 
garden, a wood that harbours owls and buzzards and kestrels.” 

“Have you got all those details in your book?” asked Yeovil; “‘wood 
adjoining property, O.B.K.’” 

“T keep those details in my head,” said Herlton, “but they are quite reliable.” 

“T shall insist on something substantial off the rent if there are no buzzards,” 
said Yeovil; “now that you have mentioned them they seem an indispensable 
accessory to any decent hunting-box. Look,” he exclaimed, catching sight of a 
plump middle-aged individual, crossing the vestibule with an air of restrained 
importance, “there goes the delectable Pitherby. Does he come on your books at 
all>” 

“T should say!” exclaimed Herlton fervently. “The delectable P. nourishes 
expectations of a barony or viscounty at an early date. Most of his life has been 
spent in streets and squares, with occasional migrations to the esplanades of 
fashionable watering-places or the gravelled walks of country house gardens. 
Now that noblesse is about to impose its obligations on him, quite a new 
catalogue of wants has sprung into his mind. There are things that a plain 
esquire may leave undone without causing scandalised remark, but a fiercer light 
beats on a baron. Trigger-pulling is one of the obligations. Up to the present 
Pitherby has never hit a partridge in anger, but this year he has commissioned 
me to rent him a deer forest. Some pedigree Herefords for his ‘home farm’ was 
another commission, and a dozen and a half swans for a swannery. The 
swannery, I may say, was my idea; I said once in his hearing that it gave a 
baronial air to an estate; you see I knew a man who had got a lot of surplus swan 
stock for sale. Now Pitherby wants a heronry as well. I’ve put him in 
communication with a client of mine who suffers from superfluous herons, but 
of course I can’t guarantee that the birds’ nesting arrangements will fall in with 
his territorial requirement. I’m getting him some carp, too, of quite respectable 
age, for a carp pond; I thought it would look so well for his lady-wife to be 
discovered by interviewers feeding the carp with her own fair hands, and I put 
the same idea into Pitherby’s mind.” 

“I had no idea that so many things were necessary to endorse a patent of 
nobility,” said Yeovil. “If there should be any miscarriage in the bestowal of the 


honour at least Pitherby will have absolved himself from any charge of 
contributory negligence.” 

“Shall we say Wednesday, here, one o’clock, lunch first, and go down and 
look at the horse afterwards?” said Herlton, returning to the matter in hand. 

Yeovil hesitated, then he nodded his head. 

“There is no harm in going to look at the animal,” he said. 


CHAPTER XVI: SUNRISE 


Mrs. Kerrick sat at a little teak-wood table in the verandah of a low-pitched teak- 
built house that stood on the steep slope of a brown hillside. Her youngest child, 
with the grave natural dignity of nine-year old girlhood, maintained a correct but 
observant silence, looking carefully yet unobtrusively after the wants of the one 
guest, and checking from time to time the incursions of ubiquitous ants that were 
obstinately disposed to treat the table-cloth as a foraging ground. The wayfaring 
visitor, who was experiencing a British blend of Eastern hospitality, was a 
French naturalist, travelling thus far afield in quest of feathered specimens to 
enrich the aviaries of a bird-collecting Balkan King. On the previous evening, 
while shrugging his shoulders and unloosing his vocabulary over the meagre 
accommodation afforded by the native rest-house, he had been enchanted by 
receiving an invitation to transfer his quarters to the house on the hillside, where 
he found not only a pleasant-voiced hostess and some drinkable wine, but three 
brown-skinned English youngsters who were able to give him a mass of 
intelligent first-hand information about the bird life of the region. And now, at 
the early morning breakfast, ere yet the sun was showing over the rim of the 
brown-baked hills, he was learning something of the life of the little community 
he had chanced on. “I was in these parts many years ago,” explained the hostess, 
“when my husband was alive and had an appointment out here. It is a healthy 
hill district and I had pleasant memories of the place, so when it became 
necessary, well, desirable let us say, to leave our English home and find a new 
one, it occurred to me to bring my boys and my little girl here — my eldest girl 
is at school in Paris. Labour is cheap here and I try my hand at farming in a 
small way. Of course it is very different work to just superintending the dairy 
and poultry-yard arrangements of an English country estate. There are so many 
things, insect ravages, bird depredations, and so on, that one only knows on a 
small scale in England, that happen here in wholesale fashion, not to mention 
droughts and torrential rains and other tropical visitations. And then the 
domestic animals are so disconcertingly different from the ones one has been 
used to; humped cattle never seem to behave in the way that straight-backed 
cattle would, and goats and geese and chickens are not a bit the same here that 
they are in Europe — and of course the farm servants are utterly unlike the same 
class in England. One has to unlearn a good deal of what one thought one knew 
about stock-keeping and agriculture, and take note of the native ways of doing 
things; they are primitive and unenterprising of course, but they have an 


accumulated store of experience behind them, and one has to tread warily in 
initiating improvements.” 

The Frenchman looked round at the brown sun-scorched hills, with the dusty 
empty road showing here and there in the middle distance and other brown sun- 
scorched hills rounding off the scene; he looked at the lizards on the verandah 
walls, at the jars for keeping the water cool, at the numberless little insect-bored 
holes in the furniture, at the heat-drawn lines on his hostess’s comely face. 
Notwithstanding his present wanderings he had a Frenchman’s strong homing 
instinct, and he marvelled to hear this lady, who should have been a lively and 
popular figure in the social circle of some English county town, talking serenely 
of the ways of humped cattle and native servants. 

“And your children, how do they like the change?” he asked. 

“Tt is healthy up here among the hills,” said the mother, also looking round at 
the landscape and thinking doubtless of a very different scene; “they have an 
outdoor life and plenty of liberty. They have their ponies to ride, and there is a 
lake up above us that is a fine place for them to bathe and boat in; the three boys 
are there now, having their morning swim. The eldest is sixteen and he is 
allowed to have a gun, and there is some good wild fowl shooting to be had in 
the reed beds at the further end of the lake. I think that part of the joy of his 
shooting expeditions lies in the fact that many of the duck and plover that he 
comes across belong to the same species that frequent our English moors and 
rivers.” 

It was the first hint that she had given of a wistful sense of exile, the yearning 
for other skies, the message that a dead bird’s plumage could bring across rolling 
seas and scorching plains. 

“And the education of your boys, how do you manage for that?” asked the 
visitor. 

“There is a young tutor living out in these wilds,” said Mrs. Kerrick; “he was 
assistant master at a private school in Scotland, but it had to be given up when 
— when things changed; so many of the boys left the country. He came out to 
an uncle who has a small estate eight miles from here, and three days in the 
week he rides over to teach my boys, and three days he goes to another family 
living in the opposite direction. To-day he is due to come here. It is a great 
boon to have such an opportunity for getting the boys educated, and of course it 
helps him to earn a living.” 

“And the society of the place?” asked the Frenchman. 

His hostess laughed. 

“I must admit it has to be looked for with a strong pair of field-glasses,” she 
said; “it is almost as difficult to get a good bridge four together as it would have 


been to get up a tennis tournament or a subscription dance in our particular 
comer of England. One has to ignore distances and forget fatigue if one wants to 
be gregarious even on a limited scale. There are one or two officials who are our 
chief social mainstays, but the difficulty is to muster the few available souls 
under the same roof at the same moment. A road will be impassable in one 
quarter, a pony will be lame in another, a stress of work will prevent some one 
else from coming, and another may be down with a touch of fever. When my 
little girl gave a birthday party here her only little girl guest had come twelve 
miles to attend it. The Forest officer happened to drop in on us that evening, so 
we felt quite festive.” 

The Frenchman’s eyes grew round in wonder. He had once thought that the 
capital city of a Balkan kingdom was the uttermost limit of social desolation, 
viewed from a Parisian standpoint, and there at any rate one could get café 
chantant, tennis, picnic parties, an occasional theatre performance by a foreign 
troupe, now and then a travelling circus, not to speak of Court and diplomatic 
functions of a more or less sociable character. Here, it seemed, one went a day’s 
journey to reach an evening’s entertainment, and the chance arrival of a tired 
official took on the nature of a festivity. He looked round again at the rolling 
stretches of brown hills; before he had regarded them merely as the background 
to this little shut-away world, now he saw that they were foreground as well. 
They were everything, there was nothing else. And again his glance travelled to 
the face of his hostess, with its bright, pleasant eyes and smiling mouth. 

“And you live here with your children,” he said, “here in this wilderness? 
You leave England, you leave everything, for this?” 

His hostess rose and took him over to the far side of the verandah. The 
beginnings of a garden were spread out before them, with young fruit trees and 
flowering shrubs, and bushes of pale pink roses. Exuberant tropical growths 
were interspersed with carefully tended vestiges of plants that had evidently 
been brought from a more temperate climate, and had not borne the transition 
well. Bushes and trees and shrubs spread away for some distance, to where the 
ground rose in a small hillock and then fell away abruptly into bare hillside. 

“In all this garden that you see,” said the Englishwoman, “there is one tree 
that is sacred.” 

“A tree?” said the Frenchman. 

“A tree that we could not grow in England.” 

The Frenchman followed the direction of her eyes and saw a tall, bare pole at 
the summit of the hillock. At the same moment the sun came over the hilltops in 
a deep, orange glow, and a new light stole like magic over the brown landscape. 
And, as if they had timed their arrival to that exact moment of sunburst, three 


brown-faced boys appeared under the straight, bare pole. A cord shivered and 
flapped, and something ran swiftly up into the air, and swung out in the breeze 
that blew across the hills — a blue flag with red and white crosses. The three 
boys bared their heads and the small girl on the verandah steps stood rigidly to 
attention. Far away down the hill, a young man, cantering into view round a 
corner of the dusty road, removed his hat in loyal salutation. 

“That is why we live out here,” said the Englishwoman quietly. 


CHAPTER XVII: THE EVENT OF THE SEASON 


In the first swelter room of the new Osmanli Baths in Cork Street four or five 
recumbent individuals, in a state of moist nudity and self-respecting inertia, were 
smoking cigarettes or making occasional pretence of reading damp newspapers. 
A glass wall with a glass door shut them off from the yet more torrid regions of 
the further swelter chambers; another glass partition disclosed the dimly-lit vault 
where other patrons of the establishment had arrived at the stage of being 
pounded and kneaded and sluiced by Oriental-looking attendants. The splashing 
and trickling of taps, the flip-flap of wet slippers on a wet floor, and the low 
murmur of conversation, filtered through glass doors, made an appropriately 
drowsy accompaniment to the scene. 

A new-comer fluttered into the room, beamed at one of the occupants, and 
settled himself with an air of elaborate languor in a long canvas chair. Cornelian 
Valpy was a fair young man, with perpetual surprise impinged on his 
countenance, and a chin that seemed to have retired from competition with the 
rest of his features. The beam of recognition that he had given to his friend or 
acquaintance subsided into a subdued but lingering simper. 

“What is the matter?” drawled his neighbour lazily, dropping the end of a 
cigarette into a small bowl of water, and helping himself from a silver case on 
the table at his side. 

“Matter?” said Cornelian, opening wide a pair of eyes in which unhealthy 
intelligence seemed to struggle in undetermined battle with utter vacuity; “why 
should you suppose that anything is the matter?” 

“When you wear a look of idiotic complacency in a Turkish bath,” said the 
other, “it is the more noticeable from the fact that you are wearing nothing else.” 

“Were you at the Shalem House dance last night?” asked Cornelian, by way 
of explaining his air of complacent retrospection. 

“No,” said the other, “but I feel as if I had been; I’ve been reading columns 
about it in the Dawn.” 

“The last event of the season,” said Cornelian, “and quite one of the most 
amusing and lively functions that there have been.” 

“So the Dawn said; but then, as Shalem practically owns and controls that 
paper, its favourable opinion might be taken for granted.” 

“The whole idea of the Revel was quite original,” said Cornelian, who was 
not going to have his personal narrative of the event forestalled by anything that 
a newspaper reporter might have given to the public; “a certain number of guests 
went as famous personages in the world’s history, and each one was 


accompanied by another guest typifying the prevailing characteristic of that 
personage. One man went as Julius Cesar, for instance, and had a girl typifying 
ambition as his shadow, another went as Louis the Eleventh, and his companion 
personified superstition. Your shadow had to be someone of the opposite sex, 
you see, and every alternate dance throughout the evening you danced with your 
shadow-partner. Quite a clever idea; young Graf von Schnatelstein is supposed 
to have invented it.” 

“New York will be deeply beholden to him,” said the other; “shadow-dances, 
with all manner of eccentric variations, will be the rage there for the next 
eighteen months.” 

“Some of the costumes were really sumptuous,” continued Cornelian; “the 
Duchess of Dreyshire was magnificent as Aholibah, you never saw so many 
jewels on one person, only of course she didn’t look dark enough for the 
character; she had Billy Carnset for her shadow, representing Unspeakable 
Depravity.” 

“How on earth did he manage that?” 

“Oh, a blend of Beardsley and Bakst as far as get-up and costume, and of 
course his own personality counted for a good deal. Quite one of the successes 
of the evening was Leutnant von Gabelroth, as George Washington, with Joan 
Mardle as his shadow, typifying Inconvenient Candour. He put her down 
officially as Truthfulness, but every one had heard the other version.” 

“Good for the Gabelroth, though he does belong to the invading Horde; it’s 
not often that any one scores off Joan.” 

“Another blaze of magnificence was the loud-voiced Bessimer woman, as the 
Goddess Juno, with peacock tails and opals all over her; she had Ronnie Storre 
to represent Green-eyed Jealousy. Talking of Ronnie Storre and of jealousy, you 
will naturally wonder whom Mrs. Yeovil went with. I forget what her costume 
was, but she’d got that dark-headed youth with her that she’s been trotting round 
everywhere the last few days.” 

Cornelian’s neighbour kicked him furtively on the shin, and frowned in the 
direction of a dark-haired youth reclining in an adjacent chair. The youth in 
question rose from his seat and stalked into the further swelter room. 

“So clever of him to go into the furnace room,” said the unabashed Cornelian; 
“now if he turns scarlet all over we shall never know how much is 
embarrassment and how much is due to the process of being boiled. La Yeovil 
hasn’t done badly by the exchange; he’s better looking than Ronnie.” 

“I see that Pitherby went as Frederick the Great,” said Cornelian’s neighbour, 
fingering a sheet of the Dawn. 


“Isn’t that exactly what one would have expected Pitherby to do?” said 
Cornelian. “He’s so desperately anxious to announce to all whom it may 
concern that he has written a life of that hero. He had an uninspiring-looking 
woman with him, supposed to represent Military Genius.” 

“The Spirit of Advertisement would have been more appropriate,” said the 
other. 

“The opening scene of the Revel was rather effective,” continued Cornelian; 
“all the Shadow people reclined in the dimly-lit centre of the ballroom in an 
indistinguishable mass, and the human characters marched round the illuminated 
sides of the room to solemn processional music. Every now and then a shadow 
would detach itself from the mass, hail its partner by name, and glide out to join 
him or her in the procession. Then, when the last shadows had found their mates 
and every one was partnered, the lights were turned up in a blaze, the orchestra 
crashed out a whirl of nondescript dance music, and people just let themselves 
go. It was Pandemonium. Afterwards every one strutted about for half an hour 
or so, showing themselves off, and then the legitimate programme of dances 
began. There were some rather amusing incidents throughout the evening. One 
set of lancers was danced entirely by the Seven Deadly Sins and their human 
exemplars; of course seven couples were not sufficient to make up the set, so 
they had to bring in an eighth sin, I forget what it was.” 

“The sin of Patriotism would have been rather appropriate, considering who 
were giving the dance,” said the other. 

“Hush!” exclaimed Cornelian nervously. “You don’t know who may 
overhear you in a place like this. You’ll get yourself into trouble.” 

“Wasn’t there some rather daring new dance of the ‘bunny-hug’ variety?” 
asked the indiscreet one. 

“The ‘Cubby-Cuddle,’” said Cornelian; “three or four adventurous couples 
danced it towards the end of the evening.” 

“The Dawn says that without being strikingly new it was strikingly modern.” 

“The best description I can give of it,” said Cornelian, “is summed up in the 
comment of the Gräfin von Tolb when she saw it being danced: ‘if they really 
love each other I suppose it doesn’t matter.’ By the way,” he added with 
apparent indifference, “is there any detailed account of my costume in the 
Dawn?” 

His companion laughed cynically. 

“As if you hadn’t read everything that the Dawn and the other morning papers 
have to say about the ball hours ago.” 


“The naked truth should be avoided in a Turkish bath,” said Cornelian; 
“kindly assume that I’ve only had time to glance at the weather forecast and the 
news from China.” 

“Oh, very well,” said the other; “your costume isn’t described; you simply 
come amid a host of others as ‘Mr. Cornelian Valpy, resplendent as the Emperor 
Nero; with him Miss Kate Lerra, typifying Insensate Vanity.” Many hard things 
have been said of Nero, but his unkindest critics have never accused him of 
resembling you in feature. Until some very clear evidence is produced I shall 
refuse to believe it.” 

Cornelian was proof against these shafts; leaning back gracefully in his chair 
he launched forth into that detailed description of his last night’s attire which the 
Dawn had so unaccountably failed to supply. 

“T wore a tunic of white Nepaulese silk, with a collar of pearls, real pearls. 
Round my waist I had a girdle of twisted serpents in beaten gold, studded all 
over with amethysts. My sandals were of gold, laced with scarlet thread, and I 
had seven bracelets of gold on each arm. Round my head I had a wreath of 
golden laurel leaves set with scarlet berries, and hanging over my left shoulder 
was a Silk robe of mulberry purple, broidered with the signs of the zodiac in gold 
and scarlet; I had it made specially for the occasion. At my side I had an ivory- 
sheathed dagger, with a green jade handle, hung in a green Cordova leather—” 

At this point of the recital his companion rose softly, flung his cigarette end 
into the little water-bowl, and passed into the further swelter room. Cornelian 
Valpy was left, still clothed in a look of ineffable complacency, still engaged, in 
all probability, in reclothing himself in the finery of the previous evening. 


CHAPTER XVIII: THE DEAD WHO DO NOT UNDERSTAND 


The pale light of a November afternoon faded rapidly into the dusk of a 
November evening. Far over the countryside housewives put up their cottage 
shutters, lit their lamps, and made the customary remark that the days were 
drawing in. In barn yards and poultry-runs the greediest pullets made a final 
tour of inspection, picking up the stray remaining morsels of the evening meal, 
and then, with much scrambling and squawking, sought the places on the 
roosting-pole that they thought should belong to them. Labourers working in 
yard and field began to turn their thoughts homeward or tavernward as the case 
might be. And through the cold squelching slush of a water-logged meadow a 
weary, bedraggled, but unbeaten fox stiffly picked his way, climbed a high 
bramble-grown bank, and flung himself into the sheltering labyrinth of a 
stretching tangle of woods. The pack of fierce-mouthed things that had rattled 
him from copse and gorse-cover, along fallow and plough, hedgerow and 
wooded lane, for nigh on an hour, and had pressed hard on his life for the last 
few minutes, receded suddenly into the background of his experiences. The 
cold, wet meadow, the thick mask of woods, and the oncoming dusk had stayed 
the chase — and the fox had outstayed it. In a short time he would fall 
mechanically to licking off some of the mud that caked on his weary pads; in a 
shorter time horsemen and hounds would have drawn off kennelward and 
homeward. 

Yeovil rode through the deepening twilight, relying chiefly on his horse to 
find its way in the network of hedge-bordered lanes that presumably led to a 
high road or to some human habitation. He was desperately tired after his day’s 
hunting, a legacy of weakness that the fever had bequeathed to him, but even 
though he could scarcely sit upright in his saddle his mind dwelt complacently 
on the day’s sport and looked forward to the snug cheery comfort that awaited 
him at his hunting box. There was a charm, too, even for a tired man, in the 
eerie stillness of the lone twilight land through which he was passing, a grey 
shadow-hung land which seemed to have been emptied of all things that 
belonged to the daytime, and filled with a lurking, moving life of which one 
knew nothing beyond the sense that it was there. There, and very near. If there 
had been wood-gods and wicked-eyed fauns in the sunlit groves and hill sides of 
old Hellas, surely there were watchful, living things of kindred mould in this 
dusk-hidden wilderness of field and hedge and coppice. 

It was Yeovil’s third or fourth day with the hounds, without taking into 
account a couple of mornings’ cub-hunting. Already he felt that he had been 


doing nothing different from this all his life. His foreign travels, his illness, his 
recent weeks in London, they were part of a tapestried background that had very 
slight and distant connection with his present existence. Of the future he tried to 
think with greater energy and determination. For this winter, at any rate, he 
would hunt and do a little shooting, entertain a few of his neighbours and make 
friends with any congenial fellow-sportsmen who might be within reach. Next 
year things would be different; he would have had time to look round him, to 
regain something of his aforetime vigour of mind and body. Next year, when the 
hunting season was over, he would set about finding out whether there was any 
nobler game for him to take a hand in. He would enter into correspondence with 
old friends who had gone out into the tropics and the backwoods — he would do 
something. 

So he told himself, but he knew thoroughly well that he had found his level. 
He had ceased to struggle against the fascination of his present surroundings. 
The slow, quiet comfort and interest of country life appealed with enervating 
force to the man whom death had half conquered. The pleasures of the chase, 
well-provided for in every detail, and dovetailed in with the assured luxury of a 
well-ordered, well-staffed establishment, were exactly what he wanted and 
exactly what his life down here afforded him. He was experiencing, too, that 
passionate recurring devotion to an old loved scene that comes at times to men 
who have travelled far and willingly up and down the world. He was very much 
at home. The alien standard floating over Buckingham Palace, the Crown of 
Charlemagne on public buildings and official documents, the grey ships of war 
riding in Plymouth Bay and Southampton Water with a flag at their stern that 
older generations of Britons had never looked on, these things seemed far away 
and inconsequent amid the hedgerows and woods and fallows of the East 
Wessex country. Horse and hound-craft, harvest, game broods, the planting and 
felling of timber, the rearing and selling of stock, the letting of grasslands, the 
care of fisheries, the up-keep of markets and fairs, they were the things that 
immediately mattered. And Yeovil saw himself, in moments of disgust and self- 
accusation, settling down into this life of rustic littleness, concerned over the late 
nesting of a partridge or the defective draining of a loose-box, hugely busy over 
affairs that a gardener’s boy might grapple with, ignoring the struggle-cry that 
went up, low and bitter and wistful, from a dethroned dispossessed race, in 
whose glories he had gloried, in whose struggle he lent no hand. In what way, 
he asked himself in such moments, would his life be better than the life of that 
parody of manhood who upholstered his rooms with art hangings and rosewood 
furniture and babbled over the effect? 


The lanes seemed interminable and without aim or object except to bisect one 
another; gates and gaps disclosed nothing in the way of a landmark, and the 
night began to draw down in increasing shades of darkness. Presently, however, 
the tired horse quickened its pace, swung round a sharp corner into a broader 
roadway, and stopped with an air of thankful expectancy at the low doorway of a 
wayside inn. A cheerful glow of light streamed from the windows and door, and 
a brighter glare came from the other side of the road, where a large motorcar was 
being got ready for an immediate start. Yeovil tumbled stiffly out of his saddle, 
and in answer to the loud rattle of his hunting crop on the open door the 
innkeeper and two or three hangers-on hurried out to attend to the wants of man 
and beast. Flour and water for the horse and something hot for himself were 
Yeovil’s first concern, and then he began to clamour for geographical 
information. He was rather dismayed to find that the cumulative opinions of 
those whom he consulted, and of several others who joined unbidden in the 
discussion, placed his destination at nothing nearer than nine miles. Nine miles 
of dark and hilly country road for a tired man on a tired horse assumed 
enormous, far-stretching proportions, and although he dimly remembered that he 
had asked a guest to dinner for that evening he began to wonder whether the 
wayside inn possessed anything endurable in the way of a bedroom. The 
landlord interrupted his desperate speculations with a really brilliant effort of 
suggestion. There was a gentleman in the bar, he said, who was going in a 
motorcar in the direction for which Yeovil was bound, and who would no doubt 
be willing to drop him at his destination; the gentleman had also been out with 
the hounds. Yeovil’s horse could be stabled at the inn and fetched home by a 
groom the next morning. A hurried embassy to the bar parlour resulted in the 
news that the motorist would be delighted to be of assistance to a fellow- 
sportsman. Yeovil gratefully accepted the chance that had so obligingly come 
his way, and hastened to superintend the housing of his horse in its night’s 
quarters. When he had duly seen to the tired animal’s comfort and foddering he 
returned to the roadway, where a young man in hunting garb and a livened 
chauffeur were standing by the side of the waiting car. 

“T am so very pleased to be of some use to you, Mr. Yeovil,” said the car- 
owner, with a polite bow, and Yeovil recognised the young Leutnant von 
Gabelroth, who had been present at the musical afternoon at Berkshire Street. 
He had doubtless seen him at the meet that morning, but in his hunting kit he had 
escaped his observation. 

“T, too, have been out with the hounds,” the young man continued; “I have 
left my horse at the Crow and Sceptre at Dolford. You are living at Black Dene, 
are you not? I can take you right past your door, it is all on my way.” 


Yeovil hung back for a moment, overwhelmed with vexation and 
embarrassment, but it was too late to cancel the arrangement he had unwittingly 
entered into, and he was constrained to put himself under obligation to the young 
officer with the best grace he could muster. After all, he reflected, he had met 
him under his own roof as his wife’s guest. He paid his reckoning to mine host, 
tipped the stable lad who had helped him with his horse, and took his place 
beside von Gabelroth in the car. 

As they glided along the dark roadway and the young German reeled off a 
string of comments on the incidents of the day’s sport, Yeovil lay back amid his 
comfortable wraps and weighed the measure of his humiliation. It was Cicely’s 
gospel that one should know what one wanted in life and take good care that one 
got what one wanted. Could he apply that test of achievement to his own life? 
Was this what he really wanted to be doing, pursuing his uneventful way as a 
country squire, sharing even his sports and pastimes with men of the nation that 
had conquered and enslaved his Fatherland? 

The car slackened its pace somewhat as they went through a small hamlet, 
past a schoolhouse, past a rural police-station with the new monogram over its 
notice-board, past a church with a little tree-grown graveyard. There, in a 
comer, among wild-rose bushes and tall yews, lay some of Yeovil’s own 
kinsfolk, who had lived in these parts and hunted and found life pleasant in the 
days that were not so very long ago. Whenever he went past that quiet little 
gathering-place of the dead Yeovil was wont to raise his hat in mute affectionate 
salutation to those who were now only memories in his family; to-night he 
somehow omitted the salute and turned his head the other way. It was as though 
the dead of his race saw and wondered. 

Three or four months ago the thing he was doing would have seemed an 
impossibility, now it was actually happening; he was listening to the gay, 
courteous, tactful chatter of his young companion, laughing now and then at 
some joking remark, answering some question of interest, learning something of 
hunting ways and traditions in von Gabelroth’s own country. And when the car 
turned in at the gate of the hunting lodge and drew up at the steps the laws of 
hospitality demanded that Yeovil should ask his benefactor of the road to come 
in for a few minutes and drink something a little better than the wayside inn had 
been able to supply. The young officer spent the best part of a half hour in 
Yeovil’s snuggery, examining and discussing the trophies of rifle and collecting 
gun that covered the walls. He had a good knowledge of woodcraft, and the 
beasts and birds of Siberian forests and North African deserts were to him new 
pages in a familiar book. Yeovil found himself discoursing eagerly with his 
chance guest on the European distribution and local variation of such and such a 


species, recounting peculiarities in its habits and incidents of its pursuit and 
capture. If the cold observant eyes of Lady Shalem could have rested on the 
scene she would have hailed it as another root-fibre thrown out by the fait 
accompli. 

Yeovil closed the hall door on his departing visitor, and closed his mind on 
the crowd of angry and accusing thoughts that were waiting to intrude 
themselves. His valet had already got his bath in readiness and in a few minutes 
the tired huntsman was forgetting weariness and the consciousness of outside 
things in the languorous abandonment that steam and hot water induce. Brain 
and limbs seemed to lay themselves down in a contented waking sleep, the world 
that was beyond the bathroom walls dropped away into a far unreal distance; 
only somewhere through the steam clouds pierced a hazy consciousness that a 
dinner, well chosen, was being well cooked, and would presently be well served 
— and right well appreciated. That was the lure to drag the bather away from 
the Nirvana land of warmth and steam. The stimulating after-effect of the bath 
took its due effect, and Yeovil felt that he was now much less tired and 
enormously hungry. A cheery fire burned in his dressing-room and a lively 
black kitten helped him to dress, and incidentally helped him to require a new 
tassel to the cord of his dressing-gown. As he finished his toilet and the kitten 
finished its sixth and most notable attack on the tassel a ring was heard at the 
front door, and a moment later a loud, hearty, and unmistakably hungry voice 
resounded in the hall. It belonged to the local doctor, who had also taken part in 
the day’s run and had been bidden to enliven the evening meal with the 
entertainment of his inexhaustible store of sporting and social reminiscences. He 
knew the countryside and the countryfolk inside out, and he was a living 
unwritten chronicle of the East Wessex hunt. His conversation seemed exactly 
the right accompaniment to the meal; his stories brought glimpses of wet 
hedgerows, stiff ploughlands, leafy spinneys and muddy brooks in among the 
rich old Worcester and Georgian silver of the dinner service, the glow and 
crackle of the wood fire, the pleasant succession of well-cooked dishes and 
mellow wines. The world narrowed itself down again to a warm, drowsy- 
scented dining-room, with a productive hinterland of kitchen and cellar beyond 
it, and beyond that an important outer world of loose box and harness-room and 
stable-yard; further again a dark hushed region where pheasants roosted and 
owls flitted and foxes prowled. 

Yeovil sat and listened to story after story of the men and women and horses 
of the neighbourhood; even the foxes seemed to have a personality, some of 
them, and a personal history. It was a little like Hans Andersen, he decided, and 
a little like the Reminiscences of an Irish R.M., and perhaps just a little like some 


of the more probable adventures of Baron Munchausen. The newer stories were 
evidently true to the smallest detail, the earlier ones had altered somewhat in 
repetition, as plants and animals vary under domestication. 

And all the time there was one topic that was never touched on. Of half the 
families mentioned it was necessary to add the qualifying information that they 
“used to live” at such and such a place; the countryside knew them no longer. 
Their properties were for sale or had already passed into the hands of strangers. 
But neither man cared to allude to the grinning shadow that sat at the feast and 
sent an icy chill now and again through the cheeriest jest and most jovial story. 
The brisk run with the hounds that day had stirred and warmed their pulses; it 
was an evening for comfortable forgetting. Later that night, in the stillness of his 
bedroom, with the dwindling noises of a retiring household dropping off one by 
one into ordered silence, a door shutting here, a fire being raked out there, the 
thoughts that had been held away came crowding in. The body was tired, but the 
brain was not, and Yeovil lay awake with his thoughts for company. The world 
grew suddenly wide again, filled with the significance of things that mattered, 
held by the actions of men that mattered. Hunting-box and stable and gun-room 
dwindled to a mere pin-point in the universe, there were other larger, more 
absorbing things on which the mind dwelt. There was the grey cold sea outside 
Dover and Portsmouth and Cork, where the great grey ships of war rocked and 
swung with the tides, where the sailors sang, in doggerel English, that bitter- 
sounding adaptation, “Germania rules t’e waves,” where the flag of a World- 
Power floated for the world to see. And in oven-like cities of India there were 
men who looked out at the white sun-glare, the heat-baked dust, the welter of 
crowded streets, who listened to the unceasing chorus of harsh-throated crows, 
the strident creaking of cart-wheels, the buzz and drone of insect swarms and the 
rattle call of the tree lizards; men whose thoughts went hungrily to the cool grey 
skies and wet turf and moist ploughlands of an English hunting country, men 
whose memories listened yearningly to the music of a deep-throated hound and 
the call of a game-bird in the stubble. Yeovil had secured for himself the 
enjoyment of the things for which these men hungered; he had known what he 
wanted in life, slowly and with hesitation, yet nevertheless surely, he had arrived 
at the achievement of his unconfessed desires. Here, installed under his own 
roof-tree, with as good horseflesh in his stable as man could desire, with sport 
lying almost at his door, with his wife ready to come down and help him to 
entertain his neighbours, Murrey Yeovil had found the life that he wanted — and 
was accursed in his own eyes. He argued with himself, and palliated and 
explained, but he knew why he had turned his eyes away that evening from the 
little graveyard under the trees; one cannot explain things to the dead. 


CHAPTER XIX: THE LITTLE FOXES 


“Take us the foxes, the little foxes, that spoil the vines” 

On a warm and sunny May afternoon, some ten months since Yeovil’s return 
from his Siberian wanderings and sickness, Cicely sat at a small table in the 
open-air restaurant in Hyde Park, finishing her after-luncheon coffee and 
listening to the meritorious performance of the orchestra. Opposite her sat Larry 
Meadowfield, absorbed for the moment in the slow enjoyment of a cigarette, 
which also was not without its short-lived merits. Larry was a well-dressed 
youngster, who was, in Cicely’s opinion, distinctly good to look on — an 
opinion which the boy himself obviously shared. He had the healthy, well- 
cared-for appearance of a country-dweller who has been turned into a town 
dandy without suffering in the process. His blue-black hair, growing very low 
down on a broad forehead, was brushed back in a smoothness that gave his head 
the appearance of a rain-polished sloe; his eyebrows were two dark smudges and 
his large violet-grey eyes expressed the restful good temper of an animal whose 
immediate requirements have been satisfied. The lunch had been an excellent 
one, and it was jolly to feed out of doors in the warm spring air — the only 
drawback to the arrangement being the absence of mirrors. However, if he could 
not look at himself a great many people could look at him. 

Cicely listened to the orchestra as it jerked and strutted through a fantastic 
dance measure, and as she listened she looked appreciatively at the boy on the 
other side of the table, whose soul for the moment seemed to be in his cigarette. 
Her scheme of life, knowing just what you wanted and taking good care that you 
got it, was justifying itself by results. Ronnie, grown tiresome with success, had 
not been difficult to replace, and no one in her world had had the satisfaction of 
being able to condole with her on the undesirable experience of a long 
interregnum. To feminine acquaintances with fewer advantages of purse and 
brains and looks she might figure as “that Yeovil woman,” but never had she 
given them justification to allude to her as “poor Cicely Yeovil.” And Murrey, 
dear old soul, had cooled down, as she had hoped and wished, from his white 
heat of disgust at the things that she had prepared herself to accept 
philosophically. A new chapter of their married life and man-and-woman 
friendship had opened; many a rare gallop they had had together that winter, 
many a cheery dinner gathering and long bridge evening in the cosy hunting- 
lodge. Though he still hated the new London and held himself aloof from most 
of her Town set, yet he had not shown himself rigidly intolerant of the sprinkling 
of Teuton sportsmen who hunted and shot down in his part of the country. 


The orchestra finished its clicking and caracoling and was accorded a short 
clatter of applause. 

“The Danse Macabre,” said Cicely to her companion; “one of Saint-Saéns’ 
best known pieces.” 

“Ts it?” said Larry indifferently; “Ill take your word for it. ‘Fraid I don’t 
know much about music.” 

“You dear boy, that’s just what I like in you,” said Cicely; “you’re such a 
delicious young barbarian.” 

“Am I?” said Larry. “I dare say. I suppose you know.” 

Larry’s father had been a brilliantly clever man who had married a brilliantly 
handsome woman; the Fates had not had the least intention that Larry should 
take after both parents. 

“The fashion of having one’s lunch in the open air has quite caught on this 
season,” said Cicely; “one sees everybody here on a fine day. There is Lady 
Bailquist over there. She used to be Lady Shalem you know, before her husband 
got the earldom — to be more correct, before she got it for him. I suppose she is 
all agog to see the great review.” 

It was in fact precisely the absorbing topic of the forthcoming Boy-Scout 
march-past that was engaging the Countess of Bailquist’s earnest attention at the 
moment. 

“It is going to be an historical occasion,” she was saying to Sir Leonard 
Pitherby (whose services to literature had up to the present received only a half- 
measure of recognition); “if it miscarries it will be a serious set-back for the fait 
accompli. If it is a success it will be the biggest step forward in the path of 
reconciliation between the two races that has yet been taken. It will mean that 
the younger generation is on our side — not all, of course, but some, that is all 
we can expect at present, and that will be enough to work on.” 

“Supposing the Scouts hang back and don’t turn up in any numbers,” said Sir 
Leonard anxiously. 

“That of course is the danger,” said Lady Bailquist quietly; “probably two- 
thirds of the available strength will hold back, but a third or even a sixth would 
be enough; it would redeem the parade from the calamity of fiasco, and it would 
be a nucleus to work on for the future. That is what we want, a good start, a 
preliminary rally. It is the first step that counts, that is why to-day’s event is of 
such importance.” 

“Of course, of course, the first step on the road,” assented Sir Leonard. 

“I can assure you,” continued Lady Bailquist, “that nothing has been left 
undone to rally the Scouts to the new order of things. Special privileges have 
been showered on them, alone among all the cadet corps they have been allowed 


to retain their organisation, a decoration of merit has been instituted for them, a 
large hostelry and gymnasium has been provided for them in Westminster, His 
Majesty’s youngest son is to be their Scoutmaster-in-Chief, a great athletic 
meeting is to be held for them each year, with valuable prizes, three or four 
hundred of them are to be taken every summer, free of charge, for a holiday in 
the Bavarian Highlands and the Baltic Seaboard; besides this the parent of every 
scout who obtains the medal for efficiency is to be exempted from part of the 
new war taxation that the people are finding so burdensome.” 

“One certainly cannot say that they have not had attractions held out to 
them,” said Sir Leonard. 

“Tt is a special effort,” said Lady Bailquist; “it is worth making an effort for. 
They are going to be the Janissaries of the Empire; the younger generation 
knocking at the doors of progress, and thrusting back the bars and bolts of old 
racial prejudices. I tell you, Sir Leonard, it will be an historic moment when the 
first corps of those little khaki-clad boys swings through the gates of the Park.” 

“When do they come?” asked the baronet, catching something of his 
companion’s zeal. 

“The first detachment is due to arrive at three,” said Lady Bailquist, referring 
to a small time-table of the afternoon’s proceedings; “three, punctually, and the 
others will follow in rapid succession. The Emperor and Suite will arrive at two- 
fifty and take up their positions at the saluting base — over there, where the big 
flag-staff has been set up. The boys will come in by Hyde Park Corner, the 
Marble Arch, and the Albert Gate, according to their districts, and form in one 
big column over there, where the little flags are pegged out. Then the young 
Prince will inspect them and lead them past His Majesty.” 

“Who will be with the Imperial party?” asked Sir Leonard. 

“Oh, it is to be an important affair; everything will be done to emphasise the 
significance of the occasion,” said Lady Bailquist, again consulting her 
programme. “The King of Wiirtemberg, and two of the Bavarian royal Princes, 
an Abyssinian Envoy who is over here — he will lend a touch of picturesque 
barbarism to the scene — the general commanding the London district and a 
whole lot of other military bigwigs, and the Austrian, Italian and Roumanian 
military attachés.” 

She reeled off the imposing list of notables with an air of quiet satisfaction. 
Sir Leonard made mental notes of personages to whom he might send 
presentation copies of his new work “Frederick-William, the Great Elector, a 
Popular Biography,” as a souvenir of to-day’s auspicious event. 

“Tt is nearly a quarter to three now,” he said; “let us get a good position before 
the crowd gets thicker.” 


“Come along to my car, it is just opposite to the saluting base,” said her 
ladyship; “I have a police pass that will let us through. We’ll ask Mrs. Yeovil 
and her young friend to join us.” 

Larry excused himself from joining the party; he had a barbarian’s reluctance 
to assisting at an Imperial triumph. 

“I think Pl push off to the swimming-bath,” he said to Cicely; “see you again 
about tea-time.” 

Cicely walked with Lady Bailquist and the literary baronet towards the crowd 
of spectators, which was steadily growing in dimensions. A newsboy ran in 
front of them displaying a poster with the intelligence “Essex wickets fall 
rapidly” — a semblance of county cricket still survived under the new order of 
things. Near the saluting base some thirty or forty motorcars were drawn up in 
line, and Cicely and her companions exchanged greetings with many of the 
occupants. 

“A lovely day for the review, isn’t it?” cried the Gräfin von Tolb, breaking 
off her conversation with Herr Rebinok, the little Pomeranian banker, who was 
sitting by her side. “Why haven’t you brought young Mr. Meadowfield? Such a 
nice boy. I wanted him to come and sit in my carriage and talk to me.” 

“He doesn’t talk you know,” said Cicely; “he’s only brilliant to look at.” 

“Well, I could have looked at him,” said the Gräfin. 

“There’ll be thousands of other boys to look at presently,” said Cicely, 
laughing at the old woman’s frankness. 

“Do you think there will be thousands?” asked the Gräfin, with an anxious 
lowering of the voice; “really, thousands? Hundreds, perhaps; there is some 
uncertainty. Every one is not sanguine.” 

“Hundreds, anyway,” said Cicely. 

The Gräfin turned to the little banker and spoke to him rapidly and earnestly 
in German. 

“Tt is most important that we should consolidate our position in this country; 
we must coax the younger generation over by degrees, we must disarm their 
hostility. We cannot afford to be always on the watch in this quarter; it is a 
source of weakness, and we cannot afford to be weak. This Slav upheaval in 
south-eastern Europe is becoming a serious menace. Have you seen to-day’s 
telegrams from Agram? They are bad reading. There is no computing the extent 
of this movement.” 

“Tt is directed against us,” said the banker. 

“Agreed,” said the Gräfin; “it is in the nature of things that it must be against 
us. Let us have no illusions. Within the next ten years, sooner perhaps, we shall 
be faced with a crisis which will be only a beginning. We shall need all our 


strength; that is why we cannot afford to be weak over here. To-day is an 
important day; I confess I am anxious.” 

“Hark! The kettledrums!” exclaimed the commanding voice of Lady 
Bailquist. “His Majesty is coming. Quick, bundle into the car.” 

The crowd behind the police-kept lines surged expectantly into closer 
formation; spectators hurried up from side-walks and stood craning their necks 
above the shoulders of earlier arrivals. 

Through the archway at Hyde Park Comer came a resplendent cavalcade, 
with a swirl of colour and rhythmic movement and a crash of exultant music; 
life-guards with gleaming helmets, a detachment of Wiirtemberg lancers with a 
flutter of black and yellow pennons, a rich medley of staff uniforms, a prancing 
array of princely horsemen, the Imperial Standard, and the King of Prussia, 
Great Britain, and Ireland, Emperor of the West. It was the most imposing 
display that Londoners had seen since the catastrophe. 

Slowly, grandly, with thunder of music and beat of hoofs, the procession 
passed through the crowd, across the sward towards the saluting base, slowly the 
eagle standard, charged with the leopards, lion and harp of the conquered 
kingdoms, rose mast-high on the flag-staff and fluttered in the breeze, slowly 
and with military precision the troops and suite took up their position round the 
central figure of the great pageant. Trumpets and kettledrums suddenly ceased 
their music, and in a moment there rose in their stead an eager buzz of comment 
from the nearest spectators. 

“How well the young Prince looks in his scout uniform.” .. . “The King of 
Wiirtemberg is a much younger man than I thought he was.” .. . “Is that a 
Prussian or Bavarian uniform, there on the right, the man on a black horse?” . . . 
“Neither, it’s Austrian, the Austrian military attaché”... “That is von Stoppel 
talking to His Majesty; he organised the Boy Scouts in Germany, you know.” . . 
. “His Majesty is looking very pleased.” “He has reason to look pleased; this is 
a great event in the history of the two countries. It marks a new epoch.” ... 
“Oh, do you see the Abyssinian Envoy? What a picturesque figure he makes. 
How well he sits his horse.” . . . “That is the Grand Duke of Baden’s nephew, 
talking to the King of Wiirtemberg now.” 

On the buzz and chatter of the spectators fell suddenly three sound strokes, 
distant, measured, sinister; the clang of a clock striking three. 

“Three o’clock and not a boy scout within sight or hearing!” exclaimed the 
loud ringing voice of Joan Mardle; “one can usually hear their drums and 
trumpets a couple of miles away.” 

“There is the traffic to get through,” said Sir Leonard Pitherby in an equally 
high-pitched voice; “and of course,” he added vaguely, “it takes some time to get 


the various units together. One must give them a few minutes’ grace.” 

Lady Bailquist said nothing, but her restless watchful eyes were turned first to 
Hyde Park Corner and then in the direction of the Marble Arch, back again to 
Hyde Park Corner. Only the dark lines of the waiting crowd met her view, with 
the yellow newspaper placards flitting in and out, announcing to an indifferent 
public the fate of Essex wickets. As far as her searching eyes could travel the 
green stretch of tree and sward remained unbroken, save by casual loiterers. No 
small brown columns appeared, no drum beat came throbbing up from the 
distance. The little flags pegged out to mark the positions of the awaited scout- 
corps fluttered in meaningless isolation on the empty parade ground. 

His Majesty was talking unconcernedly with one of his officers, the foreign 
attachés looked steadily between their chargers’ ears, as though nothing in 
particular was hanging in the balance, the Abyssinian Envoy displayed an 
untroubled serenity which was probably genuine. Elsewhere among the Suite 
was a perceptible fidget, the more obvious because it was elaborately cloaked. 
Among the privileged onlookers drawn up near the saluting point the fidgeting 
was more unrestrained. 

“Six minutes past three, and not a sign of them!” exclaimed Joan Mardle, 
with the explosive articulation of one who cannot any longer hold back a truth. 

“Hark!” said some one; “I hear trumpets!” 

There was an instant concentration of listening, a straining of eyes. 

It was only the toot of a passing motorcar. Even Sir Leonard Pitherby, with 
the eye of faith, could not locate as much as a cloud of dust on the Park horizon. 

And now another sound was heard, a sound difficult to define, without 
beginning, without dimension; the growing murmur of a crowd waking to a 
slowly dawning sensation. 

“I wish the band would strike up an air,” said the Gräfin von Tolb fretfully; 
“it is stupid waiting here in silence.” 

Joan fingered her watch, but she made no further remark; she realised that no 
amount of malicious comment could be so dramatically effective now as the 
slow slipping away of the intolerable seconds. 

The murmur from the crowd grew in volume. Some satirical wit started 
whistling an imitation of an advancing fife and drum band; others took it up and 
the air resounded with the shrill music of a phantom army on the march. The 
mock throbbing of drum and squealing of fife rose and fell above the packed 
masses of spectators, but no answering echo came from beyond the distant trees. 
Like mushrooms in the night a muster of uniformed police and plain clothes 
detectives sprang into evidence on all sides; whatever happened there must be no 
disloyal demonstration. The whistlers and mockers were pointedly invited to 


keep silence, and one or two addresses were taken. Under the trees, well at the 
back of the crowd, a young man stood watching the long stretch of road along 
which the Scouts should come. Something had drawn him there, against his 
will, to witness the Imperial Triumph, to watch the writing of yet another chapter 
in the history of his country’s submission to an accepted fact. And now a dull 
flush crept into his grey face; a look that was partly new-born hope and 
resurrected pride, partly remorse and shame, burned in his eyes. Shame, the 
choking, searing shame of self-reproach that cannot be reasoned away, was 
dominant in his heart. He had laid down his arms — there were others who had 
never hoisted the flag of surrender. He had given up the fight and joined the 
ranks of the hopelessly subservient; in thousands of English homes throughout 
the land there were young hearts that had not forgotten, had not compounded, 
would not yield. 

The younger generation had barred the door. 

And in the pleasant May sunshine the Eagle standard floated and flapped, the 
black and yellow pennons shifted restlessly, Emperor and Princes, Generals and 
guards, sat stiffly in their saddles, and waited. 

And waited. ... 
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Exmouth, Devon — where Munro was first sent to be educated 


THE WESTMINSTER ALICE 








This collection of vignettes first appeared in 1902 in the Westminster Gazette, 
forming a political parody of Lewis Carroll’s two books, Alice’s Adventures in 
Wonderland and Through the Looking-Glass. The Westminster Alice features 48 
drawings after the originals by John Tenniel, which were drawn by Francis 
Carruthers Gould. Munro’s parody is critical of the politics of the day, of which 
Alice tries to make sense. A number of notable British politicians are identified 
in the work. For example, Joseph Chamberlain is the Queen of Hearts, the Red 
Queen and the Mad Hatter; Arthur Balfour is the White Queen and the March 
Hare; Robert Cecil is the King of Hearts and the Dormouse; Archbishop of 
Canterbury Frederick Temple is the Duchess; and Redvers Buller is represented 
by Humpty Dumpty. 
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THE WESTMINSTER ALICE 


INTRODUCTION 


“ALICE,” Child with dreaming eyes, 
Noting things that come to pass 
Turvey-wise in Wonderland 
Backwards through a Looking-Glass. 


Figures flit across thy dream, 
Muddle through and flicker out 
Some in cocksure blessedness, 
Some in Philosophic Doubt. 


Some in brackets, some in sulks, 
Some with latchkeys on the ramp, 
Living (in a sort of peace) 

In a Concentration Camp. 


Party moves on either side, 
Checks and feints that don’t deceive, 
Knights and Bishops, Pawns and all, 
In a game of Make-Believe. 


Things that fall contrariwise, 
Difficult to understand 

Darkly through a Looking-Glass 
Turvey-wise in Wonderland. 


ALICE IN DOWNING STREET 





“Have you ever seen an Ineptitude?” asked the Cheshire Cat suddenly; the 
Cat was nothing if not abrupt. 

“Not in real life,” said Alice. “Have you any about here?” 

“A few,” answered the Cat comprehensively. “Over there, for instance,” it 
added, contracting its pupils to the requisite focus, “is the most perfect specimen 
we have.” 

Alice followed the direction of its glance and noticed for the first time a 
figure sitting in a very uncomfortable attitude on nothing in particular. Alice had 
no time to wonder how it managed to do it, she was busy taking in the 
appearance of the creature, which was something like a badly-written note of 
interrogation and something like a guillemot, and seemed to have been trying to 
preen its rather untidy plumage with whitewash. “What a dreadful mess it’s in!” 


she remarked, after gazing at it for a few moments in silence. “What is it, and 
why is it here?” 

“Tt hasn’t any meaning,” said the Cat, “it simply is.’ 

“Can it talk?” asked Alice eagerly. 

“Tt has never done anything else,” chuckled the Cat. 

“Can you tell me what you are doing here?” Alice inquired politely. The 
Ineptitude shook its head with a deprecatory motion and commenced to drawl, “I 
haven’t an idea.” 

“Tt never has, you know,” interrupted the Cheshire Cat rudely, “but in its 
leisure moments” (Alice thought it must have a good many of them) “when it 
isn’t playing with a gutta-percha ball it unravels the groundwork of what people 
believe — or don’t believe, I forget which.” 

“Tt really doesn’t matter which,” said the Ineptitude with languid interest. 

“Of course it doesn’t,” the Cat went on cheerfully, “because the unravelling 
got so tangled that no one could follow it. Its theory is,” he continued, seeing 
that Alice was waiting for more, “that you mustn’t interfere with the Inevitable. 
Slide and let slide, you know.” 

“But what do you keep it here for?” asked Alice. 
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“Oh, somehow you can’t help it; it’s so perfectly harmless and amiable and 
says the nastiest things in the nicest manner, and the King just couldn’t do 
without it. The King is only made of pasteboard, you know, with sharp edges; 
and the Queen” — here the Cat sank its voice to a whisper— “the Queen comes 
from another pack, made of Brummagem ware, without polish, but absolutely 
indestructible; always pushing, you know; but you can’t push an Ineptitude. 
Might as well try to hustle a glacier.” 

“That’s why you keep so many of them about,” said Alice. 

“Of course. But its temper is not what it used to be. Lots of things have 
happened to worry it.” 

“What sort of things?” 

“Oh, people have been dying off in round numbers, in the most ostentatious 
manner, and the Ineptitude dislikes fuss — but hush, here’s the King coming.” 

His Majesty was looking doleful and grumpy, Alice thought, as though he 
had been disturbed in an afternoon nap. “Who is this, and what is that Cat doing 
here?” he asked, glancing gloomily at Alice and her companion. 


“I really must ask you to give me notice of these questions,” said the 
Ineptitude with a yawn. 

“There’s a dragon loose somewhere in the garden,” the King went on 
peevishly, “and I am expected to help in getting it under control. Do I look as if I 
could control dragons?” 

Alice thought he certainly did not. 

“What do you propose doing?” drawled the Ineptitude. 

“That’s just it,” said the King. “I say that whatever is done must be done 
cautiously and deliberately; the Treasurer says that whatever is done must be 
done cheaply — I am afraid the Treasurer is the weakest member of the pack,” 
he added anxiously. 

“Only made of Bristol board, you know,” explained the Cat aside to Alice. 

“What does the Queen say about it?” asked the Ineptitude. 

“The Queen says that if something is not done in less than no time there’Il be 
a Dissolution.” 

Both looked very grave at this, and nothing was said for some minutes. The 
King was the first to break the silence. “What are you doing with that 
whitewash?” he demanded. “The Queen said everything was to be painted 
khaki.” 

“I know,” said the creature pathetically, “but I had run out of khaki; the 
Unforeseen again, you know; and things needed whitewash so badly.” 

The Cat had been slowly vanishing dining the last few minutes, till nothing 
remained of it but an eye. At the last remark it gave a wink at Alice and 
completed its eclipse. 

When Alice turned round she found that both the King and the Ineptitude 
were fast asleep. 

“Tt’s no good remaining here,” she thought, and as she did not want to meet 
either the Queen or the dragon, she turned to make her way out of the street. 

“At any rate,” she said to herself, “I know what an Ineptitude is like.” 
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ALICE IN PALL MALL 


“THE great art in falling off a horse,” said the White Knight, “is to have another 
handy to fall on to.” 

“But wouldn’t that be rather difficult to arrange?” asked Alice. “Difficult, of 
course,” replied the Knight, “but in my Department one has to be provided for 
emergencies. Now, for instance, have you ever conducted a war in South 
Africa?” 

Alice shook her head. 

“T have,” said the Knight, with a gentle complacency in his voice. 

“And did you bring it to a successful conclusion?” asked Alice. 
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“Not exactly to a conclusion — not a definite conclusion, you know — nor 
entirely successful either. In fact, I believe it’s going on still.... But you can’t 
think how much forethought it took to get it properly started. I dare say, now, 
you are wondering at my equipment?” 


Alice certainly was; the Knight was riding rather uncomfortably on a sober- 
paced horse that was prevented from moving any faster by an elaborate housing 
of red-tape trappings. “Of course, I see the reason for that,” thought Alice; “if it 
were to move any quicker the Knight would come off.” But there were a number 
of obsolete weapons and appliances hanging about the saddle that didn’t seem of 
the least practical use. 

“You see, I had read a book,” the Knight went on in a dreamy faraway tone, 
“written by some one to prove that warfare under modern conditions was 
impossible. You may imagine how disturbing that was to a man of my 
profession. Many men would have thrown up the whole thing and gone home. 
But I grappled with the situation. You will never guess what I did.” 

Alice pondered. “You went to war, of course—” 

“Yes; but not under modern conditions.” 

The Knight stopped his horse so that he might enjoy the full effect of this 
announcement. 

“Now, for instance,” he continued kindly, seeing that Alice had not recovered 
her breath, “you observe this little short-range gun that I have hanging to my 
saddle? Why do you suppose I sent out guns of that particular kind? Because if 
they happened to fall into the hands of the enemy they’d be very little use to 
him. That was my own invention.” 

“T see,” said Alice gravely; “but supposing you wanted to use them against 
the enemy?” 

The Knight looked worried. “I know there is that to be thought of, but I didn’t 
choose to be putting dangerous weapons into the enemy’s hands. And then, 
again, supposing the Basutos had risen, those would have been just the sort of 
guns to drive them off with. Of course they didn’t rise; but they might have done 
so, you know.” 

At this moment the horse suddenly went on again, and the Knight clutched 
convulsively at its mane to prevent himself from coming off. 

“That’s the worst of horses,” he remarked apologetically; “they are so 
Unforeseen in their movements. Now, if I had had my way I would have done 
without them as far as possible — in fact, I began that way, only it didn’t 
answer. And yet,” he went on in an aggrieved tone, “at Crecy it was the footmen 
who did the most damage.” 

“But,” objected Alice, “if your men hadn’t got horses how could they get 
about from place to place?” 

“They couldn’t. That would be the beauty of it,’ said the White Knight 
eagerly; “the fewer places your army moves to, the fewer maps you have to 


prepare. And we hadn’t prepared very many. I’m not very strong at geography, 
but,” he added, brightening, “you should hear me talk French.” 

“But,” persisted Alice, “supposing the enemy went and attacked you at some 
other place—” 

“They did,” interrupted the Knight gloomily; “they appeared in strength at 
places that weren’t even marked on the ordinary maps. But how do you think 
they got there?” 

He paused and fixed his gentle eyes upon Alice as she walked beside him, 
and then continued in a hollow voice: 

“They rode. Rode and carried rifles. They were no mortal foes — they were 
Mounted Infantry.” 

The Knight swayed about so with the violence of his emotion that it was 
inevitable that he should lose his seat, and Alice was relieved to notice that there 
was another horse with an empty saddle ready for him to scramble on to. There 
was a frightful dust, of course, but Alice saw him gathering the reins of his new 
mount into a bunch, and smiling down upon her with increased amiability. 

“It’s not an easy animal to manage,” he called out to her, “but if I pat it and 
speak to it in French it will probably understand where I want it to go. And,” he 
added hopefully, “it may go there. A knowledge of French and an amiable 
disposition will see one out of most things.” 

“Well,” thought Alice as she watched him settling down uneasily into the 
saddle, “it ought not to take long to see him out of that.” 
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Quite a number of them were going past, and the noise was considerable, but 
they were marching in sixes and sevens and didn’t seem to be guided by any 
fixed word of command, so that the effect was not so imposing as it might have 
been. Some of them, Alice noticed, had the letters “I.L.” embroidered on their 
tunics and headpieces and other conspicuous places (“I wonder,” she thought, “if 
it’s marked on their underclothing as well”); others simply had a big “L,” and 
others again were branded with a little “e.” They got dreadfully in each other’s 
way, and were always falling over one another in little heaps, while many of the 
mounted ones did not seem at all sure of their seats. “They won’t go very far if 
they don’t fall into better order,” thought Alice, and she was glad to find herself 
the next minute in a spacious hall with a large marble staircase at one end of it. 
The White King was sitting on one of the steps, looking rather anxious and just a 


little uncomfortable under his heavy crown, which needed a good deal of 
balancing to keep it in its place. 

“Did you happen to meet any fighting men?” he asked Alice. 

“A great many — two or three hundred, I should think.” 

“Not quite two hundred, all told,” said the King, referring to his notebook. 

“Told what?” asked Alice. 

“Well, they haven’t been told anything, exactly — yet. The fact is,” the King 
went on nervously, “we’re rather in want of a messenger just now. I don’t know 
how it is, there are two or three of them about, but lately they have always been 
either out of reach or else out of touch. You don’t happen to have passed any one 
coming from the direction of Berkeley Square?” he asked eagerly. 

Alice shook her head. 

“There’s the Primrose Courier, for instance,” the King continued reflectively, 
“the most reliable Messenger we have; he understands all about Open Doors and 
Linked Hands and all that sort of thing, and he’s quite as useful at home. But he 
frightens some of them nearly out of their wits by his Imperial Anglo-Saxon 
attitudes. I wouldn’t mind his skipping about so if he’d only come back when 
he’s wanted.” 

“And haven’t you got any one else to carry your messages?” asked Alice 
sympathetically. 

“There’s the Unkhaki Messenger,” said the King, consulting his pocket-book. 

“I beg your pardon,” said Alice. 

“You know what Khaki means, I suppose?” 

“Tt’s a sort of colour,” said Alice promptly; “something like dust.” 

“Exactly,” said the King; “thou dost — he doesn’t That’s why he’s called the 
Unkhaki Messenger.” 

Alice gave it up. 

“Such a dear, obliging creature,” the King went on, “but so dreadfully 
unpunctual. He’s always half a century in front of his times or half a century 
behind them, and that puts one out so.” 

Alice agreed that it would make a difference. 

“Its helped to put us out quite six years already,” the King went on 
plaintively; “but you can’t cure him of it. You see he will wander about in by- 
ways and deserts, hunting for Lost Causes, and whenever he comes across a 
stream he always wades against the current. All that takes him out of his way, 
you know; he’s somewhere up in the Grampian Hills by this time.” 

“T see,” said Alice; “that’s what you mean by being out of touch. And the 
other Messenger is—” 

“Out of reach,” said the King. “Precisely.” 


“Then it follows,” said Alice — 

“I don’t know what you mean by ‘it,’” interrupted the King sulkily. “No one 
follows. That is why we stick in the same place. DON’T,” he suddenly 
screamed, jumping up and down in his agitation. “Don’t do it, I say.” 

“Do what?” asked Alice in some alarm. 

“Give advice. I know you’re going to. They’ve all been doing it for the last 
six weeks. I assure you the letters I get—” 

“T wasn’t going to give you advice,” said Alice indignantly, “and as to letters, 
you’ve got too much alphabet as it is.” 

“Why, you’re doing it now,” said the King angrily. “Good-bye.” 

As Alice took the hint and walked away towards the door she heard him 
calling after her in a kinder tone: “If you should meet any one coming from the 
direction of Berkeley Square—” 
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There was so much noise inside that Alice thought she might as well go in 
without knocking. 

The atmosphere was as noticeable as the noise when Alice got in, and seemed 
to be heavily charged with pepper. There was a faint whiff of burning incense, 
and some candles that had just been put out were smouldering unpleasantly. 
Quite a number of Articles were strewn about on the floor, some of them more 
or less broken. The Duchess was seated in the middle of the kitchen, holding, as 
well as she could, a very unmanageable baby that kept wriggling itself into all 
manner of postures and uncompromising attitudes. At the back of the kitchen a 
cook was busily engaged in stirring up a large cauldron, pausing every now and 
then to fling a reredos or half a rubric at the Duchess, who maintained an air of 
placid unconcern in spite of the combined fractiousness of the baby and cook 
and the obtrusiveness of the pepper. 


“Your cook seems to have a very violent temper,” said Alice, as soon as a lull 
in the discord enabled her to make herself heard. 

“Drat her!” said the Duchess. 

“I beg your pardon,” said Alice, not quite sure whether she had heard aright; 
“your Grace was remarking—” 

“Pax vobiscum,’ was what I said,” answered the Duchess; “there’s nothing 
like a dead language when you’re dealing with a live volcano.” 

“But aren’t you going to do something to set matters straight a bit?” asked 
Alice, dodging a whole set of Ornaments that went skimming through the air, 
and watching with some anxiety the contortions of the baby, which was getting 
more difficult to hold every moment. 

“Of course something must be done,” said the Duchess, with decision, “but 
quietly and gradually — the leaden foot within the velvet shoe, you know.” 

Alice seemed to recognize the quotation, but she did not notice that anything 
particular was being done. “At the rate you’re going, it will be years before you 
get settled,” she remarked. 

“Perhaps it will,” said the Duchess resignedly. “I’m paid by the year, you 
know. Festina lente, say I.” 

“But surely you can keep some sort of order in your Establishment?” said 
Alice. “Why don’t you exert your authority?” 

“My dear, it takes me all the exertion I can spare to have any authority. I give 
orders, and it’s my endeavour not to see that they re disobeyed. I’m sure I’ve 
given this child my Opinion — but there, you might as well opine to a limpet. As 
to the cook—” 

Here the cook sent the pepper-pot straight at the Duchess, who broke off in a 
violent fit of sneezing. In the midst of the commotion the baby suddenly 
disappeared, and as the cook had taken up a new caster labelled “cayenne” Alice 
thought she might as well go and see where it had gone to. As she slipped out of 
the kitchen she heard the Duchess gasping between her sneezes, “Must... be 
done... quietly... and... gradually.” 

“What happened to the baby?” asked the Cheshire Cat, appearing suddenly a 
few minutes later. 

“It went out — to roam, I think,” said Alice. 

“T always said it would,” said the Cat. 
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“Its very provoking,” said Alice to herself; she had been trying for the 
previous quarter of an hour to attract the attention of a large and very solemn 
caterpillar that was perched on the top of a big mushroom with a Gothic fringe. 
“T’ve heard that the only chance of speaking to it is to catch its eye,” she 
continued, but she found out that however perseveringly she thrust herself into 
the Caterpillar’s range of vision its eye persistently looked beyond her, or 
beneath her, or around her — never at her. Alice had read somewhere that little 
girls should be seen and not heard; “but,” she thought, “I’m not even seen here, 
and if I’m not to be heard, what am I here at all for?” In any case she determined 
to make an attempt at conversation. 

“If you please—” she began. 

“I don’t,” said the Caterpillar shortly, without seeming to take any further 
notice of her. 


After an uncomfortable pause she commenced again. 

“T should like—” 

“You shouldn’t,” said the Caterpillar with decision. 

Alice felt discouraged, but it was no use to be shut up in this way, so she 
started again as amiably as she could. 

“You can’t think, Mr. Caterpillar—” 

“I can, and I often do,” he remarked stiffly; adding, “You mustn’t make such 
wild statements. They’re not relevant to the discussion.” 

“But I only said that in order—” 

“You didn’t,” said the Caterpillar angrily. “I tell you it was not in order.” 

“You are so dreadfully short,” exclaimed Alice; the Caterpillar drew itself up. 

“In manner, I mean; no — in memory,” she added hastily, for it was 
thoroughly angry by this time. 

“I’m sure I didn’t mean anything,” she continued humbly, for she felt that it 
was absurd to quarrel with a caterpillar. 

The Caterpillar snorted. 

“What’s the good of talking if you don’t mean anything? If you’ve talked all 
this time without meaning anything you’re not worth listening to.” 

“But you put a wrong construction—” Alice began. 

“You can’t discuss Construction now, you know; that comes on the 
Estimates. Shrivell.” 

“T don’t understand,” said Alice. 

“Shrivel. Dry up,” explained the Caterpillar, and proceeded to look in another 
direction, as if it had forgotten her existence. 

“Good-bye,” said Alice, after waiting a moment; she half hoped that the 
Caterpillar might say “See you later,” but it took not the slightest notice of her 
remark, so she got up reluctantly and walked away. 

“Well, of all the gubernatorial—” said Alice to herself when she got outside. 
She did not quite know what it meant, but it was an immense relief to be able to 
come out with a word of six syllables. 
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“How are you getting on?” asked the Cheshire Cat. 

“Pm not,” said Alice. 

Which was certainly the truth. 

It was the most provoking and bewildering game of croquet she had ever 
played in. The other side did not seem to know what they were expected to do, 
and, for the most part, they weren’t doing anything, so Alice thought she might 
have a good chance of winning — though she was ever so many hoops behind. 
But the ground she had to play over was all lumps and furrows, and some of the 
hoops were three-cornered in shape, which made them difficult to get through, 
while as for the balls (which were live hedgehogs and very opinionated), it was 
all she could do to keep them in position for a minute at a time. Then the 
flamingo which she was using as a mallet kept stiffening itself into 
uncompromising attitudes, and had to be coaxed back into a good temper. 

“T think I can manage him now,” she said; “since I let him have a latchkey 
and allowed him to take up the position he wanted he has been quite amiable. 


=== 


The other flamingo I was playing with,” she added regretfully, “strayed off into 
a furrow. The last I saw of it, it was trying to bore a tunnel.” 

“A tunnel?” said the Cat. 

“Yes; under the sea, you know.” 

“I see; to avoid the cross-current, of course.” 

Alice waited till the Cat had stopped grinning at its own joke, and then went 
on: 

“As for the hedgehogs, there’s no doing anything with them; they’ve got such 
prickly tempers. And they’re so short-sighted; if they don’t happen to be looking 
the same way they invariably run against each other. I should have won that last 
hoop if both hedgehogs hadn’t tried to get through at the same time.” 

“Both?” 

“Yes, the one I was playing with and the one I wasn’t. And every one began 
shouting out all sorts of different directions till I scarcely knew which I was 
playing with. Really,” she continued plaintively, “it’s the most discouraging 
croquet-party I was ever at; if we go on like this there soon won’t be any party at 
all.” 

“It’s no use swearing and humping your back,” said the Cat sympathetically. 
(Alice hadn’t done either.) “Keep your temper and your flamingo.” 

“Ts that all?” 

“No,” said the Cat; “keep on playing with the right ball.” 

“Which is the right ball?” asked Alice. 

But the Cat had discreetly vanished. 
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“I don’t know what business you have here,” the Red Queen was saying, “if 
you don’t belong to the Cabinet; of course,” she added more kindly, “you may 
be one of the outer ring. There are so many of them, and they’re mostly so 
unimportant, that one can’t be expected to remember all their faces.” 

“What is your business?” asked Alice, by way of evading the question. 

“There isn’t any business really,” said the White Queen. “Her Red Majesty 
sometimes says more than she means. Fancy,” she added eagerly, “I went round 
in 85 yesterday!” 

“Round what?” asked Alice. 

“The Links, of course.” 

“Talking about a Lynx,” said the Red Queen, “are you any good at Natural 
History? Take prestige from a Lion, what would remain?” 

“The prestige wouldn’t, of course,” said Alice, “and the Lion might not care 
to be without it. I suppose nothing—” 

“T should remain, whatever happened,” said the Red Queen with decision. 

“She’s no good at Natural History,” observed the White Queen. “Shall I try 
her with Christian Science? If there was a sort of warfare going on in a kind of a 
country, and you wanted to stop it, and didn’t know how to, what course of 
inaction would you pursue?” 


“Action, you mean. Her White Majesty occasionally muddles things,” 
interposed the Red Queen. 

“Tt amounts to much the same thing with us,” said the White Queen. 

Alice pondered. “I suppose I should resign,” she hazarded. 

Both Queens gasped and held up their hands in reprobation. 

“A most improper suggestion,” said the White Queen severely. “Now I 
should simply convince my reasoning faculty that the war didn’t exist — and 
there’d be an end of it.” 

“But,” objected Alice, “supposing the war was to assume that your reasoning 
faculty was wanting, and went on all the same?” 

“The child is talking nonsense,” said the Red Queen; “she doesn’t know 
anything of Christian Science. Let’s try Political Economy. Supposing you were 
pledged to introduce a scheme for Old Age Pensions, what would be your next 
step?” 

Alice considered. “I should think—” 

“Of course you’d think,” said the White Queen, “ever so much. You’d go on 
thinking off and on for years. I can’t tell you how much I’ve thought about it 
myself; I still think about it a little, just for practice — principally on Tuesdays.” 

“T should think,” continued Alice, without noticing the interruption, “that the 
first thing would be to find the money.” 

“Dear, no,” said the Red Queen pityingly, “that wouldn’t be Political 
Economy. The first thing would be to find an excuse for dropping the question.” 

“What a dreadful lot of unnecessary business we’re talking!” said the White 
Queen fretfully. “It makes me quite miserable — carries me back to the days 
when I was in Opposition. Can’t she sing us something?” 

“What shall I sing you?” asked Alice. 

“Oh, anything soothing; the ‘Intercessional,’ if you like.” 

Alice began, but the words didn’t come a bit right, and she wasn’t at all sure 
how the Queens would take it: 


Voice of the People, lately polled, 
Awed by our broad-cast battle scheme, 
By virtue of whose vote we hold 

Our licence still to doze and dream, 
Still, fait’ ring Voice, complaisant shout, 
Lest we go out, lest we go out. 


Alice looked anxiously at the Queens when she had finished, but they were 
both fast asleep. 
“Tt will take a deal of shouting to rouse them,” she thought. 
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ALICE LUNCHES AT WESTMINSTER 


“I THINK I would rather not hear it just now,” said Alice politely. 

“Tt is expressly intended for publication,” said Humpty Dumpty; “I don’t 
suppose there’ll be a paper tomorrow that won’t be talking about it.” 

“In that case I suppose I may as well hear it,” said Alice with resignation. 

“The scene,” said Humpty Dumpty, “is Before Ladysmith, and the time — 
well, the time is After Colenso: 


I sent a message to the White 

To tell him — if you must, you might. 
But then, I said, you p’raps might not 
(The weather was extremely hot). 
This query, too, I spatchcock-slid, 
How would you do it, if you did? 

I did not know, I rather thought — 
And then I wondered if I ought.” 


“Tt’s dreadfully hard to understand,” said Alice. 
“Tt gets easier as it goes on,” said Humpty Dumpty, and resumed: 


They tried a most malignant scheme, 
They put dead horses in the stream; 
(With One at home I saw it bore 

On preference for a horseless war). 
But though I held the war might cease, 
At least I never held my peace. 

I held the key; it was a bore 

I could not hit upon the door. 

Then One suggested, in my ear, 

It would be well to persevere. 

The papers followed in that strain, 
They said it very loud and plain. 

I simply answered with a grin, 
“Why, what a hurry they are in.” 

I went and played a waiting game; 
Observe, I got there just the same. 


And if you have a better man, 
Well, show him to me, if you can. 


“Thank you very much,” said Alice; “it’s very interesting, but I’m afraid it 
won’t help to cool the atmosphere much.” 

“I could tell you lots more like that,’ Humpty Dumpty began, but Alice 
hastily interrupted him. 

“T hear a lot of fighting going on in the wood; don’t you think I had better 
hear the rest some other time?” 


ALICE IN A FOG 





“The Duke and Duchess!” said the White Rabbit nervously as it went 
scurrying past; “they may be here at any moment, and I haven’t got it yet.” 

“Hasn’t got what?” wondered Alice. 

“A rhyme for Cornwall,” said the Rabbit, as if in answer to her thought; 
“borne well, yawn well” — and he pattered away into the distance, dropping in 
his hurry a folded paper that he had been carrying. 

“What have you got there?” asked the Cheshire Cat as Alice picked up the 
paper and opened it. 

“Tt seems to be a kind of poetry,” said Alice doubtfully; “at least,” she added, 
“some of the words rhyme and none of them appear to have any particular 
meaning.” 

“What is it about?” asked the Cat. 


“Well, some one seems to be coming somewhere from everywhere else, and 
to get a mixed reception: 

.. Your Father smiles, Your Mother weeps.” 

“T’ve heard something like that before,” said the Cat; “it went on, if I 
remember, ‘Your aunt has the pen of the gardener.’” 

“There’s nothing about that here,” said Alice; “supposing she didn’t weep 
when the time came?” 

“She would if she had to read all that stuff,” said the Cat. 

“And then it goes on: 

You went as came the swallow.” 

“That doesn’t help us unless we know how the swallow came,” observed the 
Cat. “If he went as the swallow usually travels he would have won the Deutsch 
Prize.” 

“... homeward draw Now it hath winged its way to winters green. 

“There seems to have been some urgent reason for avoiding the swallow,” 
continued Alice. “Then all sorts of things happened to the Almanac: 

Twice a hundred dawns, a hundred noons, a hundred eves. 

“You see there were two dawns to every noon and evening — it must have 
been dreadfully confusing.” 

“Tt would be at first, of course,” agreed the Cat. 

“T think it must have been that extra dawn that Never swallow or wandering 
sea-bird saw or else it was the Flag.” 

“What flag?” 

“Well, the flag that some one found, Scouring the field or furrowing the sea.” 

“Would you mind explaining,” said the Cat, “which was doing the scouring 
and furrowing?” 

“The flag,” said Alice, “or the some one. It isn’t exactly clear, and it doesn’t 
make sense either way. Anyhow, wherever the flag was unfurled it floated o’er 
the Free.” 

“Come, that tells us something. Whoever it was must have avoided Dartmoor 
and St. Helena.” 

“You wandering, saw, Young Commonwealths you found.” 

“There’s a great deal of wandering in the poem,” observed the Cat. 

“You sailed from us to them, from them to us,” continued Alice. 

“That isn’t new, either. It should go on: ‘You all returned from him to them, 
though they were mine before.’” 

“Tt doesn’t go on quite like that,” said Alice; “it ends up with a lot of words 
that I suppose were left over and couldn’t be fitted in anywhere else: 


Therefore rejoicing mightier hath been made Imperial Power.” 

“That,” said the Cat, “is the cleverest thing in the whole poem. People see that 
at the end, and then they read it through to see what on earth it’s about.” 

“T’d give sixpence to any one who can explain it,” said Alice. 
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The March Hare and the Dormouse and the Hatter were seated at a very 
neglected-looking tea-table; they were evidently in agonized consideration of 
something — even the Dormouse, which was asleep, had a note of interrogation 
in its tail. 

“No room!” they shouted, as soon as they caught sight of Alice. 

“There’s lots of room for improvement,” said Alice, as she sat down. 

“You’ve got no business to be here,” said the March Hare. 

“And if you had any business you wouldn’t be here, you know,” said the 
Hatter; “I hope you don’t suppose this is a business gathering. What will you 
have to eat?” he continued. 

Alice looked at a long list of dishes with promising names, but nearly all of 
them seemed to be crossed off. 

“That list was made nearly seven years ago, you know,” said the March Hare, 
in explanation. 

“But you can always have patience,” said the Hatter. “You begin with 
patience and we do the rest.” And he leaned back and seemed prepared to do a 
lot of rest. 


“Your manners want mending,” said the March Hare suddenly to Alice. 
“They don’t,” she replied indignantly. 
“It’s very rude to contradict,” said the Hatter; “you would like to hear me sing 


something.” 
Alice felt that it would be unwise to contradict again, so she said nothing, and 


the Hatter began: 


Dwindle, dwindle, little war, 
How I wonder more and more, 
As about the veldt you hop 
When you really mean to stop. 
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“Talking about stopping,” interrupted the March Hare anxiously, “I wonder 
how my timepiece is behaving.” 


He took out of his pocket a large chronometer of complicated workmanship, 
and mournfully regarded it. 

“Tt’s dreadfully behind the times,” he said, giving it an experimental shake. “I 
would take it to pieces at once if I was at all sure of getting the bits back in their 
right places.” 

“What is the matter with it?” asked Alice. 

“The wheels seem to get stuck,” said the March Hare. “There is too much 
Irish butter in the works.” 

“Ruins the thing from a dramatic point of view,” said the Hatter; “too many 
scenes, too few acts.” 

“The result is we never have time to get through the day’s work. It’s never 
even time for a free breakfast-table; we do what we can for education at odd 
moments, but we shall all die of old age before we have a moment to spare for 
social duties.” 

“You might lose a lot if you run your business in that way,” said Alice. 

“Not in this country,” said the March Hare. “You see, we have a Commission 
on everything that we don’t do.” 

“The Dormouse must tell us a story,” said the Hatter, giving it a sharp pinch. 

The Dormouse awoke with a start, and began as though it had been awake all 
the time: ‘There was an old woman who lived in a shoe—” 

“I know,” said Alice, “she had so many children that she didn’t know what to 
do.” 

“Nothing of the sort,” said the Dormouse, “you lack the gift of imagination. 
She put most of them into Treasuries and Foreign Offices and Boards of Trade, 
and all sorts of unlikely places where they could learn things.” 

“What did they learn?” asked Alice. 

“Painting in glowing colours, and attrition, and terminology (that’s the 
science of knowing when things are over), and iteration (that’s the same thing 
over again), and drawing—” 

“What did they draw?” 

“Salaries. And then there were classes for foreign languages. And such 
language!” (Here the March Hare and the Hatter shut their eyes and took a big 
gulp from their tea-cups.) “However, I don’t think anybody attended to them.” 

The Dormouse broke off into a chuckle which ended in a snore, and as no one 
seemed inclined to wake it up again Alice thought she might as well be going. 

When she looked back the Hatter and the March Hare were trying to stiffen 
the Dormouse out into the attitude of a lion guardant. “But it will never pass for 
anything but a Dormouse if it will snore so,” she remarked to herself. 
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Alice noticed a good deal of excitement going on among the Looking-Glass 
creatures; some of them were hurrying off expectantly in one direction, as fast as 
their legs would carry them, while others were trying to look as if nothing in 
particular was about to happen. 

“Those mimsy-looking birds,” she said, catching sight of a group that did not 
look in the best of spirits, “those must be Borogoves. I’ve read about them 
somewhere; in some parts of the country they have to be protected. And, I 
declare, there is the White King coming through the Wood.” 

Alice went to meet the King, who was struggling with a very unwieldy pencil 
to write something in a notebook. “It’s a memorandum of my feelings, in case I 
forget them,” he explained. “Only,” he added, “I’m not quite sure that I meant to 
put it that way.” 


Alice peeped over his shoulder and read: “The High Commissioner may 
tumble off his post; he balances very badly.” 

“Could you tell me,” she asked, “what all the excitement is about just now?” 

“Haven’t an idea,” said the White King, “unless it’s the awakening.” 

“The what?” said Alice. 

“The Red King, you know; he’s been asleep for ever so long, and he’s going 


to wake up today. Not that it makes any difference that I can see — he talks just 
as loud when he’s asleep.” 
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Alice remembered having seen the Red King, in rose-coloured armour that 
had got a little rusty, sleeping uneasily in the thickest part of the wood. 

“The fact is,” the White King went on, “some of them think were only a part 
of his dream, and that we shall all go ‘piff? when he wakes up. That is what 
makes them so jumpy just now. Oh,” he cried, giving a little jump himself, 
“there go some more!” 


“What are they?” asked Alice, as several strange creatures hurtled past, like 
puff-balls in a gale. 





“They’re the Slithy Toves,” said the King, “Libimps and Jubjubs and 
Bandersnatches. They’re always gyring and gimbling wherever they can find a 
wabe.” 

“Where are they all going in such a hurry?” Alice asked. 

“They’re going to the meeting to hear the Red King,” the White King said in 
rather a dismal tone. “They’ve all got latchkeys,” he went on, “but they’d better 
not stay out too late.” 

Here the White King gave another jump. “What’s the matter?” asked Alice. 

“Why, I’ve just remembered that I’ve got a latchkey too, my very own! I 
must go and find it.” And away went the White King into the wood. 

“How these kings do run about!” thought Alice. “It seems to be one of the 
Rules of the Game that when one moves the other moves also.” 

The next moment there was a deafening outburst of drums, and Alice saw the 
Red King rushing through the wood with a big roll of paper. 

“Dear me!” she heard him say to himself as he passed, “I hope I shan’t be late 
for the meeting, and I wonder how they’ || take my speech.” 

Alice noticed that the Borogoves made no attempt to follow, but tried to look 
as if they didn’t care a bit. And away in the distance she heard a sort of derisive 


booing with a brogue in it. “That must be the Mome Raths outgribing,” she 
thought. 


THE AGED MAN 





I shook him well from side to side 

Until his face was blue. 

“Come, tell me where’s the Bill,” I cried, 
“And what you’ re going to do.” 

He said, “I hunt for gibes and pins 

To prick the Bishops’ calves, 

I search for Royal Commissions, too, 

To use as safety valves.” 


[See the Debate on Temperance Legislation in the House of Lords, May 14, 
1901.] 


SPADES IN WONDERLAND 





THE RED KING: Harcourt, Grey, and Lloyd George are all putting their own 
colours on, I think I’d better paint it myself. 


The Short Story Collections 





Bedford School, Bedfordshire — where Munro was educated and attended as a boarder 


INTRODUCTION TO SAKI’S STORIES 








Saki is now chiefly remembered for his inimitable short stories. Many of his 
stories from 1902-1908 feature the dapper, but mischievous characters Reginald 
and Clovis, young men-about-town that take great delight in the discomfort or 
downfall of their conventional and pretentious elders. Munro’s first collection of 
Reginald stories appeared in 1904 in book form, which in itself was very short, 
with fewer than forty pages. Most of the pieces are not really stories, but short 
anecdotes, providing context for a witty remark from the cynical Reginald. 
These include what is probably Saki’s most famous phrase: “She was a good 
cook, as cooks go, and as cooks go, she went.” The main purpose of these 
vignettes was to satirise society through the character of Reginald in what he 
says and does. He is a product of high society, and yet something of an outsider 
in that he does not take the world around him seriously. The urbane wit and 
characters of Oscar Wilde are clearly noticeable influences in the tales of 
Reginald and Clovis. 

Munro’s other tales are famous for contrasting the conventions and 
hypocrisies of Edwardian England with the ruthless, but straightforward life- 
and-death struggles of nature. Throughout his range of tales, nature generally 
prevails in the end. For example, The Interlopers concerns Georg Znaeym and 
Ulrich von Gradwitz, whose families have fought over a forest in the eastern 
Carpathian Mountains for generations. Ulrich’s family legally owns the land, but 
Georg, believing that it rightfully belongs to him, hunts there anyway. One 
winter night Ulrich catches Georg hunting in his forest. Neither man can shoot 
the other without warning, as they would soil their family’s honour, so they 
hesitate to acknowledge one another. As an “act of God” a tree branch suddenly 
falls on each of them, trapping them both under a log. Gradually they realise the 
futility of their quarrel, become friends and end the feud. Nature has prevailed 
over man’s folly. 

The famous story Gabriel-Ernest opens with a stark warning: “There is a wild 
beast in your woods ...” As the story proceeds we learn from the narrator that 
Gabriel, a naked boy sunbathing by the river, is wild, indeed feral, and turns out 
to be a werewolf. The climax comes when Gabriel is revealed to have taken a 
small child home from Sunday school. A pursuit ensues, but Gabriel and the 
child disappear near a river. The only items found are Gabriel’s clothes, and the 
two are never seen again... 
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REGINALD 


I did it — I who should have known better. I persuaded Reginald to go to the 
McKillops’ garden-party against his will. 

We all make mistakes occasionally. 

“They know you’re here, and they’! think it so funny if you don’t go. And I 
want particularly to be in with Mrs. McKillop just now.” 

“I know, you want one of her smoke Persian kittens as a prospective wife for 
Wumples — or a husband, is it?” (Reginald has a magnificent scorn for details, 
other than sartorial.) “And I am expected to undergo social martyrdom to suit 
the connubial exigencies” — 

“Reginald! It’s nothing of the kind, only I’m sure Mrs. McKillop Would be 
pleased if I brought you. Young men of your brilliant attractions are rather at a 
premium at her garden-parties.” 

“Should be at a premium in heaven,” remarked Reginald complacently. 

“There will be very few of you there, if that is what you mean. But seriously, 
there won’t be any great strain upon your powers of endurance; I promise you 
that you shan’t have to play croquet, or talk to the Archdeacon’s wife, or do 
anything that is likely to bring on physical prostration. You can just wear your 
sweetest clothes and moderately amiable expression, and eat chocolate-creams 
with the appetite of a blasé parrot. Nothing more is demanded of you.” 

Reginald shut his eyes. “There will be the exhaustingly up-to-date young 
women who will ask me if I have seen San Toy; a less progressive grade who 
will yearn to hear about the Diamond Jubilee — the historic event, not the 
horse. With a little encouragement, they will inquire if I saw the Allies march 
into Paris. Why are women so fond of raking up the past? They’re as bad as 
tailors, who invariably remember what you owe them for a suit long after you’ve 
ceased to wear it.” 

“PII order lunch for one o’clock; that will give you two and a half hours to 
dress in.” 

Reginald puckered his brow into a tortured frown, and I knew that my point 
was gained. He was debating what tie would go with which waistcoat. 

Even then I had my misgivings. 


OK OOK OK k OOK 


During the drive to the McKillops’ Reginald was possessed with a great peace, 
which was not wholly to be accounted for by the fact that he had inveigled his 


feet into shoes a size too small for them. I misgave more than ever, and having 
once launched Reginald on to the McKillops’ lawn, I established him near a 
seductive dish of marrons glacés, and as far from the Archdeacon’s wife as 
possible; as I drifted away to a diplomatic distance I heard with painful 
distinctness the eldest Mawkby girl asking him if he had seen San Toy. 

It must have been ten minutes later, not more, and I had been having quite an 
enjoyable chat with my hostess, and had promised to lend her The Eternal City 
and my recipe for rabbit mayonnaise, and was just about to offer a kind home for 
her third Persian kitten, when I perceived, out of the corner of my eye, that 
Reginald was not where I had left him, and that the marrons glacés were 
untasted. At the same moment I became aware that old Colonel Mendoza was 
essaying to tell his classic story of how he introduced golf into India, and that 
Reginald was in dangerous proximity. There are occasions when Reginald is 
caviare to the Colonel. 

“When I was at Poona in ‘76” — 

“My dear Colonel,” purred Reginald, “fancy admitting such a thing! Such a 
give-away for one’s age! I wouldn’t admit being on this planet in ‘76.” 
(Reginald in his wildest lapses into veracity never admits to being more than 
twenty-two.) 

The Colonel went to the colour of a fig that has attained great ripeness, and 
Reginald, ignoring my efforts to intercept him, glided away to another part of the 
lawn. I found him a few minutes later happily engaged in teaching the youngest 
Rampage boy the approved theory of mixing absinthe, within full earshot of his 
mother. Mrs. Rampage occupies a prominent place in local Temperance 
movements. 

As soon as I had broken up this unpromising tête-à-tête and settled Reginald 
where he could watch the croquet players losing their tempers, I wandered off to 
find my hostess and renew the kitten negotiations at the point where they had 
been interrupted. I did not succeed in running her down at once, and eventually 
it was Mrs. McKillop who sought me out, and her conversation was not of 
kittens. 

“Your cousin is discussing Zaza with the Archdeacon’s wife; at least, he is 
discussing, she is ordering her carriage.” 

She spoke in the dry, staccato tone of one who repeats a French exercise, and 
I knew that as far as Millie McKillop was concerned, Wumples was devoted to a 
lifelong celibacy. 

“If you don’t mind,” I said hurriedly, “I think we’d like our carriage ordered 
too,” and I made a forced march in the direction of the croquet-ground. 


I found everyone talking nervously and feverishly of the weather and the war 
in South Africa, except Reginald, who was reclining in a comfortable chair with 
the dreamy, far-away look that a volcano might wear just after it had desolated 
entire villages. The Archdeacon’s wife was buttoning up her gloves with a 
concentrated deliberation that was fearful to behold. I shall have to treble my 
subscription to her Cheerful Sunday Evenings Fund before I dare set foot in her 
house again. 

At that particular moment the croquet players finished their game, which had 
been going on without a symptom of finality during the whole afternoon. Why, I 
ask, should it have stopped precisely when a counter-attraction was so 
necessary? Everyone seemed to drift towards the area of disturbance, of which 
the chairs of the Archdeacon’s wife and Reginald formed the storm-centre. 
Conversation flagged, and there settled upon the company that expectant hush 
that precedes the dawn — when your neighbours don’t happen to keep poultry. 

“What did the Caspian Sea?” asked Reginald, with appalling suddenness. 

There were symptoms of a stampede. The Archdeacon’s wife looked at me. 
Kipling or someone has described somewhere the look a foundered camel gives 
when the caravan moves on and leaves it to its fate. The peptonised reproach in 
the good lady’s eyes brought the passage vividly to my mind. 

I played my last card. 

“Reginald, it’s getting late, and a sea-mist is coming on.” I knew that the 
elaborate curl over his right eyebrow was not guaranteed to survive a sea-mist. 


OK OOK OK k OK 


“Never, never again, will I take you to a garden-party. Never... You behaved 
abominably . .. What did the Caspian see?” 

A shade of genuine regret for misused opportunities passed over Reginald’s 
face. 

“After all,” he said, “I believe an apricot tie would have gone better with the 
lilac waistcoat.” 


REGINALD ON CHRISTMAS PRESENTS 


I wish it to be distinctly understood (said Reginald) that I don’t want a “George, 
Prince of Wales” Prayer-book as a Christmas present. The fact cannot be too 
widely known. 

There ought (he continued) to be technical education classes on the science of 
present-giving. No one seems to have the faintest notion of what anyone else 
wants, and the prevalent ideas on the subject are not creditable to a civilised 
community. 

There is, for instance, the female relative in the country who “knows a tie is 
always useful,” and sends you some spotted horror that you could only wear in 
secret or in Tottenham Court Road. It might have been useful had she kept it to 
tie up currant bushes with, when it would have served the double purpose of 
supporting the branches and frightening away the birds — for it is an admitted 
fact that the ordinary tomtit of commerce has a sounder esthetic taste than the 
average female relative in the country. 

Then there are aunts. They are always a difficult class to deal with in the 
matter of presents. The trouble is that one never catches them really young 
enough. By the time one has educated them to an appreciation of the fact that 
one does not wear red woollen mittens in the West End, they die, or quarrel with 
the family, or do something equally inconsiderate. That is why the supply of 
trained aunts is always so precarious. 

There is my Aunt Agatha, par exemple, who sent me a pair of gloves last 
Christmas, and even got so far as to choose a kind that was being worn and had 
the correct number of buttons. But — they were nines! I sent them to a boy 
whom I hated intimately: he didn’t wear them, of course, but he could have — 
that was where the bitterness of death came in. It was nearly as consoling as 
sending white flowers to his funeral. Of course I wrote and told my aunt that 
they were the one thing that had been wanting to make existence blossom like a 
rose; I am afraid she thought me frivolous — she comes from the North, where 
they live in the fear of Heaven and the Earl of Durham. (Reginald affects an 
exhaustive knowledge of things political, which furnishes an excellent excuse 
for not discussing them.) Aunts with a dash of foreign extraction in them are the 
most satisfactory in the way of understanding these things; but if you can’t 
choose your aunt, it is wisest in the long-run to choose the present and send her 
the bill. 

Even friends of one’s own set, who might be expected to know better, have 
curious delusions on the subject. I am not collecting copies of the cheaper 


editions of Omar Khayyam. I gave the last four that I received to the lift-boy, 
and I like to think of him reading them, with FitzGerald’s notes, to his aged 
mother. Lift-boys always have aged mothers; shows such nice feeling on their 
part, I think. 

Personally, I can’t see where the difficulty in choosing suitable presents lies. 
No boy who had brought himself up properly could fail to appreciate one of 
those decorative bottles of liqueurs that are so reverently staged in Morel’s 
window — and it wouldn’t in the least matter if one did get duplicates. And 
there would always be the supreme moment of dreadful uncertainty whether it 
was créme de menthe or Chartreuse — like the expectant thrill on seeing your 
partner’s hand turned up at bridge. People may say what they like about the 
decay of Christianity; the religious system that produced green Chartreuse can 
never really die. 

And then, of course, there are liqueur glasses, and crystallised fruits, and 
tapestry curtains, and heaps of other necessaries of life that make really sensible 
presents — not to speak of luxuries, such as having one’s bills paid, or getting 
something quite sweet in the way of jewellery. Unlike the alleged Good Woman 
of the Bible, I’m not above rubies. When found, by the way, she must have been 
rather a problem at Christmas-time; nothing short of a blank cheque would have 
fitted the situation. Perhaps it’s as well that she’s died out. 

The great charm about me (concluded Reginald) is that I am so easily 
pleased. But I draw the line at a “Prince of Wales” Prayer-book. 


REGINALD ON THE ACADEMY 


“One goes to the Academy in self-defence,” said Reginald. “It is the one topic 
one has in common with the Country Cousins.” 

“Tt is almost a religious observance with them,” said the Other. “A kind of 
artistic Mecca, and when the good ones die they go” — 

“To the Chantrey Bequest. The mystery is what they find to talk about in the 
country.” 

“There are two subjects of conversation in the country: Servants, and Can 
fowls be made to pay? The first, I believe, is compulsory, the second optional.” 

“As a function,” resumed Reginald, “the Academy is a failure.” 

“You think it would be tolerable without the pictures?” 

“The pictures are all right, in their way; after all, one can always look at them 
if one is bored with one’s surroundings, or wants to avoid an imminent 
acquaintance.” 

“Even that doesn’t always save one. There is the inevitable female whom 
you met once in Devonshire, or the Matoppo Hills, or somewhere, who charges 
up to you with the remark that it’s funny how one always meets people one 
knows at the Academy. Personally, I don’t think it funny.” 

“I suffered in that way just now,” said Reginald plaintively, “from a woman 
whose word I had to take that she had met me last summer in Brittany.” 

“T hope you were not too brutal?” 

“I merely told her with engaging simplicity that the art of life was the 
avoidance of the unattainable.” 

“Did she try and work it out on the back of her catalogue?” 

“Not there and then. She murmured something about being ‘so clever.’ 
Fancy coming to the Academy to be clever!” 

“To be clever in the afternoon argues that one is dining nowhere in the 
evening.” 

“Which reminds me that I can’t remember whether I accepted an invitation 
from you to dine at Kettner’s to-night.” 

“On the other hand, I can remember with startling distinctness not having 
asked you to.” 

“So much certainty is unbecoming in the young; so we’ll consider that 
settled. What were you talking about? Oh, pictures. Personally, I rather like 
them; they are so refreshingly real and probable, they take one away from the 
unrealities of life.” 

“One likes to escape from oneself occasionally.” 


“That is the disadvantage of a portrait; as a rule, one’s bitterest friends can 
find nothing more to ask than the faithful unlikeness that goes down to posterity 
as oneself. I hate posterity — it’s so fond of having the last word. Of course, as 
regards portraits, there are exceptions.” 

“For instance?” 

“To die before being painted by Sargent is to go to heaven prematurely.” 

“With the necessary care and impatience, you may avoid that catastrophe.” 

“If you’re going to be rude,” said Reginald, “I shall dine with you to-morrow 
night as well. The chief vice of the Academy,” he continued, “is its 
nomenclature. Why, for instance, should an obvious trout-stream with a 
palpable rabbit sitting in the foreground be called ‘an evening dream of 
unbeclouded peace,’ or something of that sort?” 

“You think,” said the Other, “that a name should economise description rather 
than stimulate imagination?” 

“Properly chosen, it should do both. There is my lady kitten at home, for 
instance; I’ve called it Derry.” 

“Suggests nothing to my imagination but protracted sieges and religious 
animosities. Of course, I don’t know your kitten” — 

“Oh, you’re silly. It’s a sweet name, and it answers to it — when it wants to. 
Then, if there are any unseemly noises in the night, they can be explained 
succinctly: Derry and Toms.” 

“You might almost charge for the advertisement. But as applied to pictures, 
don’t you think your system would be too subtle, say, for the Country Cousins?” 

“Every reformation must have its victims. You can’t expect the fatted calf to 
share the enthusiasm of the angels over the prodigal’s return. Another darling 
weakness of the Academy is that none of its luminaries must ‘arrive’ in a hurry. 
You can see them coming for years, like a Balkan trouble or a street 
improvement, and by the time they have painted a thousand or so square yards of 
canvas, their work begins to be recognised.” 

“Someone who Must Not be Contradicted said that a man must be a success 
by the time he’s thirty, or never.” 

“To have reached thirty,” said Reginald, “is to have failed in life.” 


REGINALD AT THE THEATRE 


“After all,” said the Duchess vaguely, “there are certain things you can’t get 
away from. Right and wrong, good conduct and moral rectitude, have certain 
well-defined limits.” 

“So, for the matter of that,” replied Reginald, “has the Russian Empire. The 
trouble is that the limits are not always in the same place.” 

Reginald and the Duchess regarded each other with mutual distrust, tempered 
by a scientific interest. Reginald considered that the Duchess had much to learn; 
in particular, not to hurry out of the Carlton as though afraid of losing one’s last 
‘bus. A woman, he said, who is careless of disappearances is capable of leaving 
town before Goodwood, and dying at the wrong moment of an unfashionable 
disease. 

The Duchess thought that Reginald did not exceed the ethical standard which 
circumstances demanded. 

“Of course,” she resumed combatively, “it’s the prevailing fashion to believe 
in perpetual change and mutability, and all that sort of thing, and to say we are 
all merely an improved form of primeval ape — of course you subscribe to that 
doctrine?” 

“T think it decidedly premature; in most people I know the process is far from 
complete.” 

“And equally of course you are quite irreligious?” 

“Oh, by no means. The fashion just now is a Roman Catholic frame of mind 
with an Agnostic conscience: you get the medieval picturesqueness of the one 
with the modern conveniences of the other.” 

The Duchess suppressed a sniff. She was one of those people who regard the 
Church of England with patronising affection, as if it were something that had 
grown up in their kitchen garden. 

“But there are other things,” she continued, “which I suppose are to a certain 
extent sacred even to you. Patriotism, for instance, and Empire, and Imperial 
responsibility, and blood-is-thicker-than-water, and all that sort of thing.” 

Reginald waited for a couple of minutes before replying, while the Lord of 
Rimini temporarily monopolised the acoustic possibilities of the theatre. 

“That is the worst of a tragedy,” he observed, “one can’t always hear oneself 
talk. Of course I accept the Imperial idea and the responsibility. After all, I 
would just as soon think in Continents as anywhere else. And some day, when 
the season is over and we have the time, you shall explain to me the exact blood- 


brotherhood and all that sort of thing that exists between a French Canadian and 
a mild Hindoo and a Yorkshireman, for instance.” 

“Oh, well, ‘dominion over palm and pine,’ you know,” quoted the Duchess 
hopefully; “of course we mustn’t forget that we’re all part of the great Anglo- 
Saxon Empire.” 

“Which for its part is rapidly becoming a suburb of Jerusalem. A very 
pleasant suburb, I admit, and quite a charming Jerusalem. But still a suburb.” 

“Really, to be told one’s living in a suburb when one is conscious of 
spreading the benefits of civilisation all over the world! Philanthropy — I 
suppose you will say that is a comfortable delusion; and yet even you must 
admit that whenever want or misery or starvation is known to exist, however 
distant or difficult of access, we instantly organise relief on the most generous 
scale, and distribute it, if need be, to the uttermost ends of the earth.” 

The Duchess paused, with a sense of ultimate triumph. She had made the 
same observation at a drawing-room meeting, and it had been extremely well 
received. 

“T wonder,” said Reginald, “if you have ever walked down the Embankment 
on a winter night?” 

“Gracious, no, child! Why do you ask?” 

“T didn’t; I only wondered. And even your philanthropy, practised in a world 
where everything is based on competition, must have a debit as well as a credit 
account. The young ravens cry for food.” 

“And are fed.” 

“Exactly. Which presupposes that something else is fed upon.” 

“Oh, you’re simply exasperating. You’ve been reading Nietzsche till you 
haven’t got any sense of moral proportion left. May I ask if you are governed by 
any laws of conduct whatever?” 

“There are certain fixed rules that one observes for one’s own comfort. For 
instance, never be flippantly rude to any inoffensive grey-bearded stranger that 
you may meet in pine forests or hotel smoking-rooms on the Continent. It 
always turns out to be the King of Sweden.” 

“The restraint must be dreadfully irksome to you. When I was younger, boys 
of your age used to be nice and innocent.” 

“Now we are only nice. One must specialise in these days. Which reminds 
me of the man I read of in some sacred book who was given a choice of what he 
most desired. And because he didn’t ask for titles and honours and dignities, but 
only for immense wealth, these other things came to him also.” 

“T am sure you didn’t read about him in any sacred book.” 

“Yes; I fancy you will find him in Debrett.” 


REGINALD’S PEACE POEM 


“Tm writing a poem on Peace,” said Reginald, emerging from a sweeping 
operation through a tin of mixed biscuits, in whose depths a macaroon or two 
might yet be lurking. 

“Something of the kind seems to have been attempted already,” said the 
Other. 

“Oh, I know; but I may never have the chance again. Besides, I’ve got a new 
fountain pen. I don’t pretend to have gone on any very original lines; in writing 
about Peace the thing is to say what everybody else is saying, only to say it 
better. It begins with the usual ornithological emotion — 


“When the widgeon westward winging. Heard the folk Vereeniginging,. Heard 
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the shouting and the singing’” — 


“Vereeniginging is good, but why widgeon?” 

“Why not? Anything that winged westward would naturally begin with a w.” 

“Need it wing westward?” 

“The bird must go somewhere. You wouldn’t have it hang around and look 
foolish. Then I’ve brought in something about the heedless hartebeest galloping 
over the deserted veldt.” 

“Of course you know it’s practically extinct in those regions?” 

“T can’t help that, it gallops so nicely. I make it have all sorts of unexpected 
yearnings — 


‘Mother, may I go and maffick,. Tear around and hinder traffic?’ 


Of course you’ll say there would be no traffic worth bothering about on the 
bare and sun-scorched veldt, but there’s no other word that rhymes with 
maffick.” 

“Seraphic?” 

Reginald considered. “It might do, but I’ve got a lot about angels later on. 
You must have angels in a Peace poem; I know dreadfully little about their 
habits.” 

“They can do unexpected things, like the hartebeest.” 

“Of course. Then I turn on London, the City of Dreadful Nocturnes, resonant 
with hymns of joy and thanksgiving — 


‘And the sleeper, eye unlidding,. Heard a voice for ever bidding. Much farewell 
to Dolly Gray;. Turning weary on his truckle-. Bed he heard the honey-suckle. 
Lauded in apiarian lay.’ 


Longfellow at his best wrote nothing like that.” 

“T agree with you.” 

“T wish you wouldn’t. I’ve a sweet temper, but I can’t stand being agreed 
with. And I’m so worried about the aasvogel.” 

Reginald stared dismally at the biscuit-tin, which now presented an 
unattractive array of rejected cracknels. 

“I believe,’ he murmured, “if I could find a woman with an unsatisfied 
craving for cracknels, I should marry her.” 

“What is the tragedy of the aasvogel?” asked the Other sympathetically. 

“Oh, simply that there’s no rhyme for it. I thought about it all the time I was 
dressing — it’s dreadfully bad for one to think whilst one’s dressing — and all 
lunch-time, and I’m still hung up over it. I feel like those unfortunate 
automobilists who achieve an unenviable motoriety by coming to a hopeless stop 
with their cars in the most crowded thoroughfares. I’m afraid I shall have to 
drop the aasvogel, and it did give such lovely local colour to the thing.” 

“Still you’ve got the heedless hartebeest.” 

“And quite a decorative bit of moral admonition — when you’ve worried the 
meaning out — 


‘Cease, War, thy bubbling madness that the wine shares,. And bid thy legions 
turn their swords to mine shares.’ 


Mine shares seems to fit the case better than ploughshares. There’s lots more 
about the blessings of Peace, shall I go on reading it?” 
“Tf I must make a choice, I think I would rather they went on with the war.” 


REGINALD’S CHOIR TREAT 


“Never,” wrote Reginald to his most darling friend, “be a pioneer. It’s the Early 
Christian that gets the fattest lion.” 

Reginald, in his way, was a pioneer. 

None of the rest of his family had anything approaching Titian hair or a sense 
of humour, and they used primroses as a table decoration. 

It follows that they never understood Reginald, who came down late to 
breakfast, and nibbled toast, and said disrespectful things about the universe. 
The family ate porridge, and believed in everything, even the weather forecast. 

Therefore the family was relieved when the vicar’s daughter undertook the 
reformation of Reginald. Her name was Amabel; it was the vicar’s one 
extravagance. Amabel was accounted a beauty and intellectually gifted; she 
never played tennis, and was reputed to have read Maeterlinck’s Life of the Bee. 
If you abstain from tennis and read Maeterlinck in a small country village, you 
are of necessity intellectual. Also she had been twice to Fécamp to pick up a 
good French accent from the Americans staying there; consequently she had a 
knowledge of the world which might be considered useful in dealings with a 
worldling. 

Hence the congratulations in the family when Amabel undertook the 
reformation of its wayward member. 

Amabel commenced operations by asking her unsuspecting pupil to tea in the 
vicarage garden; she believed in the healthy influence of natural surroundings, 
never having been in Sicily, where things are different. 

And like every woman who has ever preached repentance to unregenerate 
youth, she dwelt on the sin of an empty life, which always seems so much more 
scandalous in the country, where people rise early to see if a new strawberry has 
happened during the night. 

Reginald recalled the lilies of the field, “which simply sat and looked 
beautiful, and defied competition.” 

“But that is not an example for us to follow,” gasped Amabel. 

“Unfortunately, we can’t afford to. You don’t know what a world of trouble I 
take in trying to rival the lilies in their artistic simplicity.” 

“You are really indecently vain of your appearance. A good life is infinitely 
preferable to good looks.” 

“You agree with me that the two are incompatible. I always say beauty is 
only sin deep.” 


Amabel began to realise that the battle is not always to the strong-minded. 
With the immemorial resource of her sex, she abandoned the frontal attack, and 
laid stress on her unassisted labours in parish work, her mental loneliness, her 
discouragements — and at the right moment she produced strawberries and 
cream. Reginald was obviously affected by the latter, and when his preceptress 
suggested that he might begin the strenuous life by helping her to supervise the 
annual outing of the bucolic infants who composed the local choir, his eyes 
shone with the dangerous enthusiasm of a convert. 

Reginald entered on the strenuous life alone, as far as Amabel was 
concerned. The most virtuous women are not proof against damp grass, and 
Amabel kept her bed with a cold. Reginald called it a dispensation; it had been 
the dream of his life to stage-manage a choir outing. With strategic insight, he 
led his shy, bullet-headed charges to the nearest woodland stream and allowed 
them to bathe; then he seated himself on their discarded garments and discoursed 
on their immediate future, which, he decreed, was to embrace a Bacchanalian 
procession through the village. Forethought had provided the occasion with a 
supply of tin whistles, but the introduction of a he-goat from a neighbouring 
orchard was a brilliant afterthought. Properly, Reginald explained, there should 
have been an outfit of panther skins; as it was, those who had spotted 
handkerchiefs were allowed to wear them, which they did with thankfulness. 
Reginald recognised the impossibility, in the time at his disposal, of teaching his 
shivering neophytes a chant in honour of Bacchus, so he started them off with a 
more familiar, if less appropriate, temperance hymn. After all, he said, it is the 
spirit of the thing that counts. Following the etiquette of dramatic authors on 
first nights, he remained discreetly in the background while the procession, with 
extreme diffidence and the goat, wound its way lugubriously towards the 
village. The singing had died down long before the main street was reached, but 
the miserable wailing of pipes brought the inhabitants to their doors. Reginald 
said he had seen something like it in pictures; the villagers had seen nothing like 
it in their lives, and remarked as much freely. 

Reginald’s family never forgave him. They had no sense of humour. 


REGINALD ON WORRIES 


I have (said Reginald) an aunt who worries. She’s not really an aunt — a sort of 
amateur one, and they aren’t really worries. She is a social success, and has no 
domestic tragedies worth speaking of, so she adopts any decorative sorrows that 
are going, myself included. In that way she’s the antithesis, or whatever you call 
it, to those sweet, uncomplaining women one knows who have seen trouble, and 
worn blinkers ever since. Of course, one just loves them for it, but I must 
confess they make me uncomfy; they remind one so of a duck that goes flapping 
about with forced cheerfulness long after its head’s been cut off. Ducks have no 
repose. Now, my aunt has a shade of hair that suits her, and a cook who quarrels 
with the other servants, which is always a hopeful sign, and a conscience that’s 
absentee for about eleven months of the year, and only turns up at Lent to annoy 
her husband’s people, who are considerably Lower than the angels, so to speak: 
with all these natural advantages — she says her particular tint of bronze is a 
natural advantage, and there can be no two opinions as to the advantage — of 
course she has to send out for her afflictions, like those restaurants where they 
haven’t got a licence. The system has this advantage, that you can fit your 
unhappinesses in with your other engagements, whereas real worries have a way 
of arriving at meal-times, and when you’re dressing, or other solemn moments. I 
knew a canary once that had been trying for months and years to hatch out a 
family, and everyone looked upon it as a blameless infatuation, like the sale of 
Delagoa Bay, which would be an annual loss to the Press agencies if it ever 
came to pass; and one day the bird really did bring it off, in the middle of family 
prayers. I say the middle, but it was also the end: you can’t go on being thankful 
for daily bread when you are wondering what on earth very new canaries expect 
to be fed on. 

At present she’s rather in a Balkan state of mind about the treatment of the 
Jews in Roumania. Personally, I think the Jews have estimable qualities; they’re 
so kind to their poor — and to our rich. I daresay in Roumania the cost of living 
beyond one’s income isn’t so great. Over here the trouble is that so many people 
who have money to throw about seem to have such vague ideas where to throw 
it. That fund, for instance, to relieve the victims of sudden disasters — what is a 
sudden disaster? There’s Marion Mulciber, who would think she could play 
bridge, just as she would think she could ride down a hill on a bicycle; on that 
occasion she went to a hospital, now she’s gone into a Sisterhood — lost all she 
had, you know, and gave the rest to Heaven. Still, you can’t call it a sudden 
calamity; that occurred when poor dear Marion was born. The doctors said at 


the time that she couldn’t live more than a fortnight, and she’s been trying ever 
since to see if she could. Women are so opinionated. 

And then there’s the Education Question — not that I can see that there’s 
anything to worry about in that direction. To my mind, education is an absurdly 
over-rated affair. At least, one never took it very seriously at school, where 
everything was done to bring it prominently under one’s notice. Anything that is 
worth knowing one practically teaches oneself, and the rest obtrudes itself 
sooner or later. The reason one’s elders know so comparatively little is because 
they have to unlearn so much that they acquired by way of education before we 
were born. Of course I’m a believer in Nature-study; as I said to Lady 
Beauwhistle, if you want a lesson in elaborate artificiality, just watch the studied 
unconcern of a Persian cat entering a crowded salon, and then go and practise it 
for a fortnight. The Beauwhistles weren’t born in the Purple, you know, but 
they’re getting there on the instalment system — so much down, and the rest 
when you feel like it. They have kind hearts, and they never forget birthdays. I 
forget what he was, something in the City, where the patriotism comes from; and 
she — oh, well, her frocks are built in Paris, but she wears them with a strong 
English accent. So public-spirited of her. I think she must have been very 
strictly brought up, she’s so desperately anxious to do the wrong thing correctly. 
Not that it really matters nowadays, as I told her: I know some perfectly virtuous 
people who are received everywhere. 


REGINALD ON HOUSE-PARTIES 


The drawback is, one never really knows one’s hosts and hostesses. One gets to 
know their fox-terriers and their chrysanthemums, and whether the story about 
the go-cart can be turned loose in the drawing-room, or must be told privately to 
each member of the party, for fear of shocking public opinion; but one’s host 
and hostess are a sort of human hinterland that one never has the time to explore. 

There was a fellow I stayed with once in Warwickshire who farmed his own 
land, but was otherwise quite steady. Should never have suspected him of 
having a soul, yet not very long afterwards he eloped with a lion-tamer’s widow 
and set up as a golf-instructor somewhere on the Persian Gulf; dreadfully 
immoral, of course, because he was only an indifferent player, but still, it 
showed imagination. His wife was really to be pitied, because he had been the 
only person in the house who understood how to manage the cook’s temper, and 
now she has to put “D.V.” on her dinner invitations. Still, that’s better than a 
domestic scandal; a woman who leaves her cook never wholly recovers her 
position in Society. 

I suppose the same thing holds good with the hosts; they seldom have more 
than a superficial acquaintance with their guests, and so often just when they do 
get to know you a bit better, they leave off knowing you altogether. There was 
rather a breath of winter in the air when I left those Dorsetshire people. You 
see, they had asked me down to shoot, and I’m not particularly immense at that 
sort of thing. There’s such a deadly sameness about partridges; when you’ve 
missed one, you’ve missed the lot — at least, that’s been my experience. And 
they tried to rag me in the smoking-room about not being able to hit a bird at 
five yards, a sort of bovine ragging that suggested cows buzzing round a gadfly 
and thinking they were teasing it. So I got up the next morning at early dawn — 
I know it was dawn, because there were lark-noises in the sky, and the grass 
looked as if it had been left out all night — and hunted up the most conspicuous 
thing in the bird line that I could find, and measured the distance, as nearly as it 
would let me, and shot away all I knew. They said afterwards that it was a tame 
bird; that’s simply silly, because it was awfully wild at the first few shots. 
Afterwards it quieted down a bit, and when its legs had stopped waving 
farewells to the landscape I got a gardener-boy to drag it into the hall, where 
everybody must see it on their way to the breakfast-room. I breakfasted upstairs 
myself. I gathered afterwards that the meal was tinged with a very unchristian 
spirit. I suppose it’s unlucky to bring peacock’s feathers into a house; anyway, 
there was a blue-pencilly look in my hostess’s eye when I took my departure. 


Some hostesses, of course, will forgive anything, even unto pavonicide (is 
there such a word?), as long as one is nice-looking and sufficiently unusual to 
counterbalance some of the others; and there are others — the girl, for instance, 
who reads Meredith, and appears at meals with unnatural punctuality in a frock 
that’s made at home and repented at leisure. She eventually finds her way to 
India and gets married, and comes home to admire the Royal Academy, and to 
imagine that an indifferent prawn curry is for ever an effective substitute for all 
that we have been taught to believe is luncheon. It’s then that she is really 
dangerous; but at her worst she is never quite so bad as the woman who fires 
Exchange and Mart questions at you without the least provocation. Imagine the 
other day, just when I was doing my best to understand half the things I was 
saying, being asked by one of those seekers after country home truths how many 
fowls she could keep in a run ten feet by six, or whatever it was! I told her 
whole crowds, as long as she kept the door shut, and the idea didn’t seem to have 
struck her before; at least, she brooded over it for the rest of dinner. 

Of course, as I say, one never really knows one’s ground, and one may make 
mistakes occasionally. But then one’s mistakes sometimes turn out assets in the 
long-run: if we had never bungled away our American colonies we might never 
have had the boy from the States to teach us how to wear our hair and cut our 
clothes, and we must get our ideas from somewhere, I suppose. Even the 
Hooligan was probably invented in China centuries before we thought of him. 
England must wake up, as the Duke of Devonshire said the other day; wasn’t it? 
Oh, well, it was someone else. Not that I ever indulge in despair about the 
Future; there always have been men who have gone about despairing of the 
Future, and when the Future arrives it says nice, superior things about their 
having acted according to their lights. It is dreadful to think that other people’s 
grandchildren may one day rise up and call one amiable. 

There are moments when one sympathises with Herod. 


REGINALD AT THE CARLTON 


“A most variable climate,” said the Duchess; “and how unfortunate that we 
should have had that very cold weather at a time when coal was so dear! So 
distressing for the poor.” 

“Someone has observed that Providence is always on the side of the big 
dividends,” remarked Reginald. 

The Duchess ate an anchovy in a shocked manner; she was sufficiently old- 
fashioned to dislike irreverence towards dividends. 

Reginald had left the selection of a feeding-ground to her womanly intuition, 
but he chose the wine himself, knowing that womanly intuition stops short at 
claret. A woman will cheerfully choose husbands for her less attractive friends, 
or take sides in a political controversy without the least knowledge of the issues 
involved — but no woman ever cheerfully chose a claret. 

“Hors d’ceuvres have always a pathetic interest for me,” said Reginald: “they 
remind me of one’s childhood that one goes through, wondering what the next 
course is going to be like — and during the rest of the menu one wishes one had 
eaten more of the hors d’ceuvres. Don’t you love watching the different ways 
people have of entering a restaurant? There is the woman who races in as 
though her whole scheme of life were held together by a one-pin despotism 
which might abdicate its functions at any moment; it’s really a relief to see her 
reach her chair in safety. Then there are the people who troop in with an- 
unpleasant-duty-to-perform air, as if they were angels of Death entering a plague 
city. You see that type of Briton very much in hotels abroad. And nowadays 
there are always the Johannesbourgeois, who bring a Cape-to-Cairo atmosphere 
with them — what may be called the Rand Manner, I suppose.” 

“Talking about hotels abroad,” said the Duchess, “I am preparing notes for a 
lecture at the Club on the educational effects of modern travel, dealing chiefly 
with the moral side of the question. I was talking to Lady Beauwhistle’s aunt the 
other day — she’s just come back from Paris, you know. Such a sweet woman” 

“And so silly. In these days of the over-education of women she’s quite 
refreshing. They say some people went through the siege of Paris without 
knowing that France and Germany were at war; but the Beauwhistle aunt is 
credited with having passed the whole winter in Paris under the impression that 
the Humberts were a kind of bicycle . . . Isn’t there a bishop or somebody who 
believes we shall meet all the animals we have known on earth in another 
world? How frightfully embarrassing to meet a whole shoal of whitebait you 


had last known at Prince’s! I’m sure in my nervousness I should talk of nothing 
but lemons. Still, I daresay they would be quite as offended if one hadn’t eaten 
them. I know if I were served up at a cannibal feast I should be dreadfully 
annoyed if anyone found fault with me for not being tender enough, or having 
been kept too long.” 

“My idea about the lecture,” resumed the Duchess hurriedly, “is to inquire 
whether promiscuous Continental travel doesn’t tend to weaken the moral fibre 
of the social conscience. There are people one knows, quite nice people when 
they are in England, who are so different when they are anywhere the other side 
of the Channel.” 

“The people with what I call Tauchnitz morals,” observed Reginald. “On the 
whole, I think they get the best of two very desirable worlds. And, after all, they 
charge so much for excess luggage on some of those foreign lines that it’s really 
an economy to leave one’s reputation behind one occasionally.” 

“A scandal, my dear Reginald, is as much to be avoided at Monaco or any of 
those places as at Exeter, let us say.” 

“Scandal, my dear Irene — I may call you Irene, mayn’t I?” 

“T don’t know that you have known me long enough for that.” 

“T’ve known you longer than your god-parents had when they took the liberty 
of calling you that name. Scandal is merely the compassionate allowance which 
the gay make to the humdrum. Think how many blameless lives are brightened 
by the blazing indiscretions of other people. Tell me, who is the woman with the 
old lace at the table on our left? Oh, that doesn’t matter; it’s quite the thing 
nowadays to stare at people as if they were yearlings at Tattersall’s.” 

“Mrs. Spelvexit? Quite a charming woman; separated from her husband” — 

“Incompatibility of income?” 

“Oh, nothing of that sort. By miles of frozen ocean, I was going to say. He 
explores ice-floes and studies the movements of herrings, and has written a most 
interesting book on the home-life of the Esquimaux; but naturally he has very 
little home-life of his own.” 

“A husband who comes home with the Gulf Stream would be rather a tied-up 
asset.” 

“His wife is exceedingly sensible about it. She collects postage-stamps. 
Such a resource. Those people with her are the Whimples, very old 
acquaintances of mine; they’re always having trouble, poor things.” 

“Trouble is not one of those fancies you can take up and drop at any moment; 
it’s like a grouse-moor or the opium-habit — once you start it you’ve got to keep 
it up.” 

“Their eldest son was such a disappointment to them; they wanted him to be a 


linguist, and spent no end of money on having him taught to speak — oh, dozens 
of languages! — and then he became a Trappist monk. And the youngest, who 
was intended for the American marriage market, has developed political 
tendencies, and writes pamphlets about the housing of the poor. Of course it’s a 
most important question, and I devote a good deal of time to it myself in the 
mornings; but, as Laura Whimple says, it’s as well to have an establishment of 
one’s own before agitating about other people’s. She feels it very keenly, but 
she always maintains a cheerful appetite, which I think is so unselfish of her.” 

“There are different ways of taking disappointment. There was a girl I knew 
who nursed a wealthy uncle through a long illness, borne by her with Christian 
fortitude, and then he died and left his money to a swine-fever hospital. She 
found she’d about cleared stock in fortitude by that time, and now she gives 
drawing-room recitations. That’s what I call being vindictive.” 

“Life is full of its disappointments,” observed the Duchess, “and I suppose 
the art of being happy is to disguise them as illusions. But that, my dear 
Reginald, becomes more difficult as one grows older.” 

“I think it’s more generally practised than you imagine. The young have 
aspirations that never come to pass, the old have reminiscences of what never 
happened. It’s only the middle-aged who are really conscious of their 
limitations — that is why one should be so patient with them. But one never is.” 

“After all,” said the Duchess, “the disillusions of life may depend on our way 
of assessing it. In the minds of those who come after us we may be remembered 
for qualities and successes which we quite left out of the reckoning.” 

“Tt’s not always safe to depend on the commemorative tendencies of those 
who come after us. There may have been disillusionments in the lives of the 
medieval saints, but they would scarcely have been better pleased if they could 
have foreseen that their names would be associated nowadays chiefly with 
racehorses and the cheaper clarets. And now, if you can tear yourself away from 
the salted almonds, we’ll go and have coffee under the palms that are so 
necessary for our discomfort.” 


REGINALD ON BESETTING SINS: THE WOMAN WHO TOLD 
THE TRUTH 


There was once (said Reginald) a woman who told the truth. Not all at once, of 
course, but the habit grew upon her gradually, like lichen on an apparently 
healthy tree. She had no children — otherwise it might have been different. It 
began with little things, for no particular reason except that her life was a rather 
empty one, and it is so easy to slip into the habit of telling the truth in little 
matters. And then it became difficult to draw the line at more important things, 
until at last she took to telling the truth about her age; she said she was forty-two 
and five months — by that time, you see, she was veracious even to months. It 
may have been pleasing to the angels, but her elder sister was not gratified. On 
the Woman’s birthday, instead of the opera-tickets which she had hoped for, her 
sister gave her a view of Jerusalem from the Mount of Olives, which is not quite 
the same thing. The revenge of an elder sister may be long in coming, but, like a 
South-Eastern express, it arrives in its own good time. 

The friends of the Woman tried to dissuade her from over-indulgence in the 
practice, but she said she was wedded to the truth; whereupon it was remarked 
that it was scarcely logical to be so much together in public. (No really 
provident woman lunches regularly with her husband if she wishes to burst upon 
him as a revelation at dinner. He must have time to forget; an afternoon is not 
enough.) And after a while her friends began to thin out in patches. Her passion 
for the truth was not compatible with a large visiting-list. For instance, she told 
Miriam Klopstock exactly how she looked at the Ilexes’ ball. Certainly Miriam 
had asked for her candid opinion, but the Woman prayed in church every Sunday 
for peace in our time, and it was not consistent. 

It was unfortunate, everyone agreed, that she had no family; with a child or 
two in the house, there is an unconscious check upon too free an indulgence in 
the truth. Children are given us to discourage our better emotions. That is why 
the stage, with all its efforts, can never be as artificial as life; even in an Ibsen 
drama one must reveal to the audience things that one would suppress before the 
children or servants. 

Fate may have ordained the truth-telling from the commencement and should 
justly bear some of the blame; but in having no children the Woman was guilty, 
at least, of contributory negligence. 

Little by little she felt she was becoming a slave to what had once been 
merely an idle propensity; and one day she knew. Every woman tells ninety per 
cent. of the truth to her dressmaker; the other ten per cent. is the irreducible 


minimum of deception beyond which no self-respecting client trespasses. 
Madame Draga’s establishment was a meeting-ground for naked truths and over- 
dressed fictions, and it was here, the Woman felt, that she might make a final 
effort to recall the artless mendacity of past days. Madame herself was in an 
inspiring mood, with the air of a sphinx who knew all things and preferred to 
forget most of them. As a War Minister she might have been celebrated, but she 
was content to be merely rich. 

“Tf I take it in here, and — Miss Howard, one moment, if you please — and 
there, and round like this — so — I really think you will find it quite easy.” 

The Woman hesitated; it seemed to require such a small effort to simply 
acquiesce in Madame’s views. But habit had become too strong. “I’m afraid,” 
she faltered, “it’s just the least little bit in the world too” — 

And by that least little bit she measured the deeps and eternities of her 
thraldom to fact. Madame was not best pleased at being contradicted on a 
professional matter, and when Madame lost her temper you usually found it 
afterwards in the bill. 

And at last the dreadful thing came, as the Woman had foreseen all along that 
it must; it was one of those paltry little truths with which she harried her waking 
hours. On a raw Wednesday morning, in a few ill-chosen words, she told the 
cook that she drank. She remembered the scene afterwards as vividly as though 
it had been painted in her mind by Abbey. The cook was a good cook, as cooks 
go; and as cooks go she went. 

Miriam Klopstock came to lunch the next day. Women and elephants never 
forget an injury. 


REGINALD’S DRAMA 


Reginald closed his eyes with the elaborate weariness of one who has rather nice 
eyelashes and thinks it useless to conceal the fact. 

“One of these days,” he said, “I shall write a really great drama. No one will 
understand the drift of it, but everyone will go back to their homes with a vague 
feeling of dissatisfaction with their lives and surroundings. Then they will put 
up new wall-papers and forget.” 

“But how about those that have oak panelling all over the house?” said the 
Other. 

“They can always put down new stair-carpets,” pursued Reginald, “and, 
anyhow, I’m not responsible for the audience having a happy ending. The play 
would be quite sufficient strain on one’s energies. I should get a bishop to say it 
was immoral and beautiful — no dramatist has thought of that before, and 
everyone would come to condemn the bishop, and they would stay on out of 
sheer nervousness. After all, it requires a great deal of moral courage to leave in 
a marked manner in the middle of the second act, when your carriage isn’t 
ordered till twelve. And it would commence with wolves worrying something 
on a lonely waste — you wouldn’t see them, of course; but you would hear them 
snarling and scrunching, and I should arrange to have a wolfy fragrance 
suggested across the footlights. It would look so well on the programmes, 
‘Wolves in the first act, by Jamrach.’ And old Lady Whortleberry, who never 
misses a first night, would scream. She’s always been nervous since she lost her 
first husband. He died quite abruptly while watching a county cricket match; 
two and a half inches of rain had fallen for seven runs, and it was supposed that 
the excitement killed him. Anyhow, it gave her quite a shock; it was the first 
husband she’d lost, you know, and now she always screams if anything thrilling 
happens too soon after dinner. And after the audience had heard the 
Whortleberry scream the thing would be fairly launched.” 

“And the plot?” 

“The plot,” said Reginald, “would be one of those little everyday tragedies 
that one sees going on all round one. In my mind’s eye there is the case of the 
Mudge-Jervises, which in an unpretentious way has quite an Enoch Arden 
intensity underlying it. They’d only been married some eighteen months or so, 
and circumstances had prevented their seeing much of each other. With him 
there was always a foursome or something that had to be played and replayed in 
different parts of the country, and she went in for slumming quite as seriously as 
if it was a sport. With her, I suppose, it was. She belonged to the Guild of the 


Poor Dear Souls, and they hold the record for having nearly reformed a 
washerwoman. No one has ever really reformed a washerwoman, and that is 
why the competition is so keen. You can rescue charwomen by fifties with a 
little tea and personal magnetism, but with washerwomen it’s different; wages 
are too high. This particular laundress, who came from Bermondsey or some 
such place, was really rather a hopeful venture, and they thought at last that she 
might be safely put in the window as a specimen of successful work. So they 
had her paraded at a drawing-room “At Home” at Agatha Camelford’s; it was 
sheer bad luck that some liqueur chocolates had been turned loose by mistake 
among the refreshments — really liqueur chocolates, with very little chocolate. 
And of course the old soul found them out, and cornered the entire stock. It was 
like finding a whelk-stall in a desert, as she afterwards partially expressed 
herself. When the liqueurs began to take effect, she started to give them 
imitations of farmyard animals as they know them in Bermondsey. She began 
with a dancing bear, and you know Agatha doesn’t approve of dancing, except at 
Buckingham Palace under proper supervision. And then she got up on the piano 
and gave them an organ monkey; I gather she went in for realism rather than a 
Maeterlinckian treatment of the subject. Finally, she fell into the piano and said 
she was a parrot in a cage, and for an impromptu performance I believe she was 
very word-perfect; no one had heard anything like it, except Baroness 
Boobelstein who has attended sittings of the Austrian Reichsrath. Agatha is 
trying the Rest-cure at Buxton.” 

“But the tragedy?” 

“Oh, the Mudge-Jervises. Well, they were getting along quite happily, and 
their married life was one continuous exchange of picture-postcards; and then 
one day they were thrown together on some neutral ground where foursomes and 
washerwomen overlapped, and discovered that they were hopelessly divided on 
the Fiscal Question. They have thought it best to separate, and she is to have the 
custody of the Persian kittens for nine months in the year — they go back to him 
for the winter, when she is abroad. There you have the material for a tragedy 
drawn straight from life — and the piece could be called “The Price They Paid 
for Empire.’ And of course one would have to work in studies of the struggle of 
hereditary tendency against environment and all that sort of thing. The woman’s 
father could have been an Envoy to some of the smaller German Courts; that’s 
where she’d get her passion for visiting the poor, in spite of the most careful 
upbringing. C’est le premier pa qui compte, as the cuckoo said when it 
swallowed its foster-parent. That, I think, is quite clever.” 

“And the wolves?” 


“Oh, the wolves would be a sort of elusive undercurrent in the background 
that would never be satisfactorily explained. After all, life teems with things that 
have no earthly reason. And whenever the characters could think of nothing 
brilliant to say about marriage or the War Office, they could open a window and 
listen to the howling of the wolves. But that would be very seldom.” 


REGINALD ON TARIFFS 


I’m not going to discuss the Fiscal Question (said Reginald); I wish to be 
original. At the same time, I think one suffers more than one realises from the 
system of free imports. I should like, for instance, a really prohibitive duty put 
upon the partner who declares on a weak red suit and hopes for the best. Even a 
free outlet for compressed verbiage doesn’t balance matters. And I think there 
should be a sort of bounty-fed export (is that the right expression?) of the people 
who impress on you that you ought to take life seriously. There are only two 
classes that really can’t help taking life seriously — schoolgirls of thirteen and 
Hohenzollerns; they might be exempt. Albanians come under another heading; 
they take life whenever they get the opportunity. The one Albanian that I was 
ever on speaking terms with was rather a decadent example. He was a Christian 
and a grocer, and I don’t fancy he had ever killed anybody. I didn’t like to 
question him on the subject — that showed my delicacy. Mrs. Nicorax says I 
have no delicacy; she hasn’t forgiven me about the mice. You see, when I was 
staying down there, a mouse used to cake-walk about my room half the night, 
and none of their silly patent traps seemed to take its fancy as a bijou residence, 
so I determined to appeal to the better side of it — which with mice is the 
inside. So I called it Percy, and put little delicacies down near its hole every 
night, and that kept it quiet while I read Max Nordau’s Degeneration and other 
reproving literature, and went to sleep. And now she says there is a whole 
colony of mice in that room. 

That isn’t where the indelicacy comes in. She went out riding with me, which 
was entirely her own suggestion, and as we were coming home through some 
meadows she made a quite unnecessary attempt to see if her pony would jump a 
rather messy sort of brook that was there. It wouldn’t. It went with her as far as 
the water’s edge, and from that point Mrs. Nicorax went on alone. Of course I 
had to fish her out from the bank, and my riding-breeches are not cut with a view 
to salmon-fishing — it’s rather an art even to ride in them. Her habit-skirt was 
one of those open questions that need not be adhered to in emergencies, and on 
this occasion it remained behind in some water-weeds. She wanted me to fish 
about for that too, but I felt I had done enough Pharaoh’s daughter business for 
an October afternoon, and I was beginning to want my tea. So I bundled her up 
on to her pony, and gave her a lead towards home as fast as I cared to go. What 
with the wet and the unusual responsibility, her abridged costume did not stand 
the pace particularly well, and she got quite querulous when I shouted back that I 
had no pins with me — and no string. Some women expect so much from a 


fellow. When we got into the drive she wanted to go up the back way to the 
stables, but the ponies know they always get sugar at the front door, and I never 
attempt to hold a pulling pony; as for Mrs. Nicorax, it took her all she knew to 
keep a firm hand on her seceding garments, which, as her maid remarked 
afterwards, were more tout than ensemble. Of course nearly the whole house- 
party were out on the lawn watching the sunset — the only day this month that 
it’s occurred to the sun to show itself, as Mrs. Nic. viciously observed — and I 
shall never forget the expression on her husband’s face as we pulled up. “My 
darling, this is too much!” was his first spoken comment; taking into 
consideration the state of her toilet, it was the most brilliant thing I had ever 
heard him say, and I went into the library to be alone and scream. Mrs. Nicorax 
says I have no delicacy. 

Talking about tariffs, the lift-boy, who reads extensively between the 
landings, says it won’t do to tax raw commodities. What, exactly, is a raw 
commodity? Mrs. Van Challaby says men are raw commodities till you marry 
them; after they’ve struck Mrs. Van C., I can fancy they pretty soon become a 
finished article. Certainly she’s had a good deal of experience to support her 
opinion. She lost one husband in a railway accident, and mislaid another in the 
Divorce Court, and the current one has just got himself squeezed in a Beef 
Trust. “What was he doing in a Beef Trust, anyway?” she asked tearfully, and I 
suggested that perhaps he had an unhappy home. I only said it for the sake of 
making conversation; which it did. Mrs. Van Challaby said things about me 
which in her calmer moments she would have hesitated to spell. It’s a pity 
people can’t discuss fiscal matters without getting wild. However, she wrote 
next day to ask if I could get her a Yorkshire terrier of the size and shade that’s 
being worn now, and that’s as near as a woman can be expected to get to owning 
herself in the wrong. And she will tie a salmon-pink bow to its collar, and call it 
“Reggie,” and take it with her everywhere — like poor Miriam Klopstock, who 
would take her Chow with her to the bathroom, and while she was bathing it was 
playing at she-bears with her garments. Miriam is always late for breakfast, and 
she wasn’t really missed till the middle of lunch. 

However, I’m not going any further into the Fiscal Question. Only I should 
like to be protected from the partner with a weak red tendency. 


REGINALD’S CHRISTMAS REVEL 


They say (said Reginald) that there’s nothing sadder than victory except defeat. 
If you’ve ever stayed with dull people during what is alleged to be the festive 
season, you can probably revise that saying. I shall never forget putting in a 
Christmas at the Babwolds’. Mrs. Babwold is some relation of my father’s — a 
sort of to-be-left-till-called-for cousin — and that was considered sufficient 
reason for my having to accept her invitation at about the sixth time of asking; 
though why the sins of the father should be visited by the children — you won’t 
find any notepaper in that drawer; that’s where I keep old menus and first-night 
programmes. 

Mrs. Babwold wears a rather solemn personality, and has never been known 
to smile, even when saying disagreeable things to her friends or making out the 
Stores list. She takes her pleasures sadly. A state elephant at a Durbar gives one 
a very similar impression. Her husband gardens in all weathers. When a man 
goes out in the pouring rain to brush caterpillars off rose-trees, I generally 
imagine his life indoors leaves something to be desired; anyway, it must be very 
unsettling for the caterpillars. 

Of course there were other people there. There was a Major Somebody who 
had shot things in Lapland, or somewhere of that sort; I forget what they were, 
but it wasn’t for want of reminding. We had them cold with every meal almost, 
and he was continually giving us details of what they measured from tip to tip, as 
though he thought we were going to make them warm under-things for the 
winter. I used to listen to him with a rapt attention that I thought rather suited 
me, and then one day I quite modestly gave the dimensions of an okapi I had 
shot in the Lincolnshire fens. The Major turned a beautiful Tyrian scarlet (I 
remember thinking at the time that I should like my bathroom hung in that 
colour), and I think that at that moment he almost found it in his heart to dislike 
me. Mrs. Babwold put on a first-aid-to-the-injured expression, and asked him 
why he didn’t publish a book of his sporting reminiscences; it would be so 
interesting. She didn’t remember till afterwards that he had given her two fat 
volumes on the subject, with his portrait and autograph as a frontispiece and an 
appendix on the habits of the Arctic mussel. 

It was in the evening that we cast aside the cares and distractions of the day 
and really lived. Cards were thought to be too frivolous and empty a way of 
passing the time, so most of them played what they called a book game. You 
went out into the hall — to get an inspiration, I suppose — then you came in 
again with a muffler tied round your neck and looked silly, and the others were 


supposed to guess that you were “Wee MacGreegor.” I held out against the 
inanity as long as I decently could, but at last, in a lapse of good-nature, I 
consented to masquerade as a book, only I warned them that it would take some 
time to carry out. They waited for the best part of forty minutes, while I went 
and played wineglass skittles with the page-boy in the pantry; you play it with a 
champagne cork, you know, and the one who knocks down the most glasses 
without breaking them wins. I won, with four unbroken out of seven; I think 
William suffered from over-anxiousness. They were rather mad in the drawing- 
room at my not having come back, and they weren’t a bit pacified when I told 
them afterwards that I was “At the end of the passage.” 

“T never did like Kipling,” was Mrs. Babwold’s comment, when the situation 
dawned upon her. “I couldn’t see anything clever in Earthworms out of Tuscany 
— or is that by Darwin?” 

Of course these games are very educational, but, personally, I prefer bridge. 

On Christmas evening we were supposed to be specially festive in the Old 
English fashion. The hall was horribly draughty, but it seemed to be the proper 
place to revel in, and it was decorated with Japanese fans and Chinese lanterns, 
which gave it a very Old English effect. A young lady with a confidential voice 
favoured us with a long recitation about a little girl who died or did something 
equally hackneyed, and then the Major gave us a graphic account of a struggle 
he had with a wounded bear. I privately wished that the bears would win 
sometimes on these occasions; at least they wouldn’t go vapouring about it 
afterwards. Before we had time to recover our spirits, we were indulged with 
some thought-reading by a young man whom one knew instinctively had a good 
mother and an indifferent tailor — the sort of young man who talks unflaggingly 
through the thickest soup, and smooths his hair dubiously as though he thought it 
might hit back. The thought-reading was rather a success; he announced that the 
hostess was thinking about poetry, and she admitted that her mind was dwelling 
on one of Austin’s odes. Which was near enough. I fancy she had been really 
wondering whether a scrag-end of mutton and some cold plum-pudding would 
do for the kitchen dinner next day. As a crowning dissipation, they all sat down 
to play progressive halma, with milk-chocolate for prizes. I’ve been carefully 
brought up, and I don’t like to play games of skill for milk-chocolate, so I 
invented a headache and retired from the scene. I had been preceded a few 
minutes earlier by Miss Langshan-Smith, a rather formidable lady, who always 
got up at some uncomfortable hour in the morning, and gave you the impression 
that she had been in communication with most of the European Governments 
before breakfast. There was a paper pinned on her door with a signed request 
that she might be called particularly early on the morrow. Such an opportunity 


does not come twice in a lifetime. I covered up everything except the signature 
with another notice, to the effect that before these words should meet the eye she 
would have ended a misspent life, was sorry for the trouble she was giving, and 
would like a military funeral. A few minutes later I violently exploded an air- 
filled paper bag on the landing, and gave a stage moan that could have been 
heard in the cellars. Then I pursued my original intention and went to bed. The 
noise those people made in forcing open the good lady’s door was positively 
indecorous; she resisted gallantly, but I believe they searched her for bullets for 
about a quarter of an hour, as if she had been an historic battlefield. 

I hate travelling on Boxing Day, but one must occasionally do things that one 
dislikes. 


REGINALD’S RUBAIYAT 


The other day (confided Reginald), when I was killing time in the bathroom and 
making bad resolutions for the New Year, it occurred to me that I would like to 
be a poet. The chief qualification, I understand, is that you must be born. Well, 
I hunted up my birth certificate, and found that I was all right on that score, and 
then I got to work on a Hymn to the New Year, which struck me as having 
possibilities. It suggested extremely unusual things to absolutely unlikely 
people, which I believe is the art of first-class catering in any department. Quite 
the best verse in it went something like this — 


“Have you heard the groan of a gravelled grouse,. Or the snarl of a snaffled 
snail. (Husband or mother, like me, or spouse),. Have you lain a-creep in the 
darkened house. Where the wounded wombats wail?” 


It was quite improbable that anyone had, you know, and that’s where it 
stimulated the imagination and took people out of their narrow, humdrum 
selves. No one has ever called me narrow or humdrum, but even I felt worked 
up now and then at the thought of that house with the stricken wombats in it. It 
simply wasn’t nice. But the editors were unanimous in leaving it alone; they 
said the thing had been done before and done worse, and that the market for that 
sort of work was extremely limited. 

It was just on the top of that discouragement that the Duchess wanted me to 
write something in her album — something Persian, you know, and just a little 
bit decadent — and I thought a quatrain on an unwholesome egg would meet the 
requirements of the case. So I started in with — 


“Cackle, cackle, little hen,, How I wonder if and when. Once you laid the egg 
that I. Met, alas! too late. Amen.” 


The Duchess objected to the Amen, which I thought gave an air of 
forgiveness and chose jugée to the whole thing; also she said it wasn’t Persian 
enough, as though I were trying to sell her a kitten whose mother had married for 
love rather than pedigree. So I recast it entirely, and the new version read — 


“The hen that laid thee moons ago, who knows. In what Dead Yesterday her 
shades repose;. To some election turn thy waning span. And rain thy rottenness 
on fiscal foes.” 


I thought there was enough suggestion of decay in that to satisfy a jackal, and 
to me there was something infinitely pathetic and appealing in the idea of the 
egg having a sort of St. Luke’s summer of commercial usefulness. But the 
Duchess begged me to leave out any political allusions; she’s the president of a 
Women’s Something or other, and she said it might be taken as an endorsement 
of deplorable methods. I never can remember which Party Irene discourages 
with her support, but I shan’t forget an occasion when I was staying at her place 
and she gave me a pamphlet to leave at the house of a doubtful voter, and some 
grapes and things for a woman who was suffering from a chill on the top of a 
patent medicine. I thought it much cleverer to give the grapes to the former and 
the political literature to the sick woman, and the Duchess was quite absurdly 
annoyed about it afterwards. It seems the leaflet was addressed “To those about 
to wobble” — I wasn’t responsible for the silly title of the thing — and the 
woman never recovered; anyway, the voter was completely won over by the 
grapes and jellies, and I think that should have balanced matters. The Duchess 
called it bribery, and said it might have compromised the candidate she was 
supporting; he was expected to subscribe to church funds and chapel funds, and 
football and cricket clubs and regattas, and bazaars and beanfeasts and 
bellringers, and poultry shows and ploughing matches, and reading-rooms and 
choir outings, and shooting trophies and testimonials, and anything of that sort; 
but bribery would not have been tolerated. 

I fancy I have perhaps more talent for electioneering than for poetry, and I 
was really getting extended over this quatrain business. The egg began to be 
unmanageable, and the Duchess suggested something with a French literary ring 
about it. I hunted back in my mind for the most familiar French classic that I 
could take liberties with, and after a little exercise of memory I turned out the 
following: — 


“Hast thou the pen that once the gardener had?. I have it not; and know, these 
pears are bad. Oh, larger than the horses of the Prince. Are those the general 
drives in Kaikobad.” 


Even that didn’t altogether satisfy Irene; I fancy the geography of it puzzled 
her. She probably thought Kaikobad was an unfashionable German spa, where 
you’d meet matrimonial bargain-hunters and emergency Servian kings. My 
temper was beginning to slip its moorings by that time. I look rather nice when I 
lose my temper. (I hoped you would say I lose it very often. I mustn’t 
monopolise the conversation.) 


“Of course, if you want something really Persian and passionate, with red 
wine and bulbuls in it,” I went on to suggest; but she grabbed the book away 
from me. 

“Not for worlds. Nothing with red wine or passion in it. Dear Agatha gave 
me the album, and she would be mortified to the quick” — 

I said I didn’t believe Agatha had a quick, and we got quite heated in arguing 
the matter. Finally, the Duchess declared I shouldn’t write anything nasty in her 
book, and I said I wouldn’t write anything in her nasty book, so there wasn’t a 
very wide point of difference between us. For the rest of the afternoon I 
pretended to be sulking, but I was really working back to that quatrain, like a 
fox-terrier that’s buried a deferred lunch in a private flower-bed. When I got an 
opportunity I hunted up Agatha’s autograph, which had the front page all to 
itself, and, copying her prim handwriting as well as I could, I inserted above it 
the following Thibetan fragment: — 


“With Thee, oh, my Beloved, to do a dak. (a dak I believe is a sort of 
uncomfortable post-journey). On the pack-saddle of a grunting yak,. With never 
room for chilling chaperone,. “T'were better than a Panhard in the Park.” 


That Agatha would get on to a yak in company with a lover even in the 
comparative seclusion of Thibet is unthinkable. I very much doubt if she’d do it 
with her own husband in the privacy of the Simplon tunnel. But poetry, as I’ve 
remarked before, should always stimulate the imagination. 

By the way, when you asked me the other day to dine with you on the 14th, I 
said I was dining with the Duchess. Well, I’m not. I’m dining with you. 


THE INNOCENCE OF REGINALD 


Reginald slid a carnation of the newest shade into the buttonhole of his latest 
lounge coat, and surveyed the result with approval. “I am just in the mood,” he 
observed, “to have my portrait painted by someone with an unmistakable future. 
So comforting to go down to posterity as ‘Youth with a Pink Carnation’ in 
catalogue — company with ‘Child with Bunch of Primroses,’ and all that 
crowd.” 

“Youth,” said the Other, “should suggest innocence.” 

“But never act on the suggestion. I don’t believe the two ever really go 
together. People talk vaguely about the innocence of a little child, but they take 
mighty good care not to let it out of their sight for twenty minutes. The watched 
pot never boils over. I knew a boy once who really was innocent; his parents 
were in Society, but they never gave him a moment’s anxiety from his infancy. 
He believed in company prospectuses, and in the purity of elections, and in 
women marrying for love, and even in a system for winning at roulette. He 
never quite lost his faith in it, but he dropped more money than his employers 
could afford to lose. When last I heard of him, he was believing in his 
innocence; the jury weren’t. All the same, I really am innocent just now of 
something everyone accuses me of having done, and so far as I can see, their 
accusations will remain unfounded.” 

“Rather an unexpected attitude for you.” 

“I love people who do unexpected things. Didn’t you always adore the man 
who slew a lion in a pit on a snowy day? But about this unfortunate innocence. 
Well, quite long ago, when I’d been quarrelling with more people than usual, 
you among the number — it must have been in November, I never quarrel with 
you too near Christmas — I had an idea that I’d like to write a book. It was to 
be a book of personal reminiscences, and was to leave out nothing.” 

“Reginald!” 

“Exactly what the Duchess said when I mentioned it to her. I was provoking 
and said nothing, and the next thing, of course, was that everyone heard that I’d 
written the book and got it in the press. After that, I might have been a gold-fish 
in a glass bowl for all the privacy I got. People attacked me about it in the most 
unexpected places, and implored or commanded me to leave out things that I’d 
forgotten had ever happened. I sat behind Miriam Klopstock one night in the 
dress circle at His Majesty’s, and she began at once about the incident of the 
Chow dog in the bathroom, which she insisted must be struck out. We had to 
argue it in a disjointed fashion, because some of the people wanted to listen to 


the play, and Miriam takes nines in voices. They had to stop her playing in the 
‘Macaws’ Hockey Club because you could hear what she thought when her shins 
got mixed up in a scrimmage for half a mile on a still day. They are called the 
Macaws because of their blue-and-yellow costumes, but I understand there was 
nothing yellow about Miriam’s language. I agreed to make one alteration, as I 
pretended I had got it a Spitz instead of a Chow, but beyond that I was firm. She 
megaphoned back two minutes later, ‘You promised you would never mention 
it; don’t you ever keep a promise?’ When people had stopped glaring in our 
direction, I replied that Pd as soon think of keeping white mice. I saw her 
tearing little bits out of her programme for a minute or two, and then she leaned 
back and snorted, ‘You’re not the boy I took you for,’ as though she were an 
eagle arriving at Olympus with the wrong Ganymede. That was her last audible 
remark, but she went on tearing up her programme and scattering the pieces 
around her, till one of her neighbours asked with immense dignity whether she 
should send for a wastepaper basket. I didn’t stay for the last act.” 

“Then there is Mrs. — oh, I never can remember her name; she lives in a 
street that the cabmen have never heard of, and is at home on Wednesdays. She 
frightened me horribly once at a private view by saying mysteriously, ‘I oughtn’t 
to be here, you know; this is one of my days.’ I thought she meant that she was 
subject to periodical outbreaks and was expecting an attack at any moment. So 
embarrassing if she had suddenly taken it into her head that she was Cesar 
Borgia or St. Elizabeth of Hungary. That sort of thing would make one 
unpleasantly conspicuous even at a private view. However, she merely meant to 
say that it was Wednesday, which at the moment was incontrovertible. Well, 
she’s on quite a different tack to the Klopstock. She doesn’t visit anywhere very 
extensively, and, of course, she’s awfully keen for me to drag in an incident that 
occurred at one of the Beauwhistle garden-parties, when she says she 
accidentally hit the shins of a Serene Somebody or other with a croquet mallet 
and that he swore at her in German. As a matter of fact, he went on discoursing 
on the Gordon-Bennett affair in French. (I never can remember if it’s a new 
submarine or a divorce. Of course, how stupid of me!) To be disagreeably 
exact, I fancy she missed him by about two inches — over-anxiousness, 
probably — but she likes to think she hit him. I’ve felt that way with a partridge 
which I always imagine keeps on flying strong, out of false pride, till it’s the 
other side of the hedge. She said she could tell me everything she was wearing 
on the occasion. I said I didn’t want my book to read like a laundry list, but she 
explained that she didn’t mean those sort of things.” 

“And there’s the Chilworth boy, who can be charming as long as he’s content 
to be stupid and wear what he’s told to; but he gets the idea now and then that 


he’d like to be epigrammatic, and the result is like watching a rook trying to 
build a nest in a gale. Since he got wind of the book, he’s been persecuting me 
to work in something of his about the Russians and the Yalu Peril, and is quite 
sulky because I won’t do it.” 

“Altogether, I think it would be rather a brilliant inspiration if you were to 
suggest a fortnight in Paris.” 


REGINALD IN RUSSIA 


CONTENTS 








REGINALD IN RUSSIA 

THE RETICENCE OF LADY ANNE 

THE LOST SANJAK 

THE SEX THAT DOESN’T SHOP 

THE BLOOD-FEUD OF TOAD-WATER. A WEST-COUNTRY EPIC 
A YOUNG TURKISH CATASTROPHE. IN TWO SCENES 
JUDKIN OF THE PARCELS 

GABRIEL-ERNEST 

THE SAINT AND THE GOBLIN 

THE SOUL OF LAPLOSHKA 

THE BAG 

THE STRATEGIST 

CROSS CURRENTS 

THE BAKER’S DOZEN 

THE MOUSE 


REGINALD IN RUSSIA 


Reginald sat in a corner of the Princess’s salon and tried to forgive the furniture, 
which started out with an obvious intention of being Louis Quinze, but relapsed 
at frequent intervals into Wilhelm II. 

He classified the Princess with that distinct type of woman that looks as if it 
habitually went out to feed hens in the rain. 

Her name was Olga; she kept what she hoped and believed to be a fox-terrier, 
and professed what she thought were Socialist opinions. It is not necessary to be 
called Olga if you are a Russian Princess; in fact, Reginald knew quite a number 
who were called Vera; but the fox-terrier and the Socialism are essential. 

“The Countess Lomshen keeps a bull-dog,” said the Princess suddenly. “In 
England is it more chic to have a bull-dog than a fox-terrier?” 

Reginald threw his mind back over the canine fashions of the last ten years 
and gave an evasive answer. 

“Do you think her handsome, the Countess Lomshen?” asked the Princess. 

Reginald thought the Countess’s complexion suggested an exclusive diet of 
macaroons and pale sherry. He said so. 

“But that cannot be possible,” said the Princess triumphantly; “I’ve seen her 
eating fish-soup at Donon’s.” 

The Princess always defended a friend’s complexion if it was really bad. 
With her, as with a great many of her sex, charity began at homeliness and did 
not generally progress much farther. 

Reginald withdrew his macaroon and sherry theory, and became interested in 
a case of miniatures. 

“That?” said the Princess; “that is the old Princess Lorikoff. She lived in 
Millionaya Street, near the Winter Palace, and was one of the Court ladies of the 
old Russian school. Her knowledge of people and events was extremely limited; 
but she used to patronise every one who came in contact with her. There was a 
story that when she died and left the Millionaya for Heaven she addressed St. 
Peter in her formal staccato French: ‘Je suis la Princesse Lor-i-koff. Il me donne 
grand plaisir a faire votre connaissance. Je vous en prie me présenter au Bon 
Dieu.’ St. Peter made the desired introduction, and the Princess addressed le 
Bon Dieu: ‘Je suis la Princesse Lor-i-koff. Il me donne grand plaisir a faire 
votre connaissance. On a souvent parlé de vous à l’église de la rue Million.’” 

“Only the old and the clergy of Established churches know how to be flippant 
gracefully,” commented Reginald; “which reminds me that in the Anglican 
Church in a certain foreign capital, which shall be nameless, I was present the 


other day when one of the junior chaplains was preaching in aid of distressed 
somethings or other, and he brought a really eloquent passage to a close with the 
remark, ‘The tears of the afflicted, to what shall I liken them — to diamonds?’ 
The other junior chaplain, who had been dozing out of professional jealousy, 
awoke with a start and asked hurriedly, ‘Shall I play to diamonds, partner?’ It 
didn’t improve matters when the senior chaplain remarked dreamily but with 
painful distinctness, ‘Double diamonds.’ Every one looked at the preacher, half 
expecting him to redouble, but he contented himself with scoring what points he 
could under the circumstances.” 

“You English are always so frivolous,” said the Princess. “In Russia we have 
too many troubles to permit of our being light-hearted.” 

Reginald gave a delicate shiver, such as an Italian greyhound might give in 
contemplating the approach of an ice age of which he personally disapproved, 
and resigned himself to the inevitable political discussion. 

“Nothing that you hear about us in England is true,” was the Princess’s 
hopeful beginning. 

“T always refused to learn Russian geography at school,” observed Reginald; 
“T was certain some of the names must be wrong.” 

“Everything is wrong with our system of government,” continued the Princess 
placidly. “The Bureaucrats think only of their pockets, and the people are 
exploited and plundered in every direction, and everything is mismanaged.” 

“With us,” said Reginald, “a Cabinet usually gets the credit of being depraved 
and worthless beyond the bounds of human conception by the time it has been in 
office about four years.” 

“But if it is a bad Government you can turn it out at the elections,” argued the 
Princess. 

“As far as I remember, we generally do,” said Reginald. 

“But here it is dreadful, every one goes to such extremes. In England you 
never go to extremes.” 

“We go to the Albert Hall,” explained Reginald. 

“There is always a see-saw with us between repression and violence,” 
continued the Princess; “and the pity of it is the people are really not in the least 
inclined to be anything but peaceable. Nowhere will you find people more 
good-natured, or family circles where there is more affection.” 

“There I agree with you,” said Reginald. “I know a boy who lives 
somewhere on the French Quay who is a case in point. His hair curls naturally, 
especially on Sundays, and he plays bridge well, even for a Russian, which is 
saying much. I don’t think he has any other accomplishments, but his family 
affection is really of a very high order. When his maternal grandmother died he 


didn’t go as far as to give up bridge altogether, but he declared on nothing but 
black suits for the next three months. That, I think, was really beautiful.” 

The Princess was not impressed. 

“T think you must be very self-indulgent and live only for amusement,” she 
said, “a life of pleasure-seeking and card-playing and dissipation brings only 
dissatisfaction. You will find that out some day.” 

“Oh, I know it turns out that way sometimes,” assented Reginald. “Forbidden 
fizz is often the sweetest.” 

But the remark was wasted on the Princess, who preferred champagne that 
had at least a suggestion of dissolved barley-sugar. 

“I hope you will come and see me again,” she said, in a tone that prevented 
the hope from becoming too infectious; adding as a happy afterthought, “you 
must come to stay with us in the country.” 

Her particular part of the country was a few hundred versts the other side of 
Tamboff, with some fifteen miles of agrarian disturbance between her and the 
nearest neighbour. Reginald felt that there is some privacy which should be 
sacred from intrusion. 


THE RETICENCE OF LADY ANNE 


Egbert came into the large, dimly lit drawing-room with the air of a man who is 
not certain whether he is entering a dovecote or a bomb factory, and is prepared 
for either eventuality. The little domestic quarrel over the luncheon-table had 
not been fought to a definite finish, and the question was how far Lady Anne 
was in a mood to renew or forgo hostilities. Her pose in the arm-chair by the 
tea-table was rather elaborately rigid; in the gloom of a December afternoon 
Egbert’s pince-nez did not materially help him to discern the expression of her 
face. 

By way of breaking whatever ice might be floating on the surface he made a 
remark about a dim religious light. He or Lady Anne were accustomed to make 
that remark between 4.30 and 6 on winter and late autumn evenings; it was a part 
of their married life. There was no recognised rejoinder to it, and Lady Anne 
made none. 

Don Tarquinio lay astretch on the Persian rug, basking in the firelight with 
superb indifference to the possible ill-humour of Lady Anne. His pedigree was 
as flawlessly Persian as the rug, and his ruff was coming into the glory of its 
second winter. The page-boy, who had Renaissance tendencies, had christened 
him Don Tarquinio. Left to themselves, Egbert and Lady Anne would 
unfailingly have called him Fluff, but they were not obstinate. 

Egbert poured himself out some tea. As the silence gave no sign of breaking 
on Lady Anne’s initiative, he braced himself for another Yermak effort. 

“My remark at lunch had a purely academic application,” he announced; “you 
seem to put an unnecessarily personal significance into it.” 

Lady Anne maintained her defensive barrier of silence. The bullfinch lazily 
filled in the interval with an air from [phigénie en Tauride. Egbert recognised it 
immediately, because it was the only air the bullfinch whistled, and he had come 
to them with the reputation for whistling it. Both Egbert and Lady Anne would 
have preferred something from The Yeomen of the Guard, which was their 
favourite opera. In matters artistic they had a similarity of taste. They leaned 
towards the honest and explicit in art, a picture, for instance, that told its own 
story, with generous assistance from its title. A riderless warhorse with harness 
in obvious disarray, staggering into a courtyard full of pale swooning women, 
and marginally noted “Bad News”, suggested to their minds a distinct 
interpretation of some military catastrophe. They could see what it was meant to 
convey, and explain it to friends of duller intelligence. 


The silence continued. As a rule Lady Anne’s displeasure became articulate 
and markedly voluble after four minutes of introductory muteness. Egbert 
seized the milk-jug and poured some of its contents into Don Tarquinio’s saucer; 
as the saucer was already full to the brim an unsightly overflow was the result. 
Don Tarquinio looked on with a surprised interest that evanesced into elaborate 
unconsciousness when he was appealed to by Egbert to come and drink up some 
of the spilt matter. Don Tarquinio was prepared to play many rôles in life, but a 
vacuum carpet-cleaner was not one of them. 

“Don’t you think we’re being rather foolish?” said Egbert cheerfully. 

If Lady Anne thought so she didn’t say so. 

“I dare say the fault has been partly on my side,” continued Egbert, with 
evaporating cheerfulness. “After all, I’m only human, you know. You seem to 
forget that I’m only human.” 

He insisted on the point, as if there had been unfounded suggestions that he 
was built on Satyr lines, with goat continuations where the human left off. 

The bullfinch recommenced its air from Iphigénie en Tauride. Egbert began 
to feel depressed. Lady Anne was not drinking her tea. Perhaps she was feeling 
unwell. But when Lady Anne felt unwell she was not wont to be reticent on the 
subject. “No one knows what I suffer from indigestion” was one of her favourite 
statements; but the lack of knowledge can only have been caused by defective 
listening; the amount of information available on the subject would have 
supplied material for a monograph. 

Evidently Lady Anne was not feeling unwell. 

Egbert began to think he was being unreasonably dealt with; naturally he 
began to make concessions. 

“I dare say,” he observed, taking as central a position on the hearth-rug as 
Don Tarquinio could be persuaded to concede him, “I may have been to blame. 
I am willing, if I can thereby restore things to a happier standpoint, to undertake 
to lead a better life.” 

He wondered vaguely how it would be possible. Temptations came to him, in 
middle age, tentatively and without insistence, like a neglected butcher-boy who 
asks for a Christmas box in February for no more hopeful reason that than he 
didn’t get one in December. He had no more idea of succumbing to them than 
he had of purchasing the fish-knives and fur boas that ladies are impelled to 
sacrifice through the medium of advertisement columns during twelve months of 
the year. Still, there was something impressive in this unasked-for renunciation 
of possibly latent enormities. 

Lady Anne showed no sign of being impressed. 
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Egbert looked at her nervously through his glasses. To get the worst of an 
argument with her was no new experience. To get the worst of a monologue was 
a humiliating novelty. 

“I shall go and dress for diner,” he announced in a voice into which he 
intended some shade of sternness to creep. 

At the door a final access of weakness impelled him to make a further appeal. 

“Aren’t we being very silly?” 

“A fool” was Don Tarquinio’s mental comment as the door closed on 
Egbert’s retreat. Then he lifted his velvet forepaws in the air and leapt lightly on 
to a bookshelf immediately under the bullfinch’s cage. It was the first time he 
had seemed to notice the bird’s existence, but he was carrying out a long-formed 
theory of action with the precision of mature deliberation. The bullfinch, who 
had fancied himself something of a despot, depressed himself of a sudden into a 
third of his normal displacement; then he fell to a helpless wing-beating and 
shrill cheeping. He had cost twenty-seven shillings without the cage, but Lady 
Anne made no sign of interfering. She had been dead for two hours. 


THE LOST SANJAK 


The prison Chaplain entered the condemned’s cell for the last time, to give such 
consolation as he might. 

“The only consolation I crave for,” said the condemned, “is to tell my story in 
its entirety to some one who will at least give it a respectful hearing.” 

“We must not be too long over it,” said the Chaplain, looking at his watch. 

The condemned repressed a shiver and commenced. 

“Most people will be of opinion that I am paying the penalty of my own 
violent deeds. In reality I am a victim to a lack of specialisation in my education 
and character.” 

“Lack of specialisation!” said the Chaplain. 

“Yes. If I had been known as one of the few men in England familiar with 
the fauna of the Outer Hebrides, or able to repeat stanzas of Camoens’ poetry in 
the original, I should have had no difficulty in proving my identity in the crisis 
when my identity became a matter of life and death for me. But my education 
was merely a moderately good one, and my temperament was of the general 
order that avoids specialisation. I know a little in a general way about gardening 
and history and old masters, but I could never tell you off-hand whether ‘Stella 
van der Loopen’ was a chrysanthemum or a heroine of the American War of 
Independence, or something by Romney in the Louvre.” 

The Chaplain shifted uneasily in his seat. Now that the alternatives had been 
suggested they all seemed dreadfully possible. 

“T fell in love, or thought I did, with the local doctor’s wife,” continued the 
condemned. “Why I should have done so, I cannot say, for I do not remember 
that she possessed any particular attractions of mind or body. On looking back 
at past events if seems to me that she must have been distinctly ordinary, but I 
suppose the doctor had fallen in love with her once, and what man had done man 
can do. She appeared to be pleased with the attentions which I paid her, and to 
that extent I suppose I might say she encouraged me, but I think she was 
honestly unaware that I meant anything more than a little neighbourly interest. 
When one is face to face with Death one wishes to be just.” 

The Chaplain murmured approval. “At any rate, she was genuinely horrified 
when I took advantage of the doctor’s absence one evening to declare what I 
believed to be my passion. She begged me to pass out of her life, and I could 
scarcely do otherwise than agree, though I hadn’t the dimmest idea of how it was 
to be done. In novels and plays I knew it was a regular occurrence, and if you 
mistook a lady’s sentiments or intentions you went off to India and did things on 


the frontier as a matter of course. As I stumbled along the doctor’s carriage- 
drive I had no very clear idea as to what my line of action was to be, but I had a 
vague feeling that I must look at the Times Atlas before going to bed. Then, on 
the dark and lonely highway, I came suddenly on a dead body.” 

The Chaplain’s interest in the story visibly quickened. 

“Judging by the clothes it wore, the corpse was that of a Salvation Army 
captain. Some shocking accident seemed to have struck him down, and the head 
was crushed and battered out of all human semblance. Probably, I thought, a 
motor-car fatality; and then, with a sudden overmastering insistence, came 
another thought, that here was a remarkable opportunity for losing my identity 
and passing out of the life of the doctor’s wife for ever. No tiresome and risky 
voyage to distant lands, but a mere exchange of clothes and identity with the 
unknown victim of an unwitnessed accident. With considerable difficulty I 
undressed the corpse, and clothed it anew in my own garments. Any one who 
has valeted a dead Salvation Army captain in an uncertain light will appreciate 
the difficulty. With the idea, presumably, of inducing the doctor’s wife to leave 
her husband’s roof-tree for some habitation which would be run at my expense, I 
had crammed my pockets with a store of banknotes, which represented a good 
deal of my immediate worldly wealth. When, therefore, I stole away into the 
world in the guise of a nameless Salvationist, I was not without resources which 
would easily support so humble a rôle for a considerable period. I tramped to a 
neighbouring market-town, and, late as the hour was, the production of a few 
shillings procured me supper and a night’s lodging in a cheap coffee-house. The 
next day I started forth on an aimless course of wandering from one small town 
to another. I was already somewhat disgusted with the upshot of my sudden 
freak; in a few hours’ time I was considerably more so. In the contents-bill of a 
local news sheet I read the announcement of my own murder at the hands of 
some person unknown; on buying a copy of the paper for a detailed account of 
the tragedy, which at first had aroused in me a certain grim amusement, I found 
that the deed ascribed to a wandering Salvationist of doubtful antecedents, who 
had been seen lurking in the roadway near the scene of the crime. I was no 
longer amused. The matter promised to be embarrassing. What I had mistaken 
for a motor accident was evidently a case of savage assault and murder, and, 
until the real culprit was found, I should have much difficulty in explaining my 
intrusion into the affair. Of course I could establish my own identity; but how, 
without disagreeably involving the doctor’s wife, could I give any adequate 
reason for changing clothes with the murdered man? While my brain worked 
feverishly at this problem, I subconsciously obeyed a secondary instinct — to 
get as far away as possible from the scene of the crime, and to get rid at all costs 


of my incriminating uniform. There I found a difficulty. I tried two or three 
obscure clothes shops, but my entrance invariably aroused an attitude of hostile 
suspicion in the proprietors, and on one excuse or another they avoided serving 
me with the now ardently desired change of clothing. The uniform that I had so 
thoughtlessly donned seemed as difficult to get out of as the fatal shirt of — You 
know, I forget the creature’s name.” 

“Yes, yes,” said the Chaplain hurriedly. “Go on with your story.” 

“Somehow, until I could get out of those compromising garments, I felt it 
would not be safe to surrender myself to the police. The thing that puzzled me 
was why no attempt was made to arrest me, since there was no question as to the 
suspicion which followed me, like an inseparable shadow, wherever I went. 
Stares, nudgings, whisperings, and even loud-spoken remarks of ‘that’s ‘im’ 
greeted my every appearance, and the meanest and most deserted eating-house 
that I patronised soon became filled with a crowd of furtively watching 
customers. I began to sympathise with the feeling of Royal personages trying to 
do a little private shopping under the unsparing scrutiny of an irrepressible 
public. And still, with all this inarticulate shadowing, which weighed on my 
nerves almost worse than open hostility would have done, no attempt was made 
to interfere with my liberty. Later on I discovered the reason. At the time of the 
murder on the lonely highway a series of important bloodhound trials had been 
taking place in the near neighbourhood, and some dozen and a half couples of 
trained animals had been put on the track of the supposed murderer — on my 
track. One of our most public-spirited London dailies had offered a princely 
prize to the owner of the pair that should first track me down, and betting on the 
chances of the respective competitors became rife throughout the land. The dogs 
ranged far and wide over about thirteen counties, and though my own 
movements had become by this time perfectly well-known to police and public 
alike, the sporting instincts of the nation stepped in to prevent my premature 
arrest. “Give the dogs a chance,” was the prevailing sentiment, whenever some 
ambitious local constable wished to put an end to my drawn-out evasion of 
justice. My final capture by the winning pair was not a very dramatic episode, in 
fact, I’m not sure that they would have taken any notice of me if I hadn’t spoken 
to them and patted them, but the event gave rise to an extraordinary amount of 
partisan excitement. The owner of the pair who were next nearest up at the 
finish was an American, and he lodged a protest on the ground that an 
otterhound had married into the family of the winning pair six generations ago, 
and that the prize had been offered to the first pair of bloodhounds to capture the 
murderer, and that a dog that had 1/64th part of otterhound blood in it couldn’t 
technically be considered a bloodhound. I forget how the matter was ultimately 


settled, but it aroused a tremendous amount of acrimonious discussion on both 
sides of the Atlantic. My own contribution to the controversy consisted in 
pointing out that the whole dispute was beside the mark, as the actual murderer 
had not yet been captured; but I soon discovered that on this point there was not 
the least divergence of public or expert opinion. I had looked forward 
apprehensively to the proving of my identity and the establishment of my 
motives as a disagreeable necessity; I speedily found out that the most 
disagreeable part of the business was that it couldn’t be done. When I saw in the 
glass the haggard and hunted expression which the experiences of the past few 
weeks had stamped on my erstwhile placid countenance, I could scarcely feel 
surprised that the few friends and relations I possessed refused to recognise me 
in my altered guise, and persisted in their obstinate but widely shared belief that 
it was I who had been done to death on the highway. To make matters worse, 
infinitely worse, an aunt of the really murdered man, an appalling female of an 
obviously low order of intelligence, identified me as her nephew, and gave the 
authorities a lurid account of my depraved youth and of her laudable but 
unavailing efforts to spank me into a better way. I believe it was even proposed 
to search me for fingerprints.” 

“But,” said the Chaplain, “surely your educational attainments—” 

“That was just the crucial point,” said the condemned; “that was where my 
lack of specialisation told so fatally against me. The dead Salvationist, whose 
identity I had so lightly and so disastrously adopted, had possessed a veneer of 
cheap modern education. It should have been easy to demonstrate that my 
learning was on altogether another plane to his, but in my nervousness I bungled 
miserably over test after test that was put to me. The little French I had ever 
known deserted me; I could not render a simple phrase about the gooseberry of 
the gardener into that language, because I had forgotten the French for 
gooseberry.” 

The Chaplain again wriggled uneasily in his seat. “And then,” resumed the 
condemned, “came the final discomfiture. In our village we had a modest little 
debating club, and I remembered having promised, chiefly, I suppose, to please 
and impress the doctor’s wife, to give a sketchy kind of lecture on the Balkan 
Crisis. I had relied on being able to get up my facts from one or two standard 
works, and the back-numbers of certain periodicals. The prosecution had made a 
careful note of the circumstance that the man whom I claimed to be — and 
actually was — had posed locally as some sort of second-hand authority on 
Balkan affairs, and, in the midst of a string of questions on indifferent topics, the 
examining counsel asked me with a diabolical suddenness if I could tell the 
Court the whereabouts of Novibazar. I felt the question to be a crucial one; 


something told me that the answer was St. Petersburg or Baker Street. I 
hesitated, looked helplessly round at the sea of tensely expectant faces, pulled 
myself together, and chose Baker Street. And then I knew that everything was 
lost. The prosecution had no difficulty in demonstrating that an individual, even 
moderately versed in the affairs of the Near East, could never have so 
unceremoniously dislocated Novibazar from its accustomed corner of the map. 
It was an answer which the Salvation Army captain might conceivably have 
made — and I made it. The circumstantial evidence connecting the Salvationist 
with the crime was overwhelmingly convincing, and I had inextricably identified 
myself with the Salvationist. And thus it comes to pass that in ten minutes’ time 
I shall be hanged by the neck until I am dead in expiation of the murder of 
myself, which murder never took place, and of which, in any case, I am 
innocent.” 
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When the Chaplain returned to his quarters some fifteen minutes later, the black 
flag was floating over the prison tower. Breakfast was waiting for him in the 
dining-room, but he first passed into his library, and, taking up the Times Atlas, 
consulted a map of the Balkan Peninsula. “A thing like that,” he observed, 
closing the volume with a snap, “might happen to any one.” 


THE SEX THAT DOESN’T SHOP 


The opening of a large new centre for West End shopping, particularly feminine 
shopping, suggests the reflection, Do women ever really shop? Of course, it is a 
well-attested fact that they go forth shopping as assiduously as a bee goes 
flower-visiting, but do they shop in the practical sense of the word? Granted the 
money, time, and energy, a resolute course of shopping transactions would 
naturally result in having one’s ordinary domestic needs unfailingly supplied, 
whereas it is notorious that women servants (and housewives of all classes) 
make it almost a point of honour not to be supplied with everyday necessities. 
“We shall be out of starch by Thursday,” they say with fatalistic foreboding, and 
by Thursday they are out of starch. They have predicted almost to a minute the 
moment when their supply would give out and if Thursday happens to be early 
closing day their triumph is complete. A shop where starch is stored for retail 
purposes possibly stands at their very door, but the feminine mind has rejected 
such an obvious source for replenishing a dwindling stock. “We don’t deal 
there” places it at once beyond the pale of human resort. And it is noteworthy 
that, just as a sheep-worrying dog seldom molests the flocks in his near 
neighbourhood, so a woman rarely deals with shops in her immediate vicinity. 
The more remote the source of supply the more fixed seems to be the resolve to 
run short of the commodity. The Ark had probably not quitted its last moorings 
five minutes before some feminine voice gloatingly recorded a shortage of bird- 
seed. A few days ago two lady acquaintances of mine were confessing to some 
mental uneasiness because a friend had called just before lunch-time, and they 
had been unable to ask her to stop and share their meal, as (with a touch of 
legitimate pride) “there was nothing in the house.” I pointed out that they lived 
in a street that bristled with provision shops and that it would have been easy to 
mobilise a very passable luncheon in less than five minutes. “That,” they said 
with quiet dignity, “would not have occurred to us,” and I felt that I had 
suggested something bordering on the indecent. 

But it is in catering for her literary wants that a woman’s shopping capacity 
breaks down most completely. If you have perchance produced a book which 
has met with some little measure of success, you are certain to get a letter from 
some lady whom you scarcely known to bow to, asking you “how it can be got.” 
She knows the name of the book, its author, and who published it, but how to get 
into actual contact with it is still an unsolved problem to her. You write back 
pointing out that to have recourse to an ironmonger or a corn-dealer will only 
entail delay and disappointment, and suggest an application to a bookseller as 


the most hopeful thing you can think of. In a day or two she writes again: “It is 
all right; I have borrowed it from your aunt.” Here, of course, we have an 
example of the Beyond-Shopper, one who has learned the Better Way, but the 
helplessness exists even when such bypaths of relief are closed. A lady who 
lives in the West End was expressing to me the other day her interest in West 
Highland terriers, and her desire to know more about the breed, so when, a few 
days later, I came across an exhaustive article on that subject in the current 
number of one of our best known outdoor-life weeklies, I mentioned that 
circumstance in a letter, giving the date of that number. “I cannot get the paper,” 
was her telephoned response. And she couldn’t. She lived in a city where 
newsagents are numbered, I suppose, by the thousand, and she must have passed 
dozens of such shops in her daily shopping excursions, but as far as she was 
concerned that article on West Highland terriers might as well have been written 
in a missal stored away in some Buddhist monastery in Eastern Thibet. 

The brutal directness of the masculine shopper arouses a certain combative 
derision in the feminine onlooker. A cat that spreads one shrew-mouse over the 
greater part of a long summer afternoon, and then possibly loses him, doubtless 
feels the same contempt for the terrier who compresses his rat into ten seconds 
of the strenuous life. I was finishing off a short list of purchases a few 
afternoons ago when I was discovered by a lady of my acquaintance whom, 
swerving aside from the lead given us by her godparents thirty years ago, we 
will call Agatha. 

“You’re surely not buying blotting-paper here?” she exclaimed in an agitated 
whisper, and she seemed so genuinely concerned that I stayed my hand. 

“Let me take you to Winks and Pinks,” she said as soon as we were out of the 
building: “they’ve got such lovely shades of blotting-paper — pearl and 
heliotrope and momie and crushed—” 

“But I want ordinary white blotting-paper,” I said. 

“Never mind. They know me at Winks and Pinks,” she replied 
inconsequently. Agatha apparently has an idea that blotting-paper is only sold in 
small quantities to persons of known reputation, who may be trusted not to put it 
to dangerous or improper uses. After walking some two hundred yards she 
began to feel that her tea was of more immediate importance than my blotting- 
paper. 

“What do you want blotting-paper for?” she asked suddenly. I explained 
patiently. 

“T use it to dry up the ink of wet manuscript without smudging the writing. 
Probably a Chinese invention of the second century before Christ, but I’m not 


sure. The only other use for it that I can think of is to roll it into a ball for a 
kitten to play with.” 

“But you haven’t got a kitten,” said Agatha, with a feminine desire for stating 
the entire truth on most occasions. 

“A stray one might come in at any moment,” I replied. 

Anyway, I didn’t get the blotting-paper. 


THE BLOOD-FEUD OF TOAD-WATER. A WEST-COUNTRY 
EPIC 


The Cricks lived at Toad-Water; and in the same lonely upland spot Fate had 
pitched the home of the Saunderses, and for miles around these two dwellings 
there was never a neighbour or a chimney or even a burying-ground to bring a 
sense of cheerful communion or social intercourse. Nothing but fields and 
spinneys and barns, lanes and waste-lands. Such was Toad-Water; and, even so, 
Toad-Water had its history. 

Thrust away in the benighted hinterland of a scattered market district, it might 
have been supposed that these two detached items of the Great Human Family 
would have leaned towards one another in a fellowship begotten of kindred 
circumstances and a common isolation from the outer world. And perhaps it had 
been so once, but the way of things had brought it otherwise. Indeed, otherwise. 
Fate, which had linked the two families in such unavoidable association of 
habitat, had ordained that the Crick household should nourish and maintain 
among its earthly possessions sundry head of domestic fowls, while to the 
Saunderses was given a disposition towards the cultivation of garden crops. 
Herein lay the material, ready to hand, for the coming of feud and ill-blood. For 
the grudge between the man of herbs and the man of live stock is no new thing; 
you will find traces of it in the fourth chapter of Genesis. And one sunny 
afternoon in late spring-time the feud came — came, as such things mostly do 
come, with seeming aimlessness and triviality. One of the Crick hens, in 
obedience to the nomadic instincts of her kind, wearied of her legitimate 
scratching-ground, and flew over the low wall that divided the holdings of the 
neighbours. And there, on the yonder side, with a hurried consciousness that her 
time and opportunities might be limited, the misguided bird scratched and 
scraped and beaked and delved in the soft yielding bed that had been prepared 
for the solace and well-being of a colony of seedling onions. Little showers of 
earth-mould and root-fibres went spraying before the hen and behind her, and 
every minute the area of her operations widened. The onions suffered 
considerably. Mrs. Saunders, sauntering at this luckless moment down the 
garden path, in order to fill her soul with reproaches at the iniquity of the weeds, 
which grew faster than she or her good man cared to remove them, stopped in 
mute discomfiture before the presence of a more magnificent grievance. And 
then, in the hour of her calamity, she turned instinctively to the Great Mother, 
and gathered in her capacious hands large clods of the hard brown soil that lay at 
her feet. With a terrible sincerity of purpose, though with a contemptible 


inadequacy of aim, she rained her earth bolts at the marauder, and the bursting 
pellets called forth a flood of cackling protest and panic from the hastily 
departing fowl. Calmness under misfortune is not an attribute of either hen-folk 
or womenkind, and while Mrs. Saunders declaimed over her onion bed such 
portions of the slang dictionary as are permitted by the Nonconformist 
conscience to be said or sung, the Vasco da Gama fowl was waking the echoes 
of Toad-Water with crescendo bursts of throat music which compelled attention 
to her griefs. Mrs. Crick had a long family, and was therefore licensed, in the 
eyes of her world, to have a short temper, and when some of her ubiquitous 
offspring had informed her, with the authority of eye-witnesses, that her 
neighbour had so far forgotten herself as to heave stones at her hen — her best 
hen, the best layer in the countryside — her thoughts clothed themselves in 
language “unbecoming to a Christian woman” — so at least said Mrs. Saunders, 
to whom most of the language was applied. Nor was she, on her part, surprised 
at Mrs. Crick’s conduct in letting her hens stray into other body’s gardens, and 
then abusing of them, seeing as how she remembered things against Mrs. Crick 
— and the latter simultaneously had recollections of lurking episodes in the past 
of Susan Saunders that were nothing to her credit. “Fond memory, when all 
things fade we fly to thee,” and in the paling light of an April afternoon the two 
women confronted each other from their respective sides of the party wall, 
recalling with shuddering breath the blots and blemishes of their neighbour’s 
family record. There was that aunt of Mrs. Crick’s who had died a pauper in 
Exeter workhouse — every one knew that Mrs. Saunders’ uncle on her mother’s 
side drank himself to death — then there was that Bristol cousin of Mrs. 
Crick’s! From the shrill triumph with which his name was dragged in, his crime 
must have been pilfering from a cathedral at least, but as both remembrancers 
were speaking at once it was difficult to distinguish his infamy from the scandal 
which beclouded the memory of Mrs. Saunders’ brother’s wife’s mother — who 
may have been a regicide, and was certainly not a nice person as Mrs. Crick 
painted her. And then, with an air of accumulating and irresistible conviction, 
each belligerent informed the other that she was no lady — after which they 
withdrew in a great silence, feeling that nothing further remained to be said. The 
chaffinches clinked in the apple trees and the bees droned round the berberis 
bushes, and the waning sunlight slanted pleasantly across the garden plots, but 
between the neighbour households had sprung up a barrier of hate, permeating 
and permanent. 

The male heads of the families were necessarily drawn into the quarrel, and 
the children on either side were forbidden to have anything to do with the 
unhallowed offspring of the other party. As they had to travel a good three miles 


along the same road to school every day, this was awkward, but such things have 
to be. Thus all communication between the households was sundered. Except 
the cats. Much as Mrs. Saunders might deplore it, rumour persistently pointed to 
the Crick he-cat as the presumable father of sundry kittens of which the 
Saunders she-cat was indisputably the mother. Mrs. Saunders drowned the 
kittens, but the disgrace remained. 

Summer succeeded spring, and winter summer, but the feud outlasted the 
waning seasons. Once, indeed, it seemed as though the healing influences of 
religion might restore to Toad-Water its erstwhile peace; the hostile families 
found themselves side by side in the soul-kindling atmosphere of a Revival Tea, 
where hymns were blended with a beverage that came of tea-leaves and hot 
water and took after the latter parent, and where ghostly counsel was tempered 
by garnishings of solidly fashioned buns — and here, wrought up by the 
environment of festive piety, Mrs. Saunders so far unbent as to remark guardedly 
to Mrs. Crick that the evening had been a fine one. Mrs. Crick, under the 
influence of her ninth cup of tea and her fourth hymn, ventured on the hope that 
it might continue fine, but a maladroit allusion on the part of the Saunders good 
man to the backwardness of garden crops brought the Feud stalking forth from 
its corner with all its old bitterness. Mrs. Saunders joined heartily in the singing 
of the final hymn, which told of peace and joy and archangels and golden 
glories; but her thoughts were dwelling on the pauper aunt of Exeter. 

Years have rolled away, and some of the actors in this wayside drama have 
passed into the Unknown; other onions have arisen, have flourished, have gone 
their way, and the offending hen has long since expiated her misdeeds and lain 
with trussed feet and a look of ineffable peace under the arched roof of 
Barnstaple market. 

But the Blood-feud of Toad-Water survives to this day. 


A YOUNG TURKISH CATASTROPHE. IN TWO SCENES 


The Minister for Fine Arts (to whose Department had been lately added the new 
sub-section of Electoral Engineering) paid a business visit to the Grand Vizier. 
According to Eastern etiquette they discoursed for a while on indifferent 
subjects. The minister only checked himself in time from making a passing 
reference to the Marathon Race, remembering that the Vizier had a Persian 
grandmother and might consider any allusion to Marathon as somewhat tactless. 
Presently the Minister broached the subject of his interview. 

“Under the new Constitution are women to have votes?” he asked suddenly. 

“To have votes? Women?” exclaimed the Vizier in some astonishment. “My 
dear Pasha, the New Departure has a flavour of the absurd as it is; don’t let’s try 
and make it altogether ridiculous. Women have no souls and no intelligence; 
why on earth should they have votes?” 

“I know it sounds absurd,” said the Minister, “but they are seriously 
considering the idea in the West.” 

“Then they must have a larger equipment of seriousness than I gave them 
credit for. After a lifetime of specialised effort in maintaining my gravity I can 
scarcely restrain an inclination to smile at the suggestion. Why, out womenfolk 
in most cases don’t know how to read or write. How could they perform the 
operation of voting?” 

“They could be shown the names of the candidates and where to make their 
cross.” 

“I beg your pardon?” interrupted the Vizier. 

“Their crescent, I mean,” corrected the Minister. “It would be to the liking of 
the Young Turkish Party,” he added. 

“Oh, well,” said the Vizier, “if we are to do the thing at all we may as well go 
the whole h—” he pulled up just as he was uttering the name of an unclean 
animal, and continued, “the complete camel. I will issue instructions that 
womenfolk are to have votes.” 


OK OOK OK k OOK 


The poll was drawing to a close in the Lakoumistan division. The candidate of 
the Young Turkish Party was known to be three or four hundred votes ahead, 
and he was already drafting his address, returning thanks to the electors. His 
victory had been almost a foregone conclusion, for he had set in motion all the 
approved electioneering machinery of the West. He had even employed 


motorcars. Few of his supporters had gone to the poll in these vehicles, but, 
thanks to the intelligent driving of his chauffeurs, many of his opponents had 
gone to their graves or to the local hospitals, or otherwise abstained from voting. 
And then something unlooked-for happened. The rival candidate, Ali the Blest, 
arrived on the scene with his wives and womenfolk, who numbered, roughly, six 
hundred. Ali had wasted little effort on election literature, but had been heard to 
remark that every vote given to his opponent meant another sack thrown into the 
Bosphorus. The Young Turkish candidate, who had conformed to the Western 
custom of one wife and hardly any mistresses, stood by helplessly while his 
adversary’s poll swelled to a triumphant majority. 

“Cristabel Columbus!” he exclaimed, invoking in some confusion the name 
of a distinguished pioneer; “who would have thought it?” 

“Strange,” mused Ali, “that one who harangued so clamorously about the 
Secret Ballot should have overlooked the Veiled Vote.” 

And, walking homeward with his constituents, he murmured in his beard an 
improvisation on the heretic poet of Persia: 


“One, rich in metaphors, his Cause contrives. To urge with edged words, like 
Kabul knives;. And I, who worst him in this sorry game,. Was never rich in 
anything but — wives.” 


JUDKIN OF THE PARCELS 


A figure in an indefinite tweed suit, carrying brown-paper parcels. That is what 
we met suddenly, at the bend of a muddy Dorsetshire lane, and the roan mare 
stared and obviously thought of a curtsey. The mare is road-shy, with intervals 
of stolidity, and there is no telling what she will pass and what she won’t. We 
call her Redford. That was my first meeting with Judkin, and the next time the 
circumstances were the same; the same muddy lane, the same rather apologetic 
figure in the tweed suit, the same — or very similar — parcels. Only this time 
the roan looked straight in front of her. 

Whether I asked the groom or whether he advanced the information, I forget; 
but someway I gradually reconstructed the life-history of this trudger of the 
lanes. It was much the same, no doubt, as that of many others who are from time 
to time pointed out to one as having been aforetime in crack cavalry regiments 
and noted performers in the saddle; men who have breathed into their lungs the 
wonder of the East, have romped through life as through a cotillon, have had a 
thrust perhaps at the Viceroy’s Cup, and done fantastic horsefleshy things 
around the Gulf of Aden. And then a golden stream has dried up, the sunlight 
has faded suddenly out of things, and the gods have nodded “Go.” And they 
have not gone. They have turned instead to the muddy lanes and cheap villas 
and the marked-down ills of life, to watch pear trees growing and to encourage 
hens for their eggs. And Judkin was even as these others; the wine had been 
suddenly spilt from his cup of life, and he had stayed to suck at the dregs which 
the wise throw away. In the days of his scorn for most things he would have 
stared the roan mare and her turn-out out of all pretension to smartness, as he 
would have frozen a cheap claret behind its cork, or a plain woman behind her 
veil; and now he was walking stoically through the mud, in a tweed suit that 
would eventually go on to the gardener’s boy, and would perhaps fit him. The 
dear gods, who know the end before the beginning, were perhaps growing a 
gardener’s boy somewhere to fit the garments, and Judkin was only a caretaker, 
inhabiting a portion of them. That is what I like to think, and I am probably 
wrong. And Judkin, whose clothes had been to him once more than a religion, 
scarcely less sacred than a family quarrel, would carry those parcels back to his 
villa and to the wife who awaited him and them — a wife who may, for all we 
know to the contrary, have had a figure once, and perhaps has yet a heart of gold 
— of nine-carat gold, let us say at the least — but assuredly a soul of tape. And 
he that has fetched and carried will explain how it has fared with him in his 
dealings, and if he has brought the wrong sort of sugar or thread he will wheedle 


away the displeasure from that leaden face as a pastrycook girl will drive 
bluebottles off a stale bun. And that man has known what it was to coax the fret 
of a thoroughbred, to soothe its toss and sweat as it danced beneath him in the 
glee and chafe of its pulses and the glory of its thews. He has been in the raw 
places of the earth, where the desert beasts have whimpered their unthinkable 
psalmody, and their eyes have shone back the reflex of the midnight stars — and 
he can immerse himself in the tending of an incubator. It is horrible and wrong, 
and yet when I have met him in the lanes his face has worn a look of tedious 
cheerfulness that might pass for happiness. Has Judkin of the Parcels found 
something in the lees of life that I have missed in going to and fro over many 
waters? Is there more wisdom in his perverseness than in the madness of the 
wise? The dear gods know. 

I don’t think I saw Judkin more than three times all told, and always the lane 
was our point of contact; but as the roan mare was taking me to the station one 
heavy, cloud-smeared day, I passed a dull-looking villa that the groom, or 
instinct, told me was Judkin’s home. From beyond a hedge of ragged elder- 
bushes could be heard the thud, thud of a spade, with an occasional clink and 
pause, as if some one had picked out a stone and thrown it to a distance, and I 
knew that he was doing nameless things to the roots of a pear tree. Near by him, 
I felt sure, would be lying a large and late vegetable marrow, and its largeness 
and lateness would be a theme of conversation at luncheon. It would be 
suggested that it should grace the harvest thanksgiving service; the harvest 
having been so generally unsatisfactory, it would be unfair to let the farmers 
supply all the material for rejoicing. 

And while I was speeding townwards along the rails Judkin would be 
plodding his way to the vicarage bearing a vegetable marrow and a basketful of 
dahlias. The basket to be returned. 


GABRIEL-ERNEST 


“There is a wild beast in your woods,” said the artist Cunningham, as he was 
being driven to the station. It was the only remark he had made during the drive, 
but as Van Cheele had talked incessantly his companion’s silence had not been 
noticeable. 

“A stray fox or two and some resident weasels. Nothing more formidable,” 
said Van Cheele. The artist said nothing. 

“What did you mean about a wild beast?” said Van Cheele later, when they 
were on the platform. 

“Nothing. My imagination. Here is the train,” said Cunningham. 

That afternoon Van Cheele went for one of his frequent rambles through his 
woodland property. He had a stuffed bittern in his study, and knew the names of 
quite a number of wild flowers, so his aunt had possibly some justification in 
describing him as a great naturalist. At any rate, he was a great walker. It was 
his custom to take mental notes of everything he saw during his walks, not so 
much for the purpose of assisting contemporary science as to provide topics for 
conversation afterwards. When the bluebells began to show themselves in 
flower he made a point of informing every one of the fact; the season of the year 
might have warned his hearers of the likelihood of such an occurrence, but at 
least they felt that he was being absolutely frank with them. 

What Van Cheele saw on this particular afternoon was, however, something 
far removed from his ordinary range of experience. On a shelf of smooth stone 
overhanging a deep pool in the hollow of an oak coppice a boy of about sixteen 
lay asprawl, drying his wet brown limbs luxuriously in the sun. His wet hair, 
parted by a recent dive, lay close to his head, and his light-brown eyes, so light 
that there was an almost tigerish gleam in them, were turned towards Van Cheele 
with a certain lazy watchfulness. It was an unexpected apparition, and Van 
Cheele found himself engaged in the novel process of thinking before he spoke. 
Where on earth could this wild-looking boy hail from? The miller’s wife had 
lost a child some two months ago, supposed to have been swept away by the 
mill-race, but that had been a mere baby, not a half-grown lad. 

“What are you doing there?” he demanded. 

“Obviously, sunning myself,” replied the boy. 

“Where do you live?” 

“Here, in these woods.” 

“You can’t live in the woods,” said Van Cheele. 


“They are very nice woods,” said the boy, with a touch of patronage in his 
voice. 

“But where do you sleep at night?” 

“T don’t sleep at night; that’s my busiest time.” 

Van Cheele began to have an irritated feeling that he was grappling with a 
problem that was eluding him. 

“What do you feed on?” he asked. 

“Flesh,” said the boy, and he pronounced the word with slow relish, as though 
he were tasting it. 

“Flesh! What Flesh?” 

“Since it interests you, rabbits, wild-fowl, hares, poultry, lambs in their 
season, children when I can get any; they’re usually too well locked in at night, 
when I do most of my hunting. It’s quite two months since I tasted child-flesh.” 

Ignoring the chaffing nature of the last remark Van Cheele tried to draw the 
boy on the subject of possible poaching operations. 

“You’re talking rather through your hat when you speak of feeding on 
hares.” (Considering the nature of the boy’s toilet the simile was hardly an apt 
one.) “Our hillside hares aren’t easily caught.” 

“At night I hunt on four feet,” was the somewhat cryptic response. 

“I suppose you mean that you hunt with a dog?” hazarded Van Cheele. 

The boy rolled slowly over on to his back, and laughed a weird low laugh, 
that was pleasantly like a chuckle and disagreeably like a snarl. 

“I don’t fancy any dog would be very anxious for my company, especially at 
night.” 

Van Cheele began to feel that there was something positively uncanny about 
the strange-eyed, strange-tongued youngster. 

“T can’t have you staying in these woods,” he declared authoritatively. 

“I fancy you’d rather have me here than in your house,” said the boy. 

The prospect of this wild, nude animal in Van Cheele’s primly ordered house 
was certainly an alarming one. 

“If you don’t go. I shall have to make you,” said Van Cheele. 

The boy turned like a flash, plunged into the pool, and in a moment had flung 
his wet and glistening body half-way up the bank where Van Cheele was 
standing. In an otter the movement would not have been remarkable; in a boy 
Van Cheele found it sufficiently startling. His foot slipped as he made an 
involuntarily backward movement, and he found himself almost prostrate on the 
slippery weed-grown bank, with those tigerish yellow eyes not very far from his 
own. Almost instinctively he half raised his hand to his throat. They boy 
laughed again, a laugh in which the snarl had nearly driven out the chuckle, and 


then, with another of his astonishing lightning movements, plunged out of view 
into a yielding tangle of weed and fern. 

“What an extraordinary wild animal!” said Van Cheele as he picked himself 
up. And then he recalled Cunningham’s remark “There is a wild beast in your 
woods.” 

Walking slowly homeward, Van Cheele began to turn over in his mind 
various local occurrences which might be traceable to the existence of this 
astonishing young savage. 

Something had been thinning the game in the woods lately, poultry had been 
missing from the farms, hares were growing unaccountably scarcer, and 
complaints had reached him of lambs being carried off bodily from the hills. 
Was it possible that this wild boy was really hunting the countryside in company 
with some clever poacher dogs? He had spoken of hunting “four-footed” by 
night, but then, again, he had hinted strangely at no dog caring to come near him, 
“especially at night.” It was certainly puzzling. And then, as Van Cheele ran his 
mind over the various depredations that had been committed during the last 
month or two, he came suddenly to a dead stop, alike in his walk and his 
speculations. The child missing from the mill two months ago — the accepted 
theory was that it had tumbled into the mill-race and been swept away; but the 
mother had always declared she had heard a shriek on the hill side of the house, 
in the opposite direction from the water. It was unthinkable, of course, but he 
wished that the boy had not made that uncanny remark about child-flesh eaten 
two months ago. Such dreadful things should not be said even in fun. 

Van Cheele, contrary to his usual wont, did not feel disposed to be 
communicative about his discovery in the wood. His position as a parish 
councillor and justice of the peace seemed somehow compromised by the fact 
that he was harbouring a personality of such doubtful repute on his property; 
there was even a possibility that a heavy bill of damages for raided lambs and 
poultry might be laid at his door. At dinner that night he was quite unusually 
silent. 

“Where’s your voice gone to?” said his aunt. “One would think you had seen 
a wolf.” 

Van Cheele, who was not familiar with the old saying, thought the remark 
rather foolish; if he had seen a wolf on his property his tongue would have been 
extraordinarily busy with the subject. 

At breakfast next morning Van Cheele was conscious that his feeling of 
uneasiness regarding yesterday’s episode had not wholly disappeared, and he 
resolved to go by train to the neighbouring cathedral town, hunt up Cunningham, 
and learn from him what he had really seen that had prompted the remark about 


a wild beast in the woods. With this resolution taken, his usual cheerfulness 
partially returned, and he hummed a bright little melody as he sauntered to the 
morning-room for his customary cigarette. As he entered the room the melody 
made way abruptly for a pious invocation. Gracefully asprawl on the ottoman, 
in an attitude of almost exaggerated repose, was the boy of the woods. He was 
drier than when Van Cheele had last seen him, but no other alteration was 
noticeable in his toilet. 

“How dare you come here?” asked Van Cheele furiously. 

“You told me I was not to stay in the woods,” said the boy calmly. 

“But not to come here. Supposing my aunt should see you!” 

And with a view to minimising that catastrophe, Van Cheele hastily obscured 
as much of his unwelcome guest as possible under the folds of a Morning Post. 
At that moment his aunt entered the room. 

“This is a poor boy who has lost his way — and lost his memory. He doesn’t 
know who he is or where he comes from,” explained Van Cheele desperately, 
glancing apprehensively at the waif’s face to see whether he was going to add 
inconvenient candour to his other savage propensities. 

Miss Van Cheele was enormously interested. 

“Perhaps his underlinen is marked,” she suggested. 

“He seems to have lost most of that, too,” said Van Cheele, making frantic 
little grabs at the Morning Post to keep it in its place. 

A naked homeless child appealed to Miss Van Cheele as warmly as a stray 
kitten or derelict puppy would have done. 

“We must do all we can for him,” she decided, and in a very short time a 
messenger, dispatched to the rectory, where a page-boy was kept, had returned 
with a suit of pantry clothes, and the necessary accessories of shirt, shoes, collar, 
etc. Clothed, clean, and groomed, the boy lost none of his uncanniness in Van 
Cheele’s eyes, but his aunt found him sweet. 

“We must call him something till we know who he really is,” she said. 
“Gabriel-Emest, I think; those are nice suitable names.” 

Van Cheele agreed, but he privately doubted whether they were being grafted 
on to a nice suitable child. His misgivings were not diminished by the fact that 
his staid and elderly spaniel had bolted out of the house at the first incoming of 
the boy, and now obstinately remained shivering and yapping at the farther end 
of the orchard, while the canary, usually as vocally industrious as Van Cheele 
himself, had put itself on an allowance of frightened cheeps. More than ever he 
was resolved to consult Cunningham without loss of time. 

As he drove off to the station his aunt was arranging that Gabriel-Emest 
should help her to entertain the infant members of her Sunday-school class at tea 


that afternoon. 

Cunningham was not at first disposed to be communicative. 

“My mother died of some brain trouble,” he explained, “so you will 
understand why I am averse to dwelling on anything of an impossibly fantastic 
nature that I may see or think that I have seen.” 

“But what did you see?” persisted Van Cheele. 

“What I thought I saw was something so extraordinary that no really sane 
man could dignify it with the credit of having actually happened. I was standing, 
the last evening I was with you, half-hidden in the hedge-growth by the orchard 
gate, watching the dying glow of the sunset. Suddenly I became aware of a 
naked boy, a bather from some neighbouring pool, I took him to be, who was 
standing out on the bare hillside also watching the sunset. His pose was so 
suggestive of some wild faun of Pagan myth that I instantly wanted to engage 
him as a model, and in another moment I think I should have hailed him. But 
just then the sun dipped out of view, and all the orange and pink slid out of the 
landscape, leaving it cold and grey. And at the same moment an astounding 
thing happened — the boy vanished too!” 

“What! vanished away into nothing?” asked Van Cheele excitedly. 

“No; that is the dreadful part of it,” answered the artist; “on the open hillside 
where the boy had been standing a second ago, stood a large wolf, blackish in 
colour, with gleaming fangs and cruel, yellow eyes. You may think—” 

But Van Cheele did not stop for anything as futile as thought. Already he 
was tearing at top speed towards the station. He dismissed the idea of a 
telegram. “Gabriel-Ernest is a werewolf” was a hopelessly inadequate effort at 
conveying the situation, and his aunt would think it was a code message to 
which he had omitted to give her the key. His one hope was that he might reach 
home before sundown. The cab which he chartered at the other end of the 
railway journey bore him with what seemed exasperating slowness along the 
country roads, which were pink and mauve with the flush of the sinking sun. 
His aunt was putting away some unfinished jams and cake when he arrived. 

“Where is Gabriel-Ernest?” he almost screamed. 

“He is taking the little Toop child home,” said his aunt. “It was getting so 
late, I thought it wasn’t safe to let it go back alone. What a lovely sunset, isn’t 
it?” 

But Van Cheele, although not oblivious of the glow in the western sky, did 
not stay to discuss its beauties. At a speed for which he was scarcely geared he 
raced along the narrow lane that led to the home of the Toops. On one side ran 
the swift current of the mill-stream, on the other rose the stretch of bare hillside. 
A dwindling rim of red sun showed still on the skyline, and the next turning 


must bring him in view of the ill-assorted couple he was pursuing. Then the 
colour went suddenly out of things, and a grey light settled itself with a quick 
shiver over the landscape. Van Cheele heard a shrill wail of fear, and stopped 
running. 

Nothing was ever seen again of the Toop child or Gabriel-Ernest, but the 
latter’s discarded garments were found lying in the road so it was assumed that 
the child had fallen into the water, and that the boy had stripped and jumped in, 
in a vain endeavour to save it. Van Cheele and some workmen who were near 
by at the time testified to having heard a child scream loudly just near the spot 
where the clothes were found. Mrs. Toop, who had eleven other children, was 
decently resigned to her bereavement, but Miss Van Cheele sincerely mourned 
her lost foundling. It was on her initiative that a memorial brass was put up in 
the parish church to “Gabriel-Ernest, an unknown boy, who bravely sacrificed 
his life for another.” 

Van Cheele gave way to his aunt in most things, but he flatly refused to 
subscribe to the Gabriel-Ernest memorial. 


THE SAINT AND THE GOBLIN 


The little stone Saint occupied a retired niche in a side aisle of the old cathedral. 
No one quite remembered who he had been, but that in a way was a guarantee of 
respectability. At least so the Goblin said. The Goblin was a very fine specimen 
of quaint stone carving, and lived up in the corbel on the wall opposite the niche 
of the little Saint. He was connected with some of the best cathedral folk, such 
as the queer carvings in the choir stalls and chancel screen, and even the 
gargoyles high up on the roof. All the fantastic beasts and manikins that 
sprawled and twisted in wood or stone or lead overhead in the arches or away 
down in the crypt were in some way akin to him; consequently he was a person 
of recognised importance in the cathedral world. 

The little stone Saint and the Goblin got on very well together, though they 
looked at most things from different points of view. The Saint was a 
philanthropist in an old fashioned way; he thought the world, as he saw it, was 
good, but might be improved. In particular he pitied the church mice, who were 
miserably poor. The Goblin, on the other hand, was of opinion that the world, as 
he knew it, was bad, but had better be let alone. It was the function of the 
church mice to be poor. 

“All the same,” said the Saint, “I feel very sorry for them.” 

“Of course you do,” said the Goblin; “it’s your function to feel sorry for 
them. If they were to leave off being poor you couldn’t fulfil your functions. 
You’d be a sinecure.” 

He rather hoped that the Saint would ask him what a sinecure meant, but the 
latter took refuge in a stony silence. The Goblin might be right, but still, he 
thought, he would like to do something for the church mice before winter came 
on; they were so very poor. 

Whilst he was thinking the matter over he was startled by something falling 
between his feet with a hard metallic clatter. It was a bright new thaler; one of 
the cathedral jackdaws, who collected such things, had flown in with it to a stone 
cornice just above his niche, and the banging of the sacristy door had startled 
him into dropping it. Since the invention of gunpowder the family nerves were 
not what they had been. 

“What have you got there?” asked the Goblin. 

“A silver thaler,” said the Saint. “Really,” he continued, “it is most fortunate; 
now I can do something for the church mice.” 

“How will you manage it?” asked the Goblin. 

The Saint considered. 


“T will appear in a vision to the vergeress who sweeps the floors. I will tell 
her that she will find a silver thaler between my feet, and that she must take it 
and buy a measure of corn and put it on my shrine. When she finds the money 
she will know that it was a true dream, and she will take care to follow my 
directions. Then the mice will have food all the winter.” 

“Of course you can do that,” observed the Goblin. “Now, I can only appear 
to people after they have had a heavy supper of indigestible things. My 
opportunities with the vergeress would be limited. There is some advantage in 
being a saint after all.” 

All this while the coin was lying at the Saint’s feet. It was clean and 
glittering and had the Elector’s arms beautifully stamped upon it. The Saint 
began to reflect that such an opportunity was too rare to be hastily disposed of. 
Perhaps indiscriminate charity might be harmful to the church mice. After all, it 
was their function to be poor; the Goblin had said so, and the Goblin was 
generally right. 

“T’ve been thinking,” he said to that personage, “that perhaps it would be 
really better if I ordered a thaler’s worth of candles to be placed on my shrine 
instead of the corn.” 

He often wished, for the look of the thing, that people would sometimes burn 
candles at his shrine; but as they had forgotten who he was it was not considered 
a profitable speculation to pay him that attention. 

“Candles would be more orthodox,” said the Goblin. 

“More orthodox, certainly,” agreed the Saint, “and the mice could have the 
ends to eat; candle-ends are most fattening.” 

The Goblin was too well bred to wink; besides, being a stone goblin, it was 
out of the question. 


OK OOK OK k OK 


“Well, if it ain’t there, sure enough!” said the vergeress next morning. She took 
the shining coin down from the dusty niche and turned it over and over in her 
grimy hands. Then she put it to her mouth and bit it. 

“She can’t be going to eat it,” thought the Saint, and fixed her with his 
stoniest stare. 

“Well,” said the woman, in a somewhat shriller key, “who’d have thought it! 
A saint, too!” 

Then she did an unaccountable thing. She hunted an old piece of tape out of 
her pocket, and tied to crosswise, with a big loop, round the thaler, and hung it 
round the neck of the little Saint. 


Then she went away. 
“The only possible explanation,” said the Goblin, “is that it’s a bad one.” 


OK OOK OK k OOK 


“What is that decoration your neighbour is wearing?” asked a wyvern that was 
wrought into the capital of an adjacent pillar. 

The Saint was ready to cry with mortification, only, being of stone, he 
couldn’t. 

“It’s a coin of — ahem! — fabulous value,” replied the Goblin tactfully. 

And the news went round the Cathedral that the shrine of the little stone Saint 
had been enriched by a priceless offering. 

“After all, it’s something to have the conscience of a goblin,” said the Saint to 
himself. 

The church mice were as poor as ever. But that was their function. 


THE SOUL OF LAPLOSHKA 


Laploshka was one of the meanest men I have ever met, and quite one of the 
most entertaining. He said horrid things about other people in such a charming 
way that one forgave him for the equally horrid things he said about oneself 
behind one’s back. Hating anything in the way of ill-natured gossip ourselves, 
we are always grateful to those who do it for us and do it well. And Laploshka 
did it really well. 

Naturally Laploshka had a large circle of acquaintances, and as he exercised 
some care in their selection it followed that an appreciable proportion were men 
whose bank balances enabled them to acquiesce indulgently in his rather one- 
sided views on hospitality. Thus, although possessed of only moderate means, 
he was able to live comfortably within his income, and still more comfortably 
within those of various tolerantly disposed associates. 

But towards the poor or to those of the same limited resources as himself his 
attitude was one of watchful anxiety; he seemed to be haunted by a besetting fear 
lest some fraction of a shilling or franc, or whatever the prevailing coinage might 
be, should be diverted from his pocket or service into that of a hard-up 
companion. A two-franc cigar would be cheerfully offered to a wealthy patron, 
on the principle of doing evil that good may come, but I have known him 
indulge in agonies of perjury rather than admit the incriminating possession of a 
copper coin when change was needed to tip a waiter. The coin would have been 
duly returned at the earliest opportunity — he would have taken means to insure 
against forgetfulness on the part of the borrower — but accidents might happen, 
and even the temporary estrangement from his penny or sou was a calamity to be 
avoided. 

The knowledge of this amiable weakness offered a perpetual temptation to 
play upon Laploshka’s fears of involuntary generosity. To offer him a lift in a 
cab and pretend not to have enough money to pay the fair, to fluster him with a 
request for a sixpence when his hand was full of silver just received in change, 
these were a few of the petty torments that ingenuity prompted as occasion 
afforded. To do justice to Laploshka’s resourcefulness it must be admitted that 
he always emerged somehow or other from the most embarrassing dilemma 
without in any way compromising his reputation for saying “No.” But the gods 
send opportunities at some time to most men, and mine came one evening when 
Laploshka and I were supping together in a cheap boulevard restaurant. (Except 
when he was the bidden guest of some one with an irreproachable income, 
Laploshka was wont to curb his appetite for high living; on such fortunate 


occasions he let it go on an easy snaffle.) At the conclusion of the meal a 
somewhat urgent message called me away, and without heeding my 
companion’s agitated protest, I called back cruelly, “Pay my share; Pll settle 
with you to-morrow.” Early on the morrow Laploshka hunted me down by 
instinct as I walked along a side street that I hardly ever frequented. He had the 
air of aman who had not slept. 

“You owe me two francs from last night,” was his breathless greeting. 

I spoke evasively of the situation in Portugal, where more trouble seemed 
brewing. But Laploshka listened with the abstraction of the deaf adder, and 
quickly returned to the subject of the two francs. 

“I’m afraid I must owe it to you,” I said lightly and brutally. “I haven’t a sou 
in the world,” and I added mendaciously, “I’m going away for six months or 
perhaps longer.” 

Laploshka said nothing, but his eyes bulged a little and his cheeks took on the 
mottled hues of an ethnographical map of the Balkan Peninsula. That same day, 
at sundown, he died. “Failure of the heart’s action,” was the doctor’s verdict; 
but I, who knew better, knew that he died of grief. 

There arose the problem of what to do with his two francs. To have killed 
Laploshka was one thing; to have kept his beloved money would have argued a 
callousness of feeling of which I am not capable. The ordinary solution, of 
giving it to the poor, would by no means fit the present situation, for nothing 
would have distressed the dead man more than such a misuse of his property. 
On the other hand, the bestowal of two francs on the rich was an operation which 
called for some tact. An easy way out of the difficulty seemed, however, to 
present itself the following Sunday, as I was wedged into the cosmopolitan 
crowd which filled the side-aisle of one of the most popular Paris churches. A 
collecting-bag, for “the poor of Monsieur le Curé,” was buffeting its tortuous 
way across the seemingly impenetrable human sea, and a German in front of me, 
who evidently did not wish his appreciation of the magnificent music to be 
marred by a suggestion of payment, made audible criticisms to his companion on 
the claims of the said charity. 

“They do not want money,” he said; “they have too much money. They have 
no poor. They are all pampered.” 

If that were really the case my way seemed clear. I dropped Laploshka’s two 
francs into the bag with a murmured blessing on the rich of Monsieur le Curé. 

Some three weeks later chance had taken me to Vienna, and I sat one evening 
regaling myself in a humble but excellent little Gasthaus up in the Wahringer 
quarter. The appointments were primitive, but the Schnitzel, the beer, and the 
cheese could not have been improved on. Good cheer brought good custom, and 


with the exception of one small table near the door every place was occupied. 
Half-way through my meal I happened to glance in the direction of that empty 
seat, and saw that it was no longer empty. Poring over the bill of fare with the 
absorbed scrutiny of one who seeks the cheapest among the cheap was 
Laploshka. Once he looked across at me, with a comprehensive glance at my 
repast, as though to say, “It is my two francs you are eating,” and then looked 
swiftly away. Evidently the poor of Monsieur le Curé had been genuine poor. 
The Schnitzel turned to leather in my mouth, the beer seemed tepid; I left the 
Emmenthaler untasted. My one idea was to get away from the room, away from 
the table where that was seated; and as I fled I felt Laploshka’s reproachful eyes 
watching the amount that I gave to the piccolo — out of his two francs. I 
lunched next day at an expensive restaurant which I felt sure that the living 
Laploshka would never have entered on his own account, and I hoped that the 
dead Laploshka would observe the same barriers. I was not mistaken, but as I 
came out I found him miserably studying the bill of fare stuck up on the portals. 
Then he slowly made his way over to a milk-hall. For the first time in my 
experience I missed the charm and gaiety of Vienna life. 

After that, in Paris or London or wherever I happened to be, I continued to 
see a good deal of Laploshka. If I had a seat in a box at a theatre I was always 
conscious of his eyes furtively watching me from the dim recesses of the 
gallery. As I turned into my club on a rainy afternoon I would see him taking 
inadequate shelter in a doorway opposite. Even if I indulged in the modest 
luxury of a penny chair in the Park he generally confronted me from one of the 
free benches, never staring at me, but always elaborately conscious of my 
presence. My friends began to comment on my changed looks, and advised me 
to leave off heaps of things. I should have liked to have left off Laploshka. 

On a certain Sunday — it was probably Easter, for the crush was worse than 
ever — I was again wedged into the crowd listening to the music in the 
fashionable Paris church, and again the collection-bag was buffeting its way 
across the human sea. An English lady behind me was making ineffectual 
efforts to convey a coin into the still distant bag, so I took the money at her 
request and helped it forward to its destination. It was a two-franc piece. A 
swift inspiration came to me, and I merely dropped my own sou into the bag and 
slid the silver coin into my pocket. I had withdrawn Laploshka’s two francs 
from the poor, who should never have had the legacy. As I backed away from 
the crowd I heard a woman’s voice say, “I don’t believe he put my money in the 
bag. There are swarms of people in Paris like that!” But my mind was lighter 
that it had been for a long time. 


The delicate mission of bestowing the retrieved sum on the deserving rich 
still confronted me. Again I trusted to the inspiration of accident, and again 
fortune favoured me. A shower drove me, two days later, into one of the historic 
churches on the left bank of the Seine, and there I found, peering at the old 
wood-carvings, the Baron R., one of the wealthiest and most shabbily dressed 
men in Paris. It was now or never. Putting a strong American inflection into the 
French which I usually talked with an unmistakable British accent, I catechised 
the Baron as to the date of the church’s building, its dimensions, and other 
details which an American tourist would be certain to want to know. Having 
acquired such information as the Baron was able to impart on short notice, I 
solemnly placed the two-franc piece in his hand, with the hearty assurance that it 
was “pour vous,” and turned to go. The Baron was slightly taken aback, but 
accepted the situation with a good grace. Walking over to a small box fixed in 
the wall, he dropped Laploshka’s two francs into the slot. Over the box was the 
inscription, “Pour les pauvres de M. le Curé.” 

That evening, at the crowded comer by the Cafe de la Paix, I caught a fleeting 
glimpse of Laploshka. He smiled, slightly raised his hat, and vanished. I never 
saw him again. After all, the money had been given to the deserving rich, and 
the soul of Laploshka was at peace. 


THE BAG 


“The Major is coming in to tea,” said Mrs. Hoopington to her niece. “He’s just 
gone round to the stables with his horse. Be as bright and lively as you can; the 
poor man’s got a fit of the glooms.” 

Major Pallaby was a victim of circumstances, over which he had no control, 
and of his temper, over which he had very little. He had taken on the Mastership 
of the Pexdale Hounds in succession to a highly popular man who had fallen foul 
of his committee, and the Major found himself confronted with the overt 
hostility of at least half the hunt, while his lack of tact and amiability had done 
much to alienate the remainder. Hence subscriptions were beginning to fall off, 
foxes grew provokingly scarcer, and wire obtruded itself with increasing 
frequency. The Major could plead reasonable excuse for his fit of the glooms. 

In ranging herself as a partisan on the side of Major Pallaby Mrs. Hoopington 
had been largely influenced by the fact that she had made up her mind to marry 
him at an early date. Against his notorious bad temper she set his three thousand 
a year, and his prospective succession to a baronetcy gave a casting vote in his 
favour. The Major’s plans on the subject of matrimony were not at present in 
such an advanced stage as Mrs. Hoopington’s, but he was beginning to find his 
way over to Hoopington Hall with a frequency that was already being 
commented on. 

“He had a wretchedly thin field out again yesterday,” said Mrs. Hoopington. 
“Why you didn’t bring one or two hunting men down with you, instead of that 
stupid Russian boy, I can’t think.” 

“Vladimir isn’t stupid,” protested her niece; “he’s one of the most amusing 
boys I ever met. Just compare him for a moment with some of your heavy 
hunting men—” 

“Anyhow, my dear Norah, he can’t ride.” 

“Russians never can; but he shoots.” 

“Yes; and what does he shoot? Yesterday he brought home a woodpecker in 
his game-bag.” 

“But he’d shot three pheasants and some rabbits as well.” 

“That’s no excuse for including a woodpecker in his game-bag.” 

“Foreigners go in for mixed bags more than we do. A Grand Duke pots a 
vulture just as seriously as we should stalk a bustard. Anyhow, I’ve explained to 
Vladimir that certain birds are beneath his dignity as a sportsman. And as he’s 
only nineteen, of course, his dignity is a sure thing to appeal to.” 


Mrs. Hoopington sniffed. Most people with whom Vladimir came in contact 
found his high spirits infectious, but his present hostess was guaranteed immune 
against infection of that sort. 

“T hear him coming in now,” she observed. “I shall go and get ready for tea. 
We’re going to have it here in the hall. Entertain the Major if he comes in before 
I’m down, and, above all, be bright.” 

Norah was dependent on her aunt’s good graces for many little things that 
made life worth living, and she was conscious of a feeling of discomfiture 
because the Russian youth whom she had brought down as a welcome element 
of change in the country-house routine was not making a good impression. That 
young gentleman, however, was supremely unconscious of any shortcomings, 
and burst into the hall, tired, and less sprucely groomed than usual, but distinctly 
radiant. His game-bag looked comfortably full. 

“Guess what I have shot,” he demanded. 

“Pheasants, woodpigeons, rabbits,” hazarded Norah. 

“No; a large beast; I don’t know what you call it in English. Brown, with a 
darkish tail.” Norah changed colour. 

“Does it live in a tree and eat nuts?” she asked, hoping that the use of the 
adjective “large” might be an exaggeration. 

Vladimir laughed. 

“Oh no; not a biyelka.” 

“Does it swim and eat fish?” asked Norah, with a fervent prayer in her heart 
that it might turn out to be an otter. 

“No,” said Vladimir, busy with the straps of his game-bag; “it lives in the 
woods, and eats rabbits and chickens.” 

Norah sat down suddenly, and hid her face in her hands. 

“Merciful Heaven!” she wailed; “he’s shot a fox!” 

Vladimir looked up at her in consternation. In a torrent of agitated words she 
tried to explain the horror of the situation. The boy understood nothing, but was 
thoroughly alarmed. 

“Hide it, hide it!” said Norah frantically, pointing to the still unopened bag. 
“My aunt and the Major will be here in a moment. Throw it on the top of that 
chest; they won’t see it there.” 

Vladimir swung the bag with fair aim; but the strap caught in its flight on the 
outstanding point of an antler fixed in the wall, and the bag, with its terrible 
burden, remained suspended just above the alcove where tea would presently be 
laid. At that moment Mrs. Hoopington and the Major entered the hall. 

“The Major is going to draw our covers to-morrow,” announced the lady, 
with a certain heavy satisfaction. “Smithers is confident that we’ll be able to 


show him some sport; he swears he’s seen a fox in the nut copse three times this 
week.” 

“I’m sure I hope so; I hope so,” said the Major moodily. “I must break this 
sequence of blank days. One hears so often that a fox has settled down as a 
tenant for life in certain covers, and then when you go to turn him out there isn’t 
a trace of him. I’m certain a fox was shot or trapped in Lady Widden’s woods 
the very day before we drew them.” 

“Major, if any one tried that game on in my woods they’d get short shrift,” 
said Mrs. Hoopington. 

Norah found her way mechanically to the tea-table and made her fingers 
frantically busy in rearranging the parsley round the sandwich dish. On one side 
of her loomed the morose countenance of the Major, on the other she was 
conscious of the scared, miserable eyes of Vladimir. And above it all hung that. 
She dared not raise her eyes above the level of the tea-table, and she almost 
expected to see a spot of accusing vulpine blood drip down and stain the 
whiteness of the cloth. Her aunt’s manner signalled to her the repeated message 
to “be bright”; for the present she was fully occupied in keeping her teeth from 
chattering. 

“What did you shoot to-day?” asked Mrs. Hoopington suddenly of the 
unusually silent Vladimir. 

“Nothing — nothing worth speaking of,” said the boy. 

Norah’s heart, which had stood still for a space, made up for lost time with a 
most disturbing bound. 

“I wish you’d find something that was worth speaking about,” said the 
hostess; “every one seems to have lost their tongues.” 

“When did Smithers last see that fox?” said the Major. 

“Yesterday morning; a fine dog-fox, with a dark brush,” confided Mrs. 
Hoopington. 

“Aha, we’ll have a good gallop after that brush to-morrow,” said the Major, 
with a transient gleam of good humour. And then gloomy silence settled again 
round the tea-table, a silence broken only by despondent munchings and the 
occasional feverish rattle of a teaspoon in its saucer. A diversion was at last 
afforded by Mrs. Hoopington’s fox-terrier, which had jumped on to a vacant 
chair, the better to survey the delicacies of the table, and was now sniffing in an 
upward direction at something apparently more interesting than cold tea-cake. 

“What is exciting him?” asked his mistress, as the dog suddenly broke into 
short angry barks, with a running accompaniment of tremulous whines. 

“Why,” she continued, “it’s your game-bag, Vladimir! What have you got in 
it?” 


“By Gad,” said the Major, who was now standing up; “there’s a pretty warm 
scent!” 

And then a simultaneous idea flashed on himself and Mrs. Hoopington. Their 
faces flushed to distinct but harmonious tones of purple, and with one accusing 
voice they screamed, “You’ve shot the fox!” 

Norah tried hastily to palliate Vladimir’s misdeed in their eyes, but it is 
doubtful whether they heard her. The Major’s fury clothed and reclothed itself 
in words as frantically as a woman up in town for one day’s shopping tries on a 
succession of garments. He reviled and railed at fate and the general scheme of 
things, he pitied himself with a strong, deep pity too poignent for tears, he 
condemned every one with whom he had ever come in contact to endless and 
abnormal punishments. In fact, he conveyed the impression that if a destroying 
angel had been lent to him for a week it would have had very little time for 
private study. In the lulls of his outcry could be heard the querulous monotone 
of Mrs. Hoopington and the sharp staccato barking of the fox-terrier. Vladimir, 
who did not understand a tithe of what was being said, sat fondling a cigarette 
and repeating under his breath from time to time a vigorous English adjective 
which he had long ago taken affectionately into his vocabulary. His mind 
strayed back to the youth in the old Russian folk-tale who shot an enchanted bird 
with dramatic results. Meanwhile, the Major, roaming round the hall like an 
imprisoned cyclone, had caught sight of and joyfully pounced on the telephone 
apparatus, and lost no time in ringing up the hunt secretary and announcing his 
resignation of the Mastership. A servant had by this time brought his horse 
round to the door, and in a few seconds Mrs. Hoopington’s shrill monotone had 
the field to itself. But after the Major’s display her best efforts at vocal violence 
missed their full effect; it was as though one had come straight out from a 
Wagner opera into a rather tame thunderstorm. Realising, perhaps, that her 
tirades were something of an anticlimax, Mrs. Hoopington broke suddenly into 
some rather necessary tears and marched out of the room, leaving behind her a 
silence almost as terrible as the turmoil which had preceded it. 

“What shall I do with — that?” asked Vladimir at last. 

“Bury it,” said Norah. 

“Just plain burial?” said Vladimir, rather relieved. He had almost expected 
that some of the local clergy would have insisted on being present, or that a 
salute might have to be fired over the grave. 

And thus it came to pass that in the dusk of a November evening the Russian 
boy, murmuring a few of the prayers of his Church for luck, gave hasty but 
decent burial to a large polecat under the lilac trees at Hoopington. 


THE STRATEGIST 


Mrs. Jallatt’s young people’s parties were severely exclusive; it came cheaper 
that way, because you could ask fewer to them. Mrs. Jallatt didn’t study 
cheapness, but somehow she generally attained it. 

“There’ll be about ten girls,” speculated Rollo, as he drove to the function, 
“and I suppose four fellows, unless the Wrotsleys bring their cousin, which 
Heaven forbid. That would mean Jack and me against three of them.” 

Rollo and the Wrotsley brethren had maintained an undying feud almost from 
nursery days. They only met now and then in the holidays, and the meeting was 
usually tragic for whichever happened to have the fewest backers on hand. 
Rollo was counting to-night on the presence of a devoted and muscular partisan 
to hold an even balance. As he arrived he heard his prospective champion’s 
sister apologising to the hostess for the unavoidable absence of her brother; a 
moment later he noted that the Wrotsleys had brought their cousin. 

Two against three would have been exciting and possibly unpleasant; one 
against three promised to be about as amusing as a visit to the dentist. Rollo 
ordered his carriage for as early as was decently possible, and faced the company 
with a smile that he imagined the better sort of aristocrat would have worn when 
mounting to the guillotine. 

“So glad you were able to come,” said the elder Wrotsley heartily. 

“Now, you children will like to play games, I suppose,” said Mrs. Jallatt, by 
way of giving things a start, and as they were too well-bred to contradict her 
there only remained the question of what they were to play at. 

“I know of a good game,” said the elder Wrotsley innocently. “The fellows 
leave the room and think of a word; then they come back again, and the girls 
have to find out what the word is.” 

Rollo knew the game. He would have suggested it himself if his faction had 
been in the majority. 

“Tt doesn’t promise to be very exciting,” sniffed the superior Dolores Sneep 
as the boys filed out of the room. Rollo thought differently. He trusted to 
Providence that Wrotsley had nothing worse than knotted handkerchiefs at his 
disposal. 

The word-choosers locked themselves in the library to ensure that their 
deliberations should not be interrupted. Providence turned out to be not even 
decently neutral; on a rack on the library wall were a dog-whip and a whalebone 
riding-switch. Rollo thought it criminal negligence to leave such weapons of 
precision lying about. He was given a choice of evils, and chose the dog-whip; 


the next minute or so he spent in wondering how he could have made such a 
stupid selection. Then they went back to the languidly expectant females. 

“The word’s ‘camel,’” announced the Wrotsley cousin blunderingly. 

“You stupid!” screamed the girls, “we’ve got to guess the word. Now you’ll 
have to go back and think of another.” 

“Not for worlds,” said Rollo; “I mean, the word isn’t really camel; we were 
rotting. Pretend it’s dromedary!” he whispered to the others. 

“I heard them say ‘dromedary’! I heard them. I don’t care what you say; I 
heard them,” squealed the odious Dolores. “With ears as long as hers one would 
hear anything,” thought Rollo savagely. 

“We shall have to go back, I suppose,” said the elder Wrotsley resignedly. 

The conclave locked itself once more into the library. “Look here, I’m not 
going through that dog-whip business again,” protested Rollo. 

“Certainly not, dear,” said the elder Wrotsley; “we’ll try the whalebone 
switch this time, and you’ll know which hurts most. It’s only by personal 
experience that one finds out these things.” 

It was swiftly borne in upon Rollo that his earlier selection of the dog-whip 
had been a really sound one. The conclave gave his under-lip time to steady 
itself while it debated the choice of the necessary word. “Mustang” was no 
good, as half the girls wouldn’t know what it meant; finally “quagga” was 
pitched on. 

“You must come and sit down over here,” chorused the investigating 
committee on their return; but Rollo was obdurate in insisting that the questioned 
person always stood up. On the whole, it was a relief when the game was ended 
and supper was announced. 

Mrs. Jallatt did not stint her young guests, but the more expensive delicacies 
of her supper-table were never unnecessarily duplicated, and it was usually good 
policy to take what you wanted while it was still there. On this occasion she had 
provided sixteen peaches to “go round” among fourteen children; it was really 
not her fault that the two Wrotsleys and their cousin, foreseeing the long 
foodless drive home, had each quietly pocketed an extra peach, but it was 
distinctly trying for Dolores and the fat and good-natured Agnes Blaik to be left 
with one peach between them. 

“T suppose we had better halve it,” said Dolores sourly. 

But Agnes was fat first and good-natured afterwards; those were her guiding 
principles in life. She was profuse in her sympathy for Dolores, but she hastily 
devoured the peach, explaining that it would spoil it to divide it; the juice ran out 
so. 


“Now what would you all like to do?” demanded Mrs. Jallatt by way of 
diversion. “The professional conjurer whom I had engaged has failed me at the 
last moment. Can any of you recite?” 

There were symptoms of a general panic. Dolores was known to recite 
“Locksley Hall” on the least provocation. There had been occasions when her 
opening line, “Comrades, leave me here a little,” had been taken as a literal 
injunction by a large section of her hearers. There was a murmur of relief when 
Rollo hastily declared that he could do a few conjuring tricks. He had never 
done one in his life, but those two visits to the library had goaded him to unusual 
recklessness. 

“You’ve seen conjuring chaps take coins and cards out of people,” he 
announced; “well, I’m going to take more interesting things out of some of you. 
Mice, for instance.” 

“Not mice!” 

A shrill protest rose, as he had foreseen, from the majority of his audience. 

“Well, fruit, them.” 

The amended proposal was received with approval. Agnes positively 
beamed. 

Without more ado Rollo made straight for his trio of enemies, plunged his 
hand successively into their breast-pockets, and produced three peaches. There 
was no applause, but no amount of hand-clapping would have given the 
performer as much pleasure as the silence which greeted his coup. 

“Of course, we were in the know,” said the Wrotsley cousin lamely. 

“That’s done it,” chuckled Rollo to himself. 

“If they had been confederates they would have sworn they knew nothing 
about it,” said Dolores, with piercing conviction. 

“Do you know any more tricks?” asked Mrs. Jallatt hurriedly. 

Rollo did not. He hinted that he might have changed the three peaches into 
something else, but Agnes had already converted one into girl-food, so nothing 
more could be done in that direction. 

“I know a game,” said the elder Wrotsley heavily, “where the fellows go out 
of the room, and think of some character in history; then they come back and act 
him, and the girls have to guess who it’s meant for.” 

“T’m afraid I must be going,” said Rollo to his hostess. 

“Your carriage won’t be here for another twenty minutes,” said Mrs. Jallatt. 

“It’s such a fine evening I think Pll walk and meet it.” 

“Tt’s raining rather steadily at present. You’ve just time to play that historical 
game.” 


“We haven’t heard Dolores recite,” said Rollo desperately; as soon as he had 
said it he realised his mistake. Confronted with the alternative of “Locksley 
Hall,” public opinion declared unanimously for the history game. 

Rollo played his last card. In an undertone meant apparently for the Wrotsley 
boy, but carefully pitched to reach Agnes, he observed — 

“All right, old man; we’ll go and finish those chocolates we left in the 
library.” 

“I think it’s only fair that the girls should take their tum in going out,” 
exclaimed Agnes briskly. She was great on fairness. 

“Nonsense,” said the others; “there are too many of us.” 

“Well, four of us can go. PI be one of them.” 

And Agnes darted off towards the library, followed by three less eager 
damsels. 

Rollo sank into a chair and smiled ever so faintly at the Wrotsleys, just a 
momentary baring of the teeth; an otter, escaping from the fangs of the hounds 
into the safety of a deep pool, might have given a similar demonstration of 
feelings. 

From the library came the sound of moving furniture. Agnes was leaving 
nothing unturned in her quest for the mythical chocolates. And then came a 
more blessed sound, wheels crunching wet gravel. 

“Tt has been a most enjoyable evening,” said Rollo to his hostess. 


CROSS CURRENTS 


Vanessa Pennington had a husband who was poor, with few extenuating 
circumstances, and an admirer who, though comfortably rich, was cumbered 
with a sense of honour. His wealth made him welcome in Vanessa’s eyes, but 
his code of what was right impelled him to go away and forget her, or at the 
most to think of her in the intervals of doing a great many other things. And 
although Alaric Clyde loved Vanessa, and thought he should always go on 
loving her, he gradually and unconsciously allowed himself to be wooed and 
won by a more alluring mistress; he fancied that his continued shunning of the 
haunts of men was a self-imposed exile, but his heart was caught in the spell of 
the Wilderness, and the Wilderness was kind and beautiful to him. When one is 
young and strong and unfettered the wild earth can be very kind and very 
beautiful. Witness the legion of men who were once young and unfettered and 
now eat out their souls in dustbins, because, having erstwhile known and loved 
the Wilderness, they broke from her thrall and turned aside into beaten paths. 

In the high waste places of the world Clyde roamed and hunted and dreamed, 
death-dealing and gracious as some god of Hellas, moving with his horses and 
servants and four-footed camp followers from one dwelling ground to another, a 
welcome guest among wild primitive village folk and nomads, a friend and 
slayer of the fleet, shy beasts around him. By the shores of misty upland lakes 
he shot the wild fowl that had winged their way to him across half the old world; 
beyond Bokhara he watched the wild Aryan horsemen at their gambols; 
watched, too, in some dim-lit tea-house one of those beautiful uncouth dances 
that one can never wholly forget; or, making a wide cast down to the valley of 
the Tigris, swam and rolled in its snow-cooled racing waters. Vanessa, 
meanwhile, in a Bayswater back street, was making out the weekly laundry list, 
attending bargain sales, and, in her more adventurous moments, trying new ways 
of cooking whiting. Occasionally she went to bridge parties, where, if the play 
was not illuminating, at least one learned a great deal about the private life of 
some of the Royal and Imperial Houses. Vanessa, in a way, was glad that Clyde 
had done the proper thing. She had a strong natural bias towards respectability, 
though she would have preferred to have been respectable in smarter 
surroundings, where her example would have done more good. To be beyond 
reproach was one thing, but it would have been nicer to have been nearer to the 
Park. 

And then of a sudden her regard for respectability and Clyde’s sense of what 
was right were thrown on the scrap-heap of unnecessary things. They had been 


useful and highly important in their time, but the death of Vanessa’s husband 
made them of no immediate moment. 

The news of the altered condition of things followed Clyde with leisurely 
persistence from one place of call to another, and at last ran him to a standstill 
somewhere in the Orenburg Steppe. He would have found it exceedingly 
difficult to analyse his feelings on receipt of the tidings. The Fates had 
unexpectedly (and perhaps just a little officiously) removed an obstacle from his 
path. He supposed he was overjoyed, but he missed the feeling of elation which 
he had experienced some four months ago when he had bagged a snow-leopard 
with a lucky shot after a day’s fruitless stalking. Of course he would go back 
and ask Vanessa to marry him, but he was determined on enforcing a condition; 
on no account would he desert his newer love. Vanessa would have to agree to 
come out into the Wilderness with him. 

The lady hailed the return of her lover with even more relief than had been 
occasioned by his departure. The death of John Pennington had left his widow 
in circumstances which were more straitened than ever, and the Park had 
receded even from her notepaper, where it had long been retained as a courtesy 
title on the principle that addresses are given to us to conceal our whereabouts. 
Certainly she was more independent now than heretofore, but independence, 
which means so much to many women, was of little account to Vanessa, who 
came under the heading of the mere female. She made little ado about accepting 
Clyde’s condition, and announced herself ready to follow him to the end of the 
world; as the world was round she nourished a complacent idea that in the 
ordinary course of things one would find oneself in the neighbourhood of Hyde 
Park Corner sooner or later no matter how far afield one wandered. 

East of Budapest her complacency began to filter away, and when she saw 
her husband treating the Black Sea with a familiarity which she had never been 
able to assume towards the English Channel, misgivings began to crowd in upon 
her. Adventures which would have presented an amusing and enticing aspect to 
a better-bred woman aroused in Vanessa only the twin sensations of fright and 
discomfort. Flies bit her, and she was persuaded that it was only sheer boredom 
that prevented camels from doing the same. Clyde did his best, and a very good 
best it was, to infuse something of the banquet into their prolonged desert 
picnics, but even snow-cooled Heidsieck lost its flavour when you were 
convinced that the dusky cupbearer who served it with such reverent elegance 
was only waiting a convenient opportunity to cut your throat. It was useless for 
Clyde to give Yussuf a character for devotion such as is rarely found in any 
Western servant. Vanessa was well enough educated to know that all dusky- 


skinned people take human life as unconcernedly as Bayswater folk take singing 
lessons. 

And with a growing irritation and querulousness on her part came a further 
disenchantment, born of the inability of husband and wife to find a common 
ground of interest. The habits and migrations of the sand grouse, the folklore 
and customs of Tartars and Turkomans, the points of a Cossack pony — these 
were matter which evoked only a bored indifference in Vanessa. On the other 
hand, Clyde was not thrilled on being informed that the Queen of Spain detested 
mauve, or that a certain Royal duchess, for whose tastes he was never likely to 
be called on to cater, nursed a violent but perfectly respectable passion for beef 
olives. 

Vanessa began to arrive at the conclusion that a husband who added a roving 
disposition to a settled income was a mixed blessing. It was one thing to go to 
the end of the world; it was quite another thing to make oneself at home there. 
Even respectability seemed to lose some of its virtue when one practised it in a 
tent. 

Bored and disillusioned with the drift of her new life, Vanessa was 
undisguisedly glad when distraction offered itself in the person of Mr. 
Dobrinton, a chance acquaintance whom they had first run against in the 
primitive hostelry of a benighted Caucasian town. Dobrinton was elaborately 
British, in deference perhaps to the memory of his mother, who was said to have 
derived part of her origin from an English governess who had come to Lemberg 
a long way back in the last century. If you had called him Dobrinski when off 
his guard he would probably have responded readily enough; holding, no doubt, 
that the end crowns all, he had taken a slight liberty with the family patronymic. 
To look at, Mr. Dobrinton was not a very attractive specimen of masculine 
humanity, but in Vanessa’s eyes he was a link with that civilisation which Clyde 
seemed so ready to ignore and forgo. He could sing “Yip-I-Addy” and spoke of 
several duchesses as if he knew them — in his more inspired moments almost as 
if they knew him. He even pointed out blemishes in the cuisine or cellar 
departments of some of the more august London restaurants, a species of Higher 
Criticism which was listened to by Vanessa in awe-stricken admiration. And, 
above all, he sympathised, at first discreetly, afterwards with more latitude, with 
her fretful discontent at Clyde’s nomadic instincts. Business connected with oil- 
wells had brought Dobrinton to the neighbourhood of Baku; the pleasure of 
appealing to an appreciative female audience induced him to deflect his return 
journey so as to coincide a good deal with his new aquaintances’ line of march. 
And while Clyde trafficked with Persian horse-dealers or hunted the wild grey 
pigs in their lairs and added to his notes on Central Asian game-fowl, Dobrinton 


and the lady discussed the ethics of desert respectability from points of view that 
showed a daily tendency to converge. And one evening Clyde dined alone, 
reading between the courses a long letter from Vanessa, justifying her action in 
flitting to more civilised lands with a more congenial companion. 

It was distinctly evil luck for Vanessa, who really was thoroughly respectable 
at heart, that she and her lover should run into the hands of Kurdish brigands on 
the first day of their flight. To be mewed up in a squalid Kurdish village in close 
companionship with a man who was only your husband by adoption, and to have 
the attention of all Europe drawn to your plight, was about the least respectable 
thing that could happen. And there were international complications, which 
made things worse. “English lady and her husband, of foreign nationality, held 
by Kurdish brigands who demand ransom” had been the report of the nearest 
Consul. Although Dobrinton was British at heart, the other portions of him 
belonged to the Habsburgs, and though the Habsburgs took no great pride or 
pleasure in this particular unit of their wide and varied possessions, and would 
gladly have exchanged him for some interesting bird or mammal for the 
Schoenbrunn Park, the code of international dignity demanded that they should 
display a decent solicitude for his restoration. And while the Foreign Offices of 
the two countries were taking the usual steps to secure the release of their 
respective subjects a further horrible complication ensued. Clyde, following on 
the track of the fugitives, not with any special desire to overtake them, but with a 
dim feeling that it was expected of him, fell into the hands of the same 
community of brigands. Diplomacy, while anxious to do its best for a lady in 
misfortune, showed signs of becoming restive at this expansion of its task; as a 
frivolous young gentleman in Downing Street remarked, “Any husband of Mrs. 
Dobrinton’s we shall be glad to extricate, but let us know how many there are of 
them.” For a woman who valued respectability Vanessa really had no luck. 

Meanwhile the situation of the captives was not free from embarrassment. 
When Clyde explained to the Kurdish headmen the nature of his relationship 
with the runaway couple they were gravely sympathetic, but vetoed any idea of 
summary vengeance, since the Habsburgs would be sure to insist on the delivery 
of Dobrinton alive, and in a reasonably undamaged condition. They did not 
object to Clyde administering a beating to his rival for half an hour every 
Monday and Thursday, but Dobrinton turned such a sickly green when he heard 
of this arrangement that the chief was obliged to withdraw the concession. 

And so, in the cramped quarters of a mountain hut, the ill-assorted trio 
watched the insufferable hours crawl slowly by. Dobrinton was too frightened 
to be conversational, Vanessa was too mortified to open her lips, and Clyde was 
moodily silent. The little Limberg négociant plucked up heart once to give a 


quavering rendering of “Yip-I-Addy,” but when he reached the statement “home 
was never like this” Vanessa tearfully begged him to stop. And silence fastened 
itself with growing insistence on the three captives who were so tragically 
herded together; thrice a day they drew near to one another to swallow the meal 
that had been prepared for them, like desert beasts meeting in mute suspended 
hostility at the drinking pool, and then drew back to resume the vigil of waiting. 

Clyde was less carefully watched than the others. “Jealousy will keep him to 
the woman’s side,” thought his Kurdish captors. They did not know that his 
wilder, truer love was calling to him with a hundred voices from beyond the 
village bounds. And one evening, finding that he was not getting the attention to 
which he was entitled, Clyde slipped away down the mountain side and resumed 
his study of Central Asian game-fowl. The remaining captives were guarded 
henceforth with greater rigour, but Dobrinton at any rate scarcely regretted 
Clyde’s departure. 

The long arm, or perhaps one might better say the long purse, of diplomacy at 
last effected the release of the prisoners, but the Habsburgs were never to enjoy 
the guerdon of their outlay. On the quay of the little Black Sea port, where the 
rescued pair came once more into contact with civilisation, Dobrinton was bitten 
by a dog which was assumed to be mad, though it may only have been 
indiscriminating. The victim did not wait for symptoms of rabies to declare 
themselves, but died forthwith of fright, and Vanessa made the homeward 
journey alone, conscious somehow of a sense of slightly restored respectability. 
Clyde, in the intervals of correcting the proofs of his book on the game-fowl of 
Central Asia, found time to press a divorce suit through the Courts, and as soon 
as possible hied him away to the congenial solitudes of the Gobi Desert to 
collect material for a work on the fauna of that region. Vanessa, by virtue 
perhaps of her earlier intimacy with the cooking rites of the whiting, obtained a 
place on the kitchen staff of a West End club. It was not brilliant, but at least it 
was within two minutes of the Park. 


THE BAKER’S DOZEN 


Characters — 
Major Richard Dumbarton. 
Mrs. Carewe. 
Mrs. Paly-Paget. 


Scene — Deck of eastward-bound steamer. Major Dumbarton seated on 
deck-chair, another chair by his side, with the name “Mrs. Carewe” painted on it, 
a third near by. 


(Enter R. Mrs. Carewe, seats herself leisurely in her deck-chair, the Major 
affecting to ignore her presence.) 

Major (turning suddenly): Emily! After all these years! This is fate! 

Em.: Fate! Nothing of the sort; it’s only me. You men are always such 
fatalists. I deferred my departure three whole weeks, in order to come out in the 
same boat that I saw you were travelling by. I bribed the steward to put out 
chairs side by side in an unfrequented corner, and I took enormous pains to be 
looking particularly attractive this morning, and then you say “This is fate.” I 
am looking particularly attractive, am I not? 

Maj.: More than ever. Time has only added a ripeness to your charms. 

Em.: I knew you’d put it exactly in those words. The phraseology of love- 
making is awfully limited, isn’t it? After all, the chief charm is in the fact of 
being made love to. You are making love to me, aren’t you? 

Maj.: Emily dearest, I had already begun making advances, even before you 
sat down here. I also bribed the steward to put our seats together in a secluded 
comer. “You may consider it done, sir,” was his reply. That was immediately 
after breakfast. 

Em.: How like a man to have his breakfast first. I attended to the seat 
business as soon as I left my cabin. 

Maj.: Don’t be unreasonable. It was only at breakfast that I discovered your 
blessed presence on the boat. I paid violent and unusual attention to a flapper all 
through the meal in order to make you jealous. She’s probably in her cabin 
writing reams about me to a fellow-flapper at this very moment. 

Em.: You needn’t have taken all that trouble to make me jealous, Dickie. 
You did that years ago, when you married another woman. 

Maj.: Well, you had gone and married another man — a widower, too, at that. 

Em.: Well, there’s no particular harm in marrying a widower, I suppose. I’m 
ready to do it again, if I meet a really nice one. 


Maj.: Look here, Emily, it’s not fair to go at that rate. You’re a lap ahead of 
me the whole time. It’s my place to propose to you; all you’ve got to do is to say 
“Yes.” 

Em.: Well, I’ve practically said it already, so we needn’t dawdle over that 
part. 

Maj.: Oh, well — 

(They look at each other, then suddenly embrace with considerable energy.) 

Maj.: We dead-heated it that time. (Suddenly jumping to his feet) Oh, d — 
Pd forgotten! 

Em.: Forgotten what? 

Maj.: The children. I ought to have told you. Do you mind children? 

Em.: Not in moderate quantities. How many have you got? 

Mgj. (counting hurriedly on his fingers): Five. 

Em.: Five! 

Maj. (anxiously): Is that too many? 

Em.: It’s rather a number. The worst of it is, I’ve some myself. 

Maj.: Many? 

Em.: Eight. 

Maj.: Eight in six years! Oh, Emily! 

Em.: Only four were my own. The other four were by my husband’s first 
marriage. Still, that practically makes eight. 

Maj.: And eight and five make thirteen. We can’t start our married life with 
thirteen children; it would be most unlucky. (Walks up and down in agitation.) 
Some way must be found out of this. If we could only bring them down to 
twelve. Thirteen is so horribly unlucky. 

Em.: Isn’t there some way by which we could part with one or two? Don’t the 
French want more children? I’ve often seen articles about it in the Figaro. 

Maj.: I fancy they want French children. Mine don’t even speak French. 

Em.: There’s always a chance that one of them might turn out depraved and 
vicious, and then you could disown him. I’ve heard of that being done. 

Maj.: But, good gracious, you’ve got to educate him first. You can’t expect a 
boy to be vicious till he’s been to a good school. 

Em.: Why couldn’t he be naturally depraved? Lots of boys are. 

Maj.: Only when they inherit it from depraved parents. You don’t suppose 
there’s any depravity in me, do you? 

Em.: It sometimes skips a generation, you know. Weren’t any of your family 
bad? 

Maj.: There was an aunt who was never spoken of. 


Em.: There you are! 

Maj.: But one can’t build too much on that. In mid-Victorian days they 
labelled all sorts of things as unspeakable that we should speak about quite 
tolerantly. I dare say this particular aunt had only married a Unitarian, or rode to 
hounds on both sides of her horse, or something of that sort. Anyhow, we can’t 
wait indefinitely for one of the children to take after a doubtfully depraved great- 
aunt. Something else must be thought of. 

Em.: Don’t people ever adopt children from other families? 

Maj.: ve heard of it being done by childless couples, and those sort of 
people — 

Em.: Hush! Some one’s coming. Who is it? 

Maj.: Mrs. Paly-Paget. 

Em.: The very person! 

Maj.: What, to adopt a child? Hasn’t she got any? 

Em.: Only one miserable hen-baby. 

Maj.: Let’s sound her on the subject. 

(Enter Mrs. Paly-Paget, R.) 

Ah, good morning. Mrs. Paly-Paget. I was just wondering at breakfast where 
did we meet last? 

Mrs. P.-P.: At the Criterion, wasn’t it? 

(Drops into vacant chair.) 

Maj.: At the Criterion, of course. 

Mrs. P.-P.: I was dining with Lord and Lady Slugford. Charming people, but 
so mean. They took us afterwards to the Velodrome, to see some dancer 
interpreting Mendelssohn’s “song without clothes.” We were all packed up in a 
little box near the roof, and you may imagine how hot it was. It was like a 
Turkish bath. And, of course, one couldn’t see anything. 

Maj.: Then it was not like a Turkish bath. 

Mrs. P.-P.: Major! 

Em.: We were just talking of you when you joined us. 

Mrs. P.-P.: Really! Nothing very dreadful, I hope. 

Em.: Oh dear, no! It’s too early on the voyage for that sort of thing. We were 
feeling rather sorry for you. 

Mrs. P.-P.: Sorry for me? Whatever for? 

Maj.: Your childless hearth and all that, you know. No little pattering feet. 

Mrs. P.-P.: Major! How dare you? I’ve got my little girl, I suppose you 
know. Her feet can patter as well as other children’s. 

Maj.: Only one pair of feet. 


Mrs. P.-P.: Certainly. My child isn’t a centipede. Considering the way they 
move us about in those horrid jungle stations, without a decent bungalow to set 
one’s foot in, I consider I’ve got a hearthless child, rather than a childless 
hearth. Thank you for your sympathy all the same. I dare say it was well 
meant. Impertinence often is. 

Em.: Dear Mrs. Paly-Paget, we were only feeling sorry for your sweet little 
girl when she grows older, you know. No little brothers and sisters to play with. 

Mrs. P.-P.: Mrs. Carewe, this conversation strikes me as being indelicate, to 
say the least of it. I’ve only been married two and a half years, and my family is 
naturally a small one. 

Maj.: Isn’t it rather an exaggeration to talk of one little female child as a 
family? A family suggests numbers. 

Mrs. P.-P.: Really, Major, you language is extraordinary. I dare say I’ve only 
got a little female child, as you call it, at present — 

Maj.: Oh, it won’t change into a boy later on, if that’s what you’re counting 
on. Take our word for it; we’ve had so much more experience in these affairs 
than you have. Once a female, always a female. Nature is not infallible, but she 
always abides by her mistakes. 

Mrs. P.-P. (rising): Major Dumbarton, these boats are uncomfortably small, 
but I trust we shall find ample accommodation for avoiding each other’s society 
during the rest of the voyage. The same wish applies to you, Mrs. Carewe. 

(Exit Mrs. Paly-Paget, L.) 

Maj.: What an unnatural mother! (Sinks into chair.) 

Em.: I wouldn’t trust a child with any one who had a temper like hers. Oh, 
Dickie, why did you go and have such a large family? You always said you 
wanted me to be the mother of your children. 

Maj.: I wasn’t going to wait while you were founding and fostering dynasties 
in other directions. Why you couldn’t be content to have children of your own, 
without collecting them like batches of postage stamps I can’t think. The idea of 
marrying a man with four children! 

Em.: Well, you’re asking me to marry one with five. 

Maj.: Five! (Springing to his feet) Did I say five? 

Em.: You certainly said five. 

Maj.: Oh, Emily, supposing I’ve miscounted them! Listen now, keep count 
with me. Richard — that’s after me, of course. 

Em.: One. 

Maj.: Albert-Victor — that must have been in Coronation year. 

Em.: Two! 


Maj.: Maud. She’s called after — 

Em.: Never mind who’s she’s called after. Three! 

Maj.: And Gerald. 

Em.: Four! 

Maj.: That’s the lot. 

Em.: Are you sure? 

Maj.: I swear that’s the lot. I must have counted Albert-Victor as two. 
Em.: Richard! 

Maj.: Emily! 

(They embrace.) 


THE MOUSE 


Theodoric Voler had been brought up, from infancy to the confines of middle 
age, by a fond mother whose chief solicitude had been to keep him screened 
from what she called the coarser realities of life. When she died she left 
Theodoric alone in a world that was as real as ever, and a good deal coarser than 
he considered it had any need to be. To a man of his temperament and 
upbringing even a simple railway journey was crammed with petty annoyances 
and minor discords, and as he settled himself down in a second-class 
compartment one September morning he was conscious of ruffled feelings and 
general mental discomposure. He had been staying at a country vicarage, the 
inmates of which had been certainly neither brutal nor bacchanalian, but their 
supervision of the domestic establishment had been of that lax order which 
invites disaster. The pony carriage that was to take him to the station had never 
been properly ordered, and when the moment for his departure drew near the 
handy-man who should have produced the required article was nowhere to be 
found. In this emergency Theodoric, to his mute but very intense disgust, found 
himself obliged to collaborate with the vicar’s daughter in the task of harnessing 
the pony, which necessitated groping about in an ill-lighted outhouse called a 
stable, and smelling very like one — except in patches where it smelt of mice. 
Without being actually afraid of mice, Theodoric classed them among the 
coarser incidents of life, and considered that Providence, with a little exercise of 
moral courage, might long ago have recognised that they were not indispensable, 
and have withdrawn them from circulation. As the train glided out of the station 
Theodoric’s nervous imagination accused himself of exhaling a weak odour of 
stable-yard, and possibly of displaying a mouldy straw or two on his usually 
well-brushed garments. Fortunately the only other occupant of the compartment, 
a lady of about the same age as himself, seemed inclined for slumber rather than 
scrutiny; the train was not due to stop till the terminus was reached, in about an 
hour’s time, and the carriage was of the old-fashioned sort, that held no 
communication with a corridor, therefore no further travelling companions were 
likely to intrude on Theodoric’s semi-privacy. And yet the train had scarcely 
attained its normal speed before he became reluctantly but vividly aware that he 
was not alone with the slumbering lady; he was not even alone in his own 
clothes. A warm, creeping movement over his flesh betrayed the unwelcome 
and highly resented presence, unseen but poignant, of a strayed mouse, that had 
evidently dashed into its present retreat during the episode of the pony 
harnessing. Furtive stamps and shakes and wildly directed pinches failed to 


dislodge the intruder, whose motto, indeed, seemed to be Excelsior; and the 
lawful occupant of the clothes lay back against the cushions and endeavoured 
rapidly to evolve some means for putting an end to the dual ownership. It was 
unthinkable that he should continue for the space of a whole hour in the horrible 
position of a Rowton House for vagrant mice (already his imagination had at 
least doubled the numbers of the alien invasion). On the other hand, nothing less 
drastic than partial disrobing would ease him of his tormentor, and to undress in 
the presence of a lady, even for so laudable a purpose, was an idea that made his 
eartips tingle in a blush of abject shame. He had never been able to bring 
himself even to the mild exposure of open-work socks in the presence of the fair 
sex. And yet — the lady in this case was to all appearances soundly and 
securely asleep; the mouse, on the other hand, seemed to be trying to crowd a 
Wanderjahr into a few strenuous minutes. If there is any truth in the theory of 
transmigration, this particular mouse must certainly have been in a former state a 
member of the Alpine Club. Sometimes in its eagerness it lost its footing and 
slipped for half an inch or so; and then, in fright, or more probably temper, it 
bit. Theodoric was goaded into the most audacious undertaking of his life. 
Crimsoning to the hue of a beetroot and keeping an agonised watch on his 
slumbering fellow-traveller, he swiftly and noiselessly secured the ends of his 
railway-rug to the racks on either side of the carriage, so that a substantial 
curtain hung athwart the compartment. In the narrow dressing-room that he had 
thus improvised he proceeded with violent haste to extricate himself partially 
and the mouse entirely from the surrounding casings of tweed and half-wool. As 
the unravelled mouse gave a wild leap to the floor, the rug, slipping its fastening 
at either end, also came down with a heart-curdling flop, and almost 
simultaneously the awakened sleeper opened her eyes. With a movement almost 
quicker than the mouse’s, Theodoric pounced on the rug, and hauled its ample 
folds chin-high over his dismantled person as he collapsed into the further corner 
of the carriage. The blood raced and beat in the veins of his neck and forehead, 
while he waited dumbly for the communication-cord to be pulled. The lady, 
however, contented herself with a silent stare at her strangely muffled 
companion. How much had she seen, Theodoric queried to himself, and in any 
case what on earth must she think of his present posture? 

“T think I have caught a chill,” he ventured desperately. 

“Really, I’m sorry,” she replied. “I was just going to ask you if you would 
open this window.” 

“I fancy it’s malaria,” he added, his teeth chattering slightly, as much from 
fright as from a desire to support his theory. 


“Tve got some brandy in my hold-all, if you’ll kindly reach it down for me,” 
said his companion. 

“Not for worlds — I mean, I never take anything for it,” he assured her 
earnestly. 

“T suppose you caught it in the Tropics?” 

Theodoric, whose acquaintance with the Tropics was limited to an annual 
present of a chest of tea from an uncle in Ceylon, felt that even the malaria was 
slipping from him. Would it be possible, he wondered, to disclose the real state 
of affairs to her in small instalments? 

“Are you afraid of mice?” he ventured, growing, if possible, more scarlet in 
the face. 

“Not unless they came in quantities, like those that ate up Bishop Hatto. Why 
do you ask?” 

“I had one crawling inside my clothes just now,” said Theodoric in a voice 
that hardly seemed his own. “It was a most awkward situation.” 

“Tt must have been, if you wear your clothes at all tight,” she observed; “but 
mice have strange ideas of comfort.” 

“T had to get rid of it while you were asleep,” he continued; then, with a gulp, 
he added, “it was getting rid of it that brought me to — to this.” 

“Surely leaving off one small mouse wouldn’t bring on a chill,” she 
exclaimed, with a levity that Theodoric accounted abominable. 

Evidently she had detected something of his predicament, and was enjoying 
his confusion. All the blood in his body seemed to have mobilised in one 
concentrated blush, and an agony of abasement, worse than a myriad mice, crept 
up and down over his soul. And then, as reflection began to assert itself, sheer 
terror took the place of humiliation. With every minute that passed the train was 
rushing nearer to the crowded and bustling terminus where dozens of prying 
eyes would be exchanged for the one paralysing pair that watched him from the 
further corner of the carriage. There was one slender despairing chance, which 
the next few minutes must decide. His fellow-traveller might relapse into a 
blessed slumber. But as the minutes throbbed by that chance ebbed away. The 
furtive glance which Theodoric stole at her from time to time disclosed only an 
unwinking wakefulness. 

“T think we must be getting near now,” she presently observed. 

Theodoric had already noted with growing terror the recurring stacks of 
small, ugly dwellings that heralded the journey’s end. The words acted as a 
signal. Like a hunted beast breaking cover and dashing madly towards some 
other haven of momentary safety he threw aside his rug, and struggled 
frantically into his dishevelled garments. He was conscious of dull surburban 


stations racing past the window, of a choking, hammering sensation in his throat 
and heart, and of an icy silence in that corner towards which he dared not look. 
Then as he sank back in his seat, clothed and almost delirious, the train slowed 
down to a final crawl, and the woman spoke. 

“Would you be so kind,” she asked, “as to get me a porter to put me into a 
cab? It’s a shame to trouble you when you’re feeling unwell, but being blind 
makes one so helpless at a railway station.” 
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INTRODUCTION 


There are good things which we want to share with the world and good things 
which we want to keep to ourselves. The secret of our favourite restaurant, to 
take a case, is guarded jealously from all but a few intimates; the secret, to take a 
contrary case, of our infallible remedy for seasickness is thrust upon every 
traveller we meet, even if he be no more than a casual acquaintance about to 
cross the Serpentine. So with our books. There are dearly loved books of which 
we babble to a neighbour at dinner, insisting that she shall share our delight in 
them; and there are books, equally dear to us, of which we say nothing, fearing 
lest the praise of others should cheapen the glory of our discovery. The books of 
“Saki” were, for me at least, in the second class. 

It was in the WESTMINSTER GAZETTE that I discovered him (I like to 
remember now) almost as soon as he was discoverable. Let us spare a moment, 
and a tear, for those golden days in the early nineteen hundreds, when there were 
five leisurely papers of an evening in which the free-lance might graduate, and 
he could speak of his Alma Mater, whether the GLOBE or the PALL MALL, 
with as much pride as, he never doubted, the GLOBE or the PALL MALL 
would speak one day of him. Myself but lately down from ST. JAMES’, I was 
not too proud to take some slight but pitying interest in men of other colleges. 
The unusual name of a freshman up at WESTMINSTER attracted my attention; I 
read what he had to say; and it was only by reciting rapidly with closed eyes the 
names of our own famous alumni, beginning confidently with Barrie and ending, 
now very doubtfully, with myself, that I was able to preserve my equanimity. 
Later one heard that this undergraduate from overseas had gone up at an age 
more advanced than customary; and just as Cambridge men have been known to 
complain of the maturity of Oxford Rhodes scholars, so one felt that this 
WESTMINSTER free-lance in the thirties was no fit competitor for the youth of 
other colleges. Indeed, it could not compete. 

Well, I discovered him, but only to the few, the favoured, did I speak of him. 
It may have been my uncertainty (which still persists) whether he called himself 
Sayki, Sahki or Sakki which made me thus ungenerous of his name, or it may 
have been the feeling that the others were not worthy of him; but how refreshing 
it was when some intellectually blown-up stranger said “Do you ever read 
Saki?” to reply, with the same pronunciation and even greater condescension: 
“Saki! He has been my favourite author for years!” 

A strange exotic creature, this Saki, to us many others who were trying to do 
it too. For we were so domestic, he so terrifyingly cosmopolitan. While we were 


being funny, as planned, with collar-studs and hot-water bottles, he was being 
much funnier with werwolves and tigers. Our little dialogues were between John 
and Mary; his, and how much better, between Bertie van Tahn and the Baroness. 
Even the most casual intruder into one of his sketches, as it might be our 
Tomkins, had to be called Belturbet or de Ropp, and for his hero, weary man-of- 
the-world at seventeen, nothing less thrilling than Clovis Sangrail would do. In 
our envy we may have wondered sometimes if it were not much easier to be 
funny with tigers than with collar-studs; if Saki’s careless cruelty, that strange 
boyish insensitiveness of his, did not give him an unfair start in the pursuit of 
laughter. It may have been so; but, fortunately, our efforts to be funny in the Saki 
manner have not survived to prove it. 

What is Saki’s manner, what his magic talisman? Like every artist worth 
consideration, he had no recipe. If his exotic choice of subject was often his 
strength, it was often his weakness; if his insensitiveness carried him through, at 
times, to victory, it brought him, at times, to defeat. I do not think that he has 
that “mastery of the CONTE” — in this book at least — which some have 
claimed for him. Such mastery infers a passion for tidiness which was not in the 
boyish Saki’s equipment. He leaves loose ends everywhere. Nor in his dialogue, 
delightful as it often is, funny as it nearly always is, is he the supreme master; 
too much does it become monologue judiciously fed, one character giving and 
the other taking. But in comment, in reference, in description, in every 
development of his story, he has a choice of words, a “way of putting things” 
which is as inevitably his own vintage as, once tasted, it becomes the private 
vintage of the connoisseur. 

Let us take a sample or two of “Saki, 1911.” 

“The earlier stages of the dinner had worn off. The wine lists had been 
consulted, by some with the blank embarrassment of a schoolboy suddenly 
called upon to locate a Minor Prophet in the tangled hinterland of the Old 
Testament, by others with the severe scrutiny which suggests that they have 
visited most of the higher-priced wines in their own homes and probed their 
family weaknesses.” 

“Locate” is the pleasant word here. Still more satisfying, in the story of the 
man who was tattooed “from collar-bone to waist-line with a glowing 
representation of the Fall of Icarus,” is the word “privilege”: 

“The design when finally developed was a slight disappointment to Monsieur 
Deplis, who had suspected Icarus of being a fortress taken by Wallenstein in the 
Thirty Years’ War, but he was more than satisfied with the execution of the 
work, which was acclaimed by all who had the privilege of seeing it as Pincini’s 
masterpiece.” 


This story, THE BACKGROUND, and MRS PACKLETIDE’S TIGER seem 
to me to be the masterpieces of this book. In both of them Clovis exercises, 
needlessly, his titular right of entry, but he can be removed without damage, 
leaving Saki at his best and most characteristic, save that he shows here, in 
addition to his own shining qualities, a compactness and a finish which he did 
not always achieve. With these I introduce you to him, confident that ten 
minutes of his conversation, more surely than any words of mine, will have 
given him the freedom of your house. 

A. A. MILNE. 


ESME 


“All hunting stories are the same,” said Clovis; “just as all Turf stories are the 
same, and all—” 

“My hunting story isn’t a bit like any you’ve ever heard,” said the Baroness. 
“Tt happened quite a while ago, when I was about twenty-three. I wasn’t living 
apart from my husband then; you see, neither of us could afford to make the 
other a separate allowance. In spite of everything that proverbs may say, poverty 
keeps together more homes than it breaks up. But we always hunted with 
different packs. All this has nothing to do with the story.” 

“We haven’t arrived at the meet yet. I suppose there was a meet,” said Clovis. 

“Of course there was a meet,” said the Baroness; all the usual crowd were 
there, especially Constance Broddle. Constance is one of those strapping florid 
girls that go so well with autumn scenery or Christmas decorations in church. ‘I 
feel a presentiment that something dreadful is going to happen,’ she said to me; 
‘am I looking pale?’ 

“She was looking about as pale as a beetroot that has suddenly heard bad 
news. 

““You’re looking nicer than usual,’ I said, ‘but that’s so easy for you.’ Before 
she had got the right bearings of this remark we had settled down to business; 
hounds had found a fox lying out in some gorse-bushes.” 

“I knew it,” said Clovis, “in every fox-hunting story that I’ve ever heard 
there’s been a fox and some gorse-bushes.” 

“Constance and I were well mounted,” continued the Baroness serenely, “and 
we had no difficulty in keeping ourselves in the first flight, though it was a fairly 
stiff run. Towards the finish, however, we must have held rather too independent 
a line, for we lost the hounds, and found ourselves plodding aimlessly along 
miles away from anywhere. It was fairly exasperating, and my temper was 
beginning to let itself go by inches, when on pushing our way through an 
accommodating hedge we were gladdened by the sight of hounds in full cry ina 
hollow just beneath us. 

“There they go,’ cried Constance, and then added in a gasp, ‘In Heaven’s 
name, what are they hunting?’ 

“Tt was certainly no mortal fox. It stood more than twice as high, had a short, 
ugly head, and an enormous thick neck. 

““Tt’s a hyaena,’ I cried; ‘it must have escaped from Lord Pabham’s Park.’ 

“At that moment the hunted beast turned and faced its pursuers, and the 
hounds (there were only about six couple of them) stood round in a half-circle 


and looked foolish. Evidently they had broken away from the rest of the pack on 
the trail of this alien scent, and were not quite sure how to treat their quarry now 
they had got him. 

“The hyaena hailed our approach with unmistakable relief and demonstrations 
of friendliness. It had probably been accustomed to uniform kindness from 
humans, while its first experience of a pack of hounds had left a bad impression. 
The hounds looked more than ever embarrassed as their quarry paraded its 
sudden intimacy with us, and the faint toot of a horn in the distance was seized 
on as a welcome signal for unobtrusive departure. Constance and I and the 
hyaena were left alone in the gathering twilight. 

““What are we to do?’ asked Constance. 

““What a person you are for questions,’ I said. 

““Well, we can’t stay here all night with a hyaena,’ she retorted. 

“T don’t know what your ideas of comfort are,’ I said; ‘but I shouldn’t think 
of staying here all night even without a hyaena. My home may be an unhappy 
one, but at least it has hot and cold water laid on, and domestic service, and other 
conveniences which we shouldn’t find here. We had better make for that ridge of 
trees to the right; I imagine the Crowley road is just beyond.’ 

“We trotted off slowly along a faintly marked cart-track, with the beast 
following cheerfully at our heels. 

““What on earth are we to do with the hyaena?’ came the inevitable question. 

““What does one generally do with hyaenas?’ I asked crossly. 

“Tve never had anything to do with one before,’ said Constance. 

“Well, neither have I. If we even knew its sex we might give it a name. 
Perhaps we might call it Esmé. That would do in either case.’ 

“There was still sufficient daylight for us to distinguish wayside objects, and 
our listless spirits gave an upward perk as we came upon a small half-naked 
gipsy brat picking blackberries from a low-growing bush. The sudden apparition 
of two horsewomen and a hyaena set it off crying, and in any case we should 
scarcely have gleaned any useful geographical information from that source; but 
there was a probability that we might strike a gipsy encampment somewhere 
along our route. We rode on hopefully but uneventfully for another mile or so. 

“I wonder what that child was doing there,’ said Constance presently. 

“*Picking blackberries. Obviously.’ 

“I don’t like the way it cried,’ pursued Constance; ‘somehow its wail keeps 
ringing in my ears.’ 

“I did not chide Constance for her morbid fancies; as a matter of fact the same 
sensation, of being pursued by a persistent fretful wail, had been forcing itself on 
my rather over-tired nerves. For company’s sake I hulloed to Esmé, who had 


lagged somewhat behind. With a few springy bounds he drew up level, and then 
shot past us. 

“The wailing accompaniment was explained. The gipsy child was firmly, and 
I expect painfully, held in his jaws. 

“Merciful Heaven!’ screamed Constance, ‘what on earth shall we do? What 
are we to do?’ 

“I am perfectly certain that at the Last Judgment Constance will ask more 
questions than any of the examining Seraphs. 

““Can’t we do something?’ she persisted tearfully, as Esmé cantered easily 
along in front of our tired horses. 

“Personally I was doing everything that occurred to me at the moment. I 
stormed and scolded and coaxed in English and French and gamekeeper 
language; I made absurd, ineffectual cuts in the air with my thongless hunting- 
crop; I hurled my sandwich case at the brute; in fact, I really don’t know what 
more I could have done. And still we lumbered on through the deepening dusk, 
with that dark uncouth shape lumbering ahead of us, and a drone of lugubrious 
music floating in our ears. Suddenly Esmé bounded aside into some thick 
bushes, where we could not follow; the wail rose to a shriek and then stopped 
altogether. This part of the story I always hurry over, because it is really rather 
horrible. When the beast joined us again, after an absence of a few minutes, 
there was an air of patient understanding about him, as though he knew that he 
had done something of which we disapproved, but which he felt to be thoroughly 
justifiable. 

““How can you let that ravening beast trot by your side?’ asked Constance. 
She was looking more than ever like an albino beetroot. 

“In the first place, I can’t prevent it,’ I said; ‘and in the second place, 
whatever else he may be, I doubt if he’s ravening at the present moment.’ 

“Constance shuddered. ‘Do you think the poor little thing suffered much?’ 
came another of her futile questions. 

“The indications were all that way,’ I said; ‘on the other hand, of course, it 
may have been crying from sheer temper. Children sometimes do.’ 

“Tt was nearly pitch-dark when we emerged suddenly into the highroad. A 
flash of lights and the whir of a motor went past us at the same moment at 
uncomfortably close quarters. A thud and a sharp screeching yell followed a 
second later. The car drew up, and when I had ridden back to the spot I found a 
young man bending over a dark motionless mass lying by the roadside. 

“You have killed my Esmé,’ I exclaimed bitterly. 

“Tm so awfully sorry,’ said the young man; I keep dogs myself, so I know 
what you must feel about it. I’1] do anything I can in reparation.’ 


“*Please bury him at once,’ I said; ‘that much I think I may ask of you.’ 

“Bring the spade, William,’ he called to the chauffeur. Evidently hasty 
roadside interments were contingencies that had been provided against. 

“The digging of a sufficiently large grave took some little time. ‘I say, what a 
magnificent fellow,’ said the motorist as the corpse was rolled over into the 
trench. ‘I’m afraid he must have been rather a valuable animal.’ 

““He took second in the puppy class at Birmingham last year,’ I said 
resolutely. 

“Constance snorted loudly. 

“Don’t cry, dear,’ I said brokenly; ‘it was all over in a moment. He couldn’t 
have suffered much.’ 

“Look here,’ said the young fellow desperately, ‘you simply must let me do 
something by way of reparation.’ 

“T refused sweetly, but as he persisted I let him have my address. 

“Of course, we kept our own counsel as to the earlier episodes of the evening. 
Lord Pabham never advertised the loss of his hyaena; when a strictly fruit-eating 
animal strayed from his park a year or two previously he was called upon to give 
compensation in eleven cases of sheep-worrying and practically to re-stock his 
neighbours’ poultry-yards, and an escaped hyaena would have mounted up to 
something on the scale of a Government grant. The gipsies were equally 
unobtrusive over their missing offspring; I don’t suppose in large encampments 
they really know to a child or two how many they’ve got.” 

The Baroness paused reflectively, and then continued: 

“There was a sequel to the adventure, though. I got through the post a 
charming little diamond brooch, with the name Esmé set in a sprig of rosemary. 
Incidentally, too, I lost the friendship of Constance Broddle. You see, when I 
sold the brooch I quite properly refused to give her any share of the proceeds. I 
pointed out that the Esmé part of the affair was my own invention, and the 
hyaena part of it belonged to Lord Pabham, if it really was his hyaena, of which, 
of course, I’ve no proof.” 


THE MATCH-MAKER 


The grill-room clock struck eleven with the respectful unobtrusiveness of one 
whose mission in life is to be ignored. When the flight of time should really have 
rendered abstinence and migration imperative the lighting apparatus would 
signal the fact in the usual way. 

Six minutes later Clovis approached the supper-table, in the blessed 
expectancy of one who has dined sketchily and long ago. 

“Tm starving,” he announced, making an effort to sit down gracefully and 
read the menu at the same time. 

“So I gathered;” said his host, “from the fact that you were nearly punctual. I 
ought to have told you that I’m a Food Reformer. I’ve ordered two bowls of 
bread-and-milk and some health biscuits. I hope you don’t mind.” 

Clovis pretended afterwards that he didn’t go white above the collar-line for 
the fraction of a second. 

“All the same,” he said, “you ought not to joke about such things. There 
really are such people. I’ve known people who’ve met them. To think of all the 
adorable things there are to eat in the world, and then to go through life 
munching sawdust and being proud of it.” 

“They’re like the Flagellants of the Middle Ages, who went about mortifying 
themselves.” 

“They had some excuse,” said Clovis. “They did it to save their immortal 
souls, didn’t they? You needn’t tell me that a man who doesn’t love oysters and 
asparagus and good wines has got a soul, or a stomach either. He’s simply got 
the instinct for being unhappy highly developed.” 

Clovis relapsed for a few golden moments into tender intimacies with a 
succession of rapidly disappearing oysters. 

“T think oysters are more beautiful than any religion,” he resumed presently. 
“They not only forgive our unkindness to them; they justify it, they incite us to 
go on being perfectly horrid to them. Once they arrive at the supper-table they 
seem to enter thoroughly into the spirit of the thing. There’s nothing in 
Christianity or Buddhism that quite matches the sympathetic unselfishness of an 
oyster. Do you like my new waistcoat? I’m wearing it for the first time to-night.” 

“Tt looks like a great many others you’ve had lately, only worse. New dinner 
waistcoats are becoming a habit with you.” 

“They say one always pays for the excesses of one’s youth; mercifully that 
isn’t true about one’s clothes. My mother is thinking of getting married.” 

“Again!” 


“Tt’s the first time.” 

“Of course, you ought to know. I was under the impression that she’d been 
married once or twice at least.” 

“Three times, to be mathematically exact. I meant that it was the first time 
she’d thought about getting married; the other times she did it without thinking. 
As a matter of fact, it’s really I who am doing the thinking for her in this case. 
You see, it’s quite two years since her last husband died.” 

“You evidently think that brevity is the soul of widowhood.” 

“Well, it struck me that she was getting moped, and beginning to settle down, 
which wouldn’t suit her a bit. The first symptom that I noticed was when she 
began to complain that we were living beyond our income. All decent people 
live beyond their incomes nowadays, and those who aren’t respectable live 
beyond other peoples. A few gifted individuals manage to do both.” 

“Tt’s hardly so much a gift as an industry.” 

“The crisis came,” returned Clovis, “when she suddenly started the theory 
that late hours were bad for one, and wanted me to be in by one o’clock every 
night. Imagine that sort of thing for me, who was eighteen on my last birthday.” 

“On your last two birthdays, to be mathematically exact.” 

“Oh, well, that’s not my fault. I’m not going to arrive at nineteen as long as 
my mother remains at thirty-seven. One must have some regard for 
appearances.” 

“Perhaps your mother would age a little in the process of settling down.” 

“That’s the last thing she’d think of. Feminine reformations always start in on 
the failings of other people. That’s why I was so keen on the husband idea.” 

“Did you go as far as to select the gentleman, or did you merely throw out a 
general idea, and trust to the force of suggestion?” 

“If one wants a thing done in a hurry one must see to it oneself. I found a 
military Johnny hanging round on a loose end at the club, and took him home to 
lunch once or twice. He’d spent most of his life on the Indian frontier, building 
roads, and relieving famines and minimizing earthquakes, and all that sort of 
thing that one does do on frontiers. He could talk sense to a peevish cobra in 
fifteen native languages, and probably knew what to do if you found a rogue 
elephant on your croquet-lawn; but he was shy and diffident with women. I told 
my mother privately that he was an absolute woman-hater; so, of course, she laid 
herself out to flirt all she knew, which isn’t a little.” 

“And was the gentleman responsive?” 

“I hear he told some one at the club that he was looking out for a Colonial 
job, with plenty of hard work, for a young friend of his, so I gather that he has 
some idea of marrying into the family.” 


“You seem destined to be the victim of the reformation, after all.” 

Clovis wiped the trace of Turkish coffee and the beginnings of a smile from 
his lips, and slowly lowered his dexter eyelid. Which, being interpreted, 
probably meant, “I DON’T think!” 


TOBERMORY 


It was a chill, rain-washed afternoon of a late August day, that indefinite season 
when partridges are still in security or cold storage, and there is nothing to hunt 
— unless one is bounded on the north by the Bristol Channel, in which case one 
may lawfully gallop after fat red stags. Lady Blemley’s house-party was not 
bounded on the north by the Bristol Channel, hence there was a full gathering of 
her guests round the tea-table on this particular afternoon. And, in spite of the 
blankness of the season and the triteness of the occasion, there was no trace in 
the company of that fatigued restlessness which means a dread of the pianola 
and a subdued hankering for auction bridge. The undisguised openmouthed 
attention of the entire party was fixed on the homely negative personality of Mr. 
Cornelius Appin. Of all her guests, he was the one who had come to Lady 
Blemley with the vaguest reputation. Some one had said he was “clever,” and he 
had got his invitation in the moderate expectation, on the part of his hostess, that 
some portion at least of his cleverness would be contributed to the general 
entertainment. Until tea-time that day she had been unable to discover in what 
direction, if any, his cleverness lay. He was neither a wit nor a croquet 
champion, a hypnotic force nor a begetter of amateur theatricals. Neither did his 
exterior suggest the sort of man in whom women are willing to pardon a 
generous measure of mental deficiency. He had subsided into mere Mr. Appin, 
and the Cornelius seemed a piece of transparent baptismal bluff. And now he 
was Claiming to have launched on the world a discovery beside which the 
invention of gunpowder, of the printing-press, and of steam locomotion were 
inconsiderable trifles. Science had made bewildering strides in many directions 
during recent decades, but this thing seemed to belong to the domain of miracle 
rather than to scientific achievement. 

“And do you really ask us to believe,” Sir Wilfrid was saying, “that you have 
discovered a means for instructing animals in the art of human speech, and that 
dear old Tobermory has proved your first successful pupil?” 

“Tt is a problem at which I have worked for the last seventeen years,” said Mr. 
Appin, “but only during the last eight or nine months have I been rewarded with 
glimmerings of success. Of course I have experimented with thousands of 
animals, but latterly only with cats, those wonderful creatures which have 
assimilated themselves so marvellously with our civilization while retaining all 
their highly developed feral instincts. Here and there among cats one comes 
across an outstanding superior intellect, just as one does among the ruck of 
human beings, and when I made the acquaintance of Tobermory a week ago I 


saw at once that I was in contact with a ‘Beyond-cat’ of extraordinary 
intelligence. I had gone far along the road to success in recent experiments; with 
Tobermory, as you call him, I have reached the goal.” 

Mr. Appin concluded his remarkable statement in a voice which he strove to 
divest of a triumphant inflection. No one said “Rats,” though Clovis’s lips 
moved in a monosyllabic contortion which probably invoked those rodents of 
disbelief. 

“And do you mean to say,” asked Miss Resker, after a slight pause, “that you 
have taught Tobermory to say and understand easy sentences of one syllable?” 

“My dear Miss Resker,” said the wonderworker patiently, “one teaches little 
children and savages and backward adults in that piecemeal fashion; when one 
has once solved the problem of making a beginning with an animal of highly 
developed intelligence one has no need for those halting methods. Tobermory 
can speak our language with perfect correctness.” 

This time Clovis very distinctly said, “Beyond-rats!” Sir Wilfrid was more 
polite, but equally sceptical. 

“Hadn’t we better have the cat in and judge for ourselves?” suggested Lady 
Blemley. 

Sir Wilfrid went in search of the animal, and the company settled themselves 
down to the languid expectation of witnessing some more or less adroit drawing- 
room ventriloquism. 

In a minute Sir Wilfrid was back in the room, his face white beneath its tan 
and his eyes dilated with excitement. 

“By Gad, it’s true!” 

His agitation was unmistakably genuine, and his hearers started forward in a 
thrill of awakened interest. 

Collapsing into an armchair he continued breathlessly: “I found him dozing in 
the smoking-room, and called out to him to come for his tea. He blinked at me in 
his usual way, and I said, ‘Come on, Toby; don’t keep us waiting;’ and, by Gad! 
he drawled out in a most horribly natural voice that he’d come when he dashed 
well pleased! I nearly jumped out of my skin!” 

Appin had preached to absolutely incredulous hearers; Sir Wilfrid’s statement 
carried instant conviction. A Babel-like chorus of startled exclamation arose, 
amid which the scientist sat mutely enjoying the first fruit of his stupendous 
discovery. 

In the midst of the clamour Tobermory entered the room and made his way 
with velvet tread and studied unconcern across to the group seated round the tea- 
table. 


A sudden hush of awkwardness and constraint fell on the company. Somehow 
there seemed an element of embarrassment in addressing on equal terms a 
domestic cat of acknowledged dental ability. 

“Will you have some milk, Tobermory?” asked Lady Blemley in a rather 
strained voice. 

“I don’t mind if I do,” was the response, couched in a tone of even 
indifference. A shiver of suppressed excitement went through the listeners, and 
Lady Blemley might be excused for pouring out the saucerful of milk rather 
unsteadily. 

“T’m afraid I’ve spilt a good deal of it,” she said apologetically. 

“After all, it’s not my Axminster,” was Tobermory’s rejoinder. 

Another silence fell on the group, and then Miss Resker, in her best district- 
visitor manner, asked if the human language had been difficult to learn. 
Tobermory looked squarely at her for a moment and then fixed his gaze serenely 
on the middle distance. It was obvious that boring questions lay outside his 
scheme of life. 

“What do you think of human intelligence?” asked Mavis Pellington lamely. 

“Of whose intelligence in particular?” asked Tobermory coldly. 

“Oh, well, mine for instance,” said Mavis, with a feeble laugh. 

“You put me in an embarrassing position,” said Tobermory, whose tone and 
attitude certainly did not suggest a shred of embarrassment. “When your 
inclusion in this house-party was suggested Sir Wilfrid protested that you were 
the most brainless woman of his acquaintance, and that there was a wide 
distinction between hospitality and the care of the feeble-minded. Lady Blemley 
replied that your lack of brain-power was the precise quality which had earned 
you your invitation, as you were the only person she could think of who might 
be idiotic enough to buy their old car. You know, the one they call “The Envy of 
Sisyphus,’ because it goes quite nicely up-hill if you push it.” 

Lady Blemley’s protestations would have had greater effect if she had not 
casually suggested to Mavis only that morning that the car in question would be 
just the thing for her down at her Devonshire home. 

Major Barfield plunged in heavily to effect a diversion. 

“How about your carryings-on with the tortoiseshell puss up at the stables, 
eh?” 

The moment he had said it every one realized the blunder. 

“One does not usually discuss these matters in public,” said Tobermory 
frigidly. “From a slight observation of your ways since you’ve been in this house 
I should imagine you’d find it inconvenient if I were to shift the conversation on 
to your own little affairs.” 


The panic which ensued was not confined to the Major. 

“Would you like to go and see if cook has got your dinner ready?” suggested 
Lady Blemley hurriedly, affecting to ignore the fact that it wanted at least two 
hours to Tobermory’s dinner-time. 

“Thanks,” said Tobermory, “not quite so soon after my tea. I don’t want to 
die of indigestion.” 

“Cats have nine lives, you know,” said Sir Wilfrid heartily. 

“Possibly,” answered Tobermory; “but only one liver.” 

“Adelaide!” said Mrs. Cornett, “do you mean to encourage that cat to go out 
and gossip about us in the servants’ hall?” 

The panic had indeed become general. A narrow ornamental balustrade ran in 
front of most of the bedroom windows at the Towers, and it was recalled with 
dismay that this had formed a favourite promenade for Tobermory at all hours, 
whence he could watch the pigeons — and heaven knew what else besides. If he 
intended to become reminiscent in his present outspoken strain the effect would 
be something more than disconcerting. Mrs. Cornett, who spent much time at her 
toilet table, and whose complexion was reputed to be of a nomadic though 
punctual disposition, looked as ill at ease as the Major. Miss Scrawen, who 
wrote fiercely sensuous poetry and led a blameless life, merely displayed 
irritation; if you are methodical and virtuous in private you don’t necessarily 
want every one to know it. Bertie van Tahn, who was so depraved at seventeen 
that he had long ago given up trying to be any worse, turned a dull shade of 
gardenia white, but he did not commit the error of dashing out of the room like 
Odo Finsberry, a young gentleman who was understood to be reading for the 
Church and who was possibly disturbed at the thought of scandals he might hear 
concerning other people. Clovis had the presence of mind to maintain a 
composed exterior; privately he was calculating how long it would take to 
procure a box of fancy mice through the agency of the EXCHANGE AND 
MART as a species of hush-money. 

Even in a delicate situation like the present, Agnes Resker could not endure to 
remain too long in the background. 

“Why did I ever come down here?” she asked dramatically. 

Tobermory immediately accepted the opening. 

“Judging by what you said to Mrs. Cornett on the croquet-lawn yesterday, 
you were out for food. You described the Blemleys as the dullest people to stay 
with that you knew, but said they were clever enough to employ a first-rate 
cook; otherwise they’d find it difficult to get anyone to come down a second 
time.” 


“There’s not a word of truth in it! I appeal to Mrs. Cornett—” exclaimed the 
discomfited Agnes. 

“Mrs. Cornett repeated your remark afterwards to Bertie van Tahn,” 
continued Tobermory, “and said, “That woman is a regular Hunger Marcher; 
she’d go anywhere for four square meals a day,’ and Bertie van Tahn said—” 

At this point the chronicle mercifully ceased. Tobermory had caught a 
glimpse of the big yellow Tom from the Rectory working his way through the 
shrubbery towards the stable wing. In a flash he had vanished through the open 
French window. 

With the disappearance of his too brilliant pupil Cornelius Appin found 
himself beset by a hurricane of bitter upbraiding, anxious inquiry, and frightened 
entreaty. The responsibility for the situation lay with him, and he must prevent 
matters from becoming worse. Could Tobermory impart his dangerous gift to 
other cats? was the first question he had to answer. It was possible, he replied, 
that he might have initiated his intimate friend the stable puss into his new 
accomplishment, but it was unlikely that his teaching could have taken a wider 
range as yet. 

“Then,” said Mrs. Cornett, “Tobermory may be a valuable cat and a great pet; 
but I’m sure you’ll agree, Adelaide, that both he and the stable cat must be done 
away with without delay.” 

“You don’t suppose I’ve enjoyed the last quarter of an hour, do you?” said 
Lady Blemley bitterly. “My husband and I are very fond of Tobermory — at 
least, we were before this horrible accomplishment was infused into him; but 
now, of course, the only thing is to have him destroyed as soon as possible.” 

“We can put some strychnine in the scraps he always gets at dinner-time,” 
said Sir Wilfrid, “and I will go and drown the stable cat myself. The coachman 
will be very sore at losing his pet, but Ill say a very catching form of mange has 
broken out in both cats and we’re afraid of it spreading to the kennels.” 

“But my great discovery!” expostulated Mr. Appin; “after all my years of 
research and experiment—” 

“You can go and experiment on the shorthorns at the farm, who are under 
proper control,” said Mrs. Cornett, “or the elephants at the Zoological Gardens. 
They’re said to be highly intelligent, and they have this recommendation, that 
they don’t come creeping about our bedrooms and under chairs, and so forth.” 

An archangel ecstatically proclaiming the Millennium, and then finding that it 
clashed unpardonably with Henley and would have to be indefinitely postponed, 
could hardly have felt more crestfallen than Cornelius Appin at the reception of 
his wonderful achievement. Public opinion, however, was against him — in fact, 


had the general voice been consulted on the subject it is probable that a strong 
minority vote would have been in favour of including him in the strychnine diet. 

Defective train arrangements and a nervous desire to see matters brought to a 
finish prevented an immediate dispersal of the party, but dinner that evening was 
not a social success. Sir Wilfrid had had rather a trying time with the stable cat 
and subsequently with the coachman. Agnes Resker ostentatiously limited her 
repast to a morsel of dry toast, which she bit as though it were a personal enemy; 
while Mavis Pellington maintained a vindictive silence throughout the meal. 
Lady Blemley kept up a flow of what she hoped was conversation, but her 
attention was fixed on the doorway. A plateful of carefully dosed fish scraps was 
in readiness on the sideboard, but sweets and savoury and dessert went their 
way, and no Tobermory appeared either in the dining-room or kitchen. 

The sepulchral dinner was cheerful compared with the subsequent vigil in the 
smoking-room. Eating and drinking had at least supplied a distraction and cloak 
to the prevailing embarrassment. Bridge was out of the question in the general 
tension of nerves and tempers, and after Odo Finsberry had given a lugubrious 
rendering of “Melisande in the Wood” to a frigid audience, music was tacitly 
avoided. At eleven the servants went to bed, announcing that the small window 
in the pantry had been left open as usual for Tobermory’s private use. The guests 
read steadily through the current batch of magazines, and fell back gradually, on 
the “Badminton Library” and bound volumes of PUNCH. Lady Blemley made 
periodic visits to the pantry, returning each time with an expression of listless 
depression which forestalled questioning. 

At two o’clock Clovis broke the dominating silence. 

“He won’t turn up to-night. He’s probably in the local newspaper office at the 
present moment, dictating the first instalment of his reminiscences. Lady 
What’s-her-name’s book won’t be in it. It will be the event of the day.” 

Having made this contribution to the general cheerfulness, Clovis went to 
bed. At long intervals the various members of the house-party followed his 
example. 

The servants taking round the early tea made a uniform announcement in 
reply to a uniform question. Tobermory had not returned. 

Breakfast was, if anything, a more unpleasant function than dinner had been, 
but before its conclusion the situation was relieved. Tobermory’s corpse was 
brought in from the shrubbery, where a gardener had just discovered it. From the 
bites on his throat and the yellow fur which coated his claws it was evident that 
he had fallen in unequal combat with the big Tom from the Rectory. 

By midday most of the guests had quitted the Towers, and after lunch Lady 
Blemley had sufficiently recovered her spirits to write an extremely nasty letter 


to the Rectory about the loss of her valuable pet. 

Tobermory had been Appin’s one successful pupil, and he was destined to 
have no successor. A few weeks later an elephant in the Dresden Zoological 
Garden, which had shown no previous signs of irritability, broke loose and killed 
an Englishman who had apparently been teasing it. The victim’s name was 
variously reported in the papers as Oppin and Eppelin, but his front name was 
faithfully rendered Cornelius. 

“If he was trying German irregular verbs on the poor beast,” said Clovis, “he 
deserved all he got.” 


MRS. PACKLETIDE’S TIGER 


It was Mrs. Packletide’s pleasure and intention that she should shoot a tiger. Not 
that the lust to kill had suddenly descended on her, or that she felt that she would 
leave India safer and more wholesome than she had found it, with one fraction 
less of wild beast per million of inhabitants. The compelling motive for her 
sudden deviation towards the footsteps of Nimrod was the fact that Loona 
Bimberton had recently been carried eleven miles in an aeroplane by an Algerian 
aviator, and talked of nothing else; only a personally procured tiger-skin and a 
heavy harvest of Press photographs could successfully counter that sort of thing. 
Mrs. Packletide had already arranged in her mind the lunch she would give at 
her house in Curzon Street, ostensibly in Loona Bimberton’s honour, with a 
tiger-skin rug occupying most of the foreground and all of the conversation. She 
had also already designed in her mind the tiger-claw brooch that she was going 
to give Loona Bimberton on her next birthday. In a world that is supposed to be 
chiefly swayed by hunger and by love Mrs. Packletide was an exception; her 
movements and motives were largely governed by dislike of Loona Bimberton. 

Circumstances proved propitious. Mrs. Packletide had offered a thousand 
rupees for the opportunity of shooting a tiger without overmuch risk or exertion, 
and it so happened that a neighbouring village could boast of being the favoured 
rendezvous of an animal of respectable antecedents, which had been driven by 
the increasing infirmities of age to abandon game-killing and confine its appetite 
to the smaller domestic animals. The prospect of earning the thousand rupees 
had stimulated the sporting and commercial instinct of the villagers; children 
were posted night and day on the outskirts of the local jungle to head the tiger 
back in the unlikely event of his attempting to roam away to fresh hunting- 
grounds, and the cheaper kinds of goats were left about with elaborate 
carelessness to keep him satisfied with his present quarters. The one great 
anxiety was lest he should die of old age before the date appointed for the 
memsahib’s shoot. Mothers carrying their babies home through the jungle after 
the day’s work in the fields hushed their singing lest they might curtail the 
restful sleep of the venerable herd-robber. 

The great night duly arrived, moonlit and cloudless. A platform had been 
constructed in a comfortable and conveniently placed tree, and thereon crouched 
Mrs. Packletide and her paid companion, Miss Mebbin. A goat, gifted with a 
particularly persistent bleat, such as even a partially deaf tiger might be 
reasonably expected to hear on a still night, was tethered at the correct distance. 


With an accurately sighted rifle and a thumbnail pack of patience cards the 
sportswoman awaited the coming of the quarry. 

“T suppose we are in some danger?” said Miss Mebbin. 

She was not actually nervous about the wild beast, but she had a morbid dread 
of performing an atom more service than she had been paid for. 

“Nonsense,” said Mrs. Packletide; “it’s a very old tiger. It couldn’t spring up 
here even if it wanted to.” 

“Tf it’s an old tiger I think you ought to get it cheaper. A thousand rupees is a 
lot of money.” 

Louisa Mebbin adopted a protective elder-sister attitude towards money in 
general, irrespective of nationality or denomination. Her energetic intervention 
had saved many a rouble from dissipating itself in tips in some Moscow hotel, 
and francs and centimes clung to her instinctively under circumstances which 
would have driven them headlong from less sympathetic hands. Her speculations 
as to the market depreciation of tiger remnants were cut short by the appearance 
on the scene of the animal itself. As soon as it caught sight of the tethered goat it 
lay flat on the earth, seemingly less from a desire to take advantage of all 
available cover than for the purpose of snatching a short rest before commencing 
the grand attack. 

“T believe it’s ill,” said Louisa Mebbin, loudly in Hindustani, for the benefit 
of the village headman, who was in ambush in a neighbouring tree. 

“Hush!” said Mrs. Packletide, and at that moment the tiger commenced 
ambling towards his victim. 

“Now, now!” urged Miss Mebbin with some excitement; “if he doesn’t touch 
the goat we needn’t pay for it.” (The bait was an extra.) 

The rifle flashed out with a loud report, and the great tawny beast sprang to 
one side and then rolled over in the stillness of death. In a moment a crowd of 
excited natives had swarmed on to the scene, and their shouting speedily carried 
the glad news to the village, where a thumping of tom-toms took up the chorus 
of triumph. And their triumph and rejoicing found a ready echo in the heart of 
Mrs. Packletide; already that luncheon-party in Curzon Street seemed 
immeasurably nearer. 

It was Louisa Mebbin who drew attention to the fact that the goat was in 
death-throes from a mortal bullet-wound, while no trace of the rifle’s deadly 
work could be found on the tiger. Evidently the wrong animal had been hit, and 
the beast of prey had succumbed to heart-failure, caused by the sudden report of 
the rifle, accelerated by senile decay. Mrs. Packletide was pardonably annoyed at 
the discovery; but, at any rate, she was the possessor of a dead tiger, and the 
villagers, anxious for their thousand rupees, gladly connived at the fiction that 


she had shot the beast. And Miss Mebbin was a paid companion. Therefore did 
Mrs. Packletide face the cameras with a light heart, and her pictured fame 
reached from the pages of the TEXAS WEEKLY SNAPSHOT to the illustrated 
Monday supplement of the NOVOE VREMYA. As for Loona Bimberton, she 
refused to look at an illustrated paper for weeks, and her letter of thanks for the 
gift of a tiger-claw brooch was a model of repressed emotions. The luncheon- 
party she declined; there are limits beyond which repressed emotions become 
dangerous. 

From Curzon Street the tiger-skin rug travelled down to the Manor House, 
and was duly inspected and admired by the county, and it seemed a fitting and 
appropriate thing when Mrs. Packletide went to the County Costume Ball in the 
character of Diana. She refused to fall in, however, with Clovis’s tempting 
suggestion of a primeval dance party, at which every one should wear the skins 
of beasts they had recently slain. “I should be in rather a Baby Bunting 
condition,” confessed Clovis, “with a miserable rabbit-skin or two to wrap up in, 
but then,” he added, with a rather malicious glance at Diana’s proportions, “my 
figure is quite as good as that Russian dancing boy’s.” 

“How amused every one would be if they knew what really happened,” said 
Louisa Mebbin a few days after the ball. 

“What do you mean?” asked Mrs. Packletide quickly. 

“How you shot the goat and frightened the tiger to death,” said Miss Mebbin, 
with her disagreeably pleasant laugh. 

“No one would believe it,” said Mrs. Packletide, her face changing colour as 
rapidly as though it were going through a book of patterns before post-time. 

“Loona Bimberton would,” said Miss Mebbin. Mrs. Packletide’s face settled 
on an unbecoming shade of greenish white. 

“You surely wouldn’t give me away?” she asked. 

“Tve seen a week-end cottage near Dorking that I should rather like to buy,” 
said Miss Mebbin with seeming irrelevance. “Six hundred and eighty, freehold. 
Quite a bargain, only I don’t happen to have the money.” 


Louisa Mebbin’s pretty week-end cottage, christened by her “Les Fauves,” 
and gay in summertime with its garden borders of tiger-lilies, is the wonder and 
admiration of her friends. 

“Tt is a marvel how Louisa manages to do it,” is the general verdict. 

Mrs. Packletide indulges in no more big-game shooting. 

“The incidental expenses are so heavy,” she confides to inquiring friends. 


THE STAMPEDING OF LADY BASTABLE 


“Tt would be rather nice if you would put Clovis up for another six days while I 
go up north to the MacGregors’,” said Mrs. Sangrail sleepily across the 
breakfast-table. It was her invariable plan to speak in a sleepy, comfortable voice 
whenever she was unusually keen about anything; it put people off their guard, 
and they frequently fell in with her wishes before they had realized that she was 
really asking for anything. Lady Bastable, however, was not so easily taken 
unawares; possibly she knew that voice and what it betokened — at any rate, she 
knew Clovis. 

She frowned at a piece of toast and ate it very slowly, as though she wished to 
convey the impression that the process hurt her more than it hurt the toast; but no 
extension of hospitality on Clovis’s behalf rose to her lips. 

“Tt would be a great convenience to me,” pursued Mrs. Sangrail, abandoning 
the careless tone. “I particularly don’t want to take him to the MacGregors’, and 
it will only be for six days.” 

“Tt will seem longer,” said Lady Bastable dismally. 

“The last time he stayed here for a week—” 

“I know,” interrupted the other hastily, “but that was nearly two years ago. He 
was younger then.” 

“But he hasn’t improved,” said her hostess; “it’s no use growing older if you 
only learn new ways of misbehaving yourself.” 

Mrs. Sangrail was unable to argue the point; since Clovis had reached the age 
of seventeen she had never ceased to bewail his irrepressible waywardness to all 
her circle of acquaintances, and a polite scepticism would have greeted the 
slightest hint at a prospective reformation. She discarded the fruitless effort at 
cajolery and resorted to undisguised bribery. 

“If you’ll have him here for these six days Pll cancel that outstanding bridge 
account.” 

It was only for forty-nine shillings, but Lady Bastable loved shillings with a 
great, strong love. To lose money at bridge and not to have to pay it was one of 
those rare experiences which gave the card-table a glamour in her eyes which it 
could never otherwise have possessed. Mrs. Sangrail was almost equally devoted 
to her card winnings, but the prospect of conveniently warehousing her offspring 
for six days, and incidentally saving his railway fare to the north, reconciled her 
to the sacrifice; when Clovis made a belated appearance at the breakfast-table 
the bargain had been struck. 


“Just think,” said Mrs. Sangrail sleepily; “Lady Bastable has very kindly 
asked you to stay on here while I go to the MacGregors’.” 

Clovis said suitable things in a highly unsuitable manner, and proceeded to 
make punitive expeditions among the breakfast dishes with a scowl on his face 
that would have driven the purr out of a peace conference. The arrangement that 
had been concluded behind his back was doubly distasteful to him. In the first 
place, he particularly wanted to teach the MacGregor boys, who could well 
afford the knowledge, how to play poker-patience; secondly, the Bastable 
catering was of the kind that is classified as a rude plenty, which Clovis 
translated as a plenty that gives rise to rude remarks. Watching him from behind 
ostentatiously sleepy lids, his mother realized, in the light of long experience, 
that any rejoicing over the success of her manoeuvre would be distinctly 
premature. It was one thing to fit Clovis into a convenient niche of the domestic 
jig-saw puzzle; it was quite another matter to get him to stay there. 

Lady Bastable was wont to retire in state to the momming-room immediately 
after breakfast and spend a quiet hour in skimming through the papers; they were 
there, so she might as well get their money’s worth out of them. Politics did not 
greatly interest her, but she was obsessed with a favourite foreboding that one of 
these days there would be a great social upheaval, in which everybody would be 
killed by everybody else. “It will come sooner than we think,” she would 
observe darkly; a mathematical expert of exceptionally high powers would have 
been puzzled to work out the approximate date from the slender and confusing 
groundwork which this assertion afforded. 

On this particular morning the sight of Lady Bastable enthroned among her 
papers gave Clovis the hint towards which his mind had been groping all 
breakfast time. His mother had gone upstairs to supervise packing operations, 
and he was alone on the ground-floor with his hostess — and the servants. The 
latter were the key to the situation. Bursting wildly into the kitchen quarters, 
Clovis screamed a frantic though strictly non-committal summons: “Poor Lady 
Bastable! In the morning-room! Oh, quick!” The next moment the butler, cook, 
page-boy, two or three maids, and a gardener who had happened to be in one of 
the outer kitchens were following in a hot scurry after Clovis as he headed back 
for the moming-room. Lady Bastable was roused from the world of newspaper 
lore by hearing a Japanese screen in the hall go down with a crash. Then the 
door leading from the hall flew open and her young guest tore madly through the 
room, shrieked at her in passing, “The jacquerie! They’re on us!” and dashed 
like an escaping hawk out through the French window. The scared mob of 
servants burst in on his heels, the gardener still clutching the sickle with which 
he had been trimming hedges, and the impetus of their headlong haste carried 


them, slipping and sliding, over the smooth parquet flooring towards the chair 
where their mistress sat in panic-stricken amazement. If she had had a moment 
granted her for reflection she would have behaved, as she afterwards explained, 
with considerable dignity. It was probably the sickle which decided her, but 
anyway she followed the lead that Clovis had given her through the French 
window, and ran well and far across the lawn before the eyes of her astonished 
retainers. 


Lost dignity is not a possession which can be restored at a moment’s notice, 
and both Lady Bastable and the butler found the process of returning to normal 
conditions almost as painful as a slow recovery from drowning. A jacquerie, 
even if carried out with the most respectful of intentions, cannot fail to leave 
some traces of embarrassment behind it. By lunch-time, however, decorum had 
reasserted itself with enhanced rigour as a natural rebound from its recent 
overthrow, and the meal was served in a frigid stateliness that might have been 
framed on a Byzantine model. Halfway through its duration Mrs. Sangrail was 
solemnly presented with an envelope lying on a silver salver. It contained a 
cheque for forty-nine shillings. 

The MacGregor boys learned how to play poker-patience; after all, they could 
afford to. 


THE BACKGROUND 


“That woman’s art-jargon tires me,” said Clovis to his journalist friend. “She’s 
so fond of talking of certain pictures as ‘growing on one,’ as though they were a 
sort of fungus.” 

“That reminds me,” said the journalist, “of the story of Henri Deplis. Have I 
ever told it you?” 

Clovis shook his head. 

“Henri Deplis was by birth a native of the Grand Duchy of Luxemburg. On 
maturer reflection he became a commercial traveller. His business activities 
frequently took him beyond the limits of the Grand Duchy, and he was stopping 
in a small town of Northern Italy when news reached him from home that a 
legacy from a distant and deceased relative had fallen to his share. 

“Tt was not a large legacy, even from the modest standpoint of Henri Deplis, 
but it impelled him towards some seemingly harmless extravagances. In 
particular it led him to patronize local art as represented by the tattoo-needles of 
Signor Andreas Pincini. Signor Pincini was, perhaps, the most brilliant master of 
tattoo craft that Italy had ever known, but his circumstances were decidedly 
impoverished, and for the sum of six hundred francs he gladly undertook to 
cover his client’s back, from the collar-bone down to the waistline, with a 
glowing representation of the Fall of Icarus. The design, when finally developed, 
was a Slight disappointment to Monsieur Deplis, who had suspected Icarus of 
being a fortress taken by Wallenstein in the Thirty Years’ War, but he was more 
than satisfied with the execution of the work, which was acclaimed by all who 
had the privilege of seeing it as Pincini’s masterpiece. 

“Tt was his greatest effort, and his last. Without even waiting to be paid, the 
illustrious craftsman departed this life, and was buried under an ornate 
tombstone, whose winged cherubs would have afforded singularly little scope 
for the exercise of his favourite art. There remained, however, the widow 
Pincini, to whom the six hundred francs were due. And thereupon arose the great 
crisis in the life of Henri Deplis, traveller of commerce. The legacy, under the 
stress of numerous little calls on its substance, had dwindled to very insignificant 
proportions, and when a pressing wine bill and sundry other current accounts 
had been paid, there remained little more than 430 francs to offer to the widow. 
The lady was properly indignant, not wholly, as she volubly explained, on 
account of the suggested writing-off of 170 francs, but also at the attempt to 
depreciate the value of her late husband’s acknowledged masterpiece. In a 
week’s time Deplis was obliged to reduce his offer to 405 francs, which 


circumstance fanned the widow’s indignation into a fury. She cancelled the sale 
of the work of art, and a few days later Deplis learned with a sense of 
consternation that she had presented it to the municipality of Bergamo, which 
had gratefully accepted it. He left the neighbourhood as unobtrusively as 
possible, and was genuinely relieved when his business commands took him to 
Rome, where he hoped his identity and that of the famous picture might be lost 
sight of. 

“But he bore on his back the burden of the dead man’s genius. On presenting 
himself one day in the steaming corridor of a vapour bath, he was at once hustled 
back into his clothes by the proprietor, who was a North Italian, and who 
emphatically refused to allow the celebrated Fall of Icarus to be publicly on view 
without the permission of the municipality of Bergamo. Public interest and 
official vigilance increased as the matter became more widely known, and 
Deplis was unable to take a simple dip in the sea or river on the hottest afternoon 
unless clothed up to the collarbone in a substantial bathing garment. Later on the 
authorities of Bergamo, conceived the idea that salt water might be injurious to 
the masterpiece, and a perpetual injunction was obtained which debarred the 
muchly harassed commercial traveller from sea bathing under any 
circumstances. Altogether, he was fervently thankful when his firm of employers 
found him a new range of activities in the neighbourhood of Bordeaux. His 
thankfulness, however, ceased abruptly at the Franco-Italian frontier. An 
imposing array of official force barred his departure, and he was sternly 
reminded of the stringent law which forbids the exportation of Italian works of 
art. 

“A diplomatic parley ensued between the Luxemburgian and Italian 
Governments, and at one time the European situation became overcast with the 
possibilities of trouble. But the Italian Government stood firm; it declined to 
concern itself in the least with the fortunes or even the existence of Henri Deplis, 
commercial traveller, but was immovable in its decision that the Fall of Icarus 
(by the late Pincini, Andreas) at present the property of the municipality of 
Bergamo, should not leave the country. 

“The excitement died down in time, but the unfortunate Deplis, who was of a 
constitutionally retiring disposition, found himself a few months later, once more 
the storm-centre of a furious controversy. A certain German art expert, who had 
obtained from the municipality of Bergamo permission to inspect the famous 
masterpiece, declared it to be a spurious Pincini, probably the work of some 
pupil whom he had employed in his declining years. The evidence of Deplis on 
the subject was obviously worthless, as he had been under the influence of the 
customary narcotics during the long process of pricking in the design. The editor 


of an Italian art journal refuted the contentions of the German expert and 
undertook to prove that his private life did not conform to any modern standard 
of decency. The whole of Italy and Germany were drawn into the dispute, and 
the rest of Europe was soon involved in the quarrel. There were stormy scenes in 
the Spanish Parliament, and the University of Copenhagen bestowed a gold 
medal on the German expert (afterwards sending a commission to examine his 
proofs on the spot), while two Polish schoolboys in Paris committed suicide to 
show what THEY thought of the matter. 

“Meanwhile, the unhappy human background fared no better than before, and 
it was not surprising that he drifted into the ranks of Italian anarchists. Four 
times at least he was escorted to the frontier as a dangerous and undesirable 
foreigner, but he was always brought back as the Fall of Icarus (attributed to 
Pincini, Andreas, early Twentieth Century). And then one day, at an anarchist 
congress at Genoa, a fellow-worker, in the heat of debate, broke a phial full of 
corrosive liquid over his back. The red shirt that he was wearing mitigated the 
effects, but the Icarus was ruined beyond recognition. His assailant was severely 
reprimanded for assaulting a fellow-anarchist and received seven years’ 
imprisonment for defacing a national art treasure. As soon as he was able to 
leave the hospital Henri Deplis was put across the frontier as an undesirable 
alien. 

“In the quieter streets of Paris, especially in the neighbourhood of the 
Ministry of Fine Arts, you may sometimes meet a depressed, anxious-looking 
man, who, if you pass him the time of day, will answer you with a slight 
Luxemburgian accent. He nurses the illusion that he is one of the lost arms of the 
Venus de Milo, and hopes that the French Government may be persuaded to buy 
him. On all other subjects I believe he is tolerably sane.” 


HERMANN THE IRASCIBLE — A STORY OF THE GREAT 
WEEP 


It was in the second decade of the twentieth century, after the Great Plague had 
devastated England, that Hermann the Irascible, nicknamed also the Wise, sat on 
the British throne. The Mortal Sickness had swept away the entire Royal Family, 
unto the third and fourth generations, and thus it came to pass that Hermann the 
Fourteenth of Saxe-Drachsen-Wachtelstein, who had stood thirtieth in the order 
of succession, found himself one day ruler of the British dominions within and 
beyond the seas. He was one of the unexpected things that happen in politics, 
and he happened with great thoroughness. In many ways he was the most 
progressive monarch who had sat on an important throne; before people knew 
where they were, they were somewhere else. Even his Ministers, progressive 
though they were by tradition, found it difficult to keep pace with his legislative 
suggestions. 

“As a matter of fact,” admitted the Prime Minister, “we are hampered by 
these votes-for-women creatures; they disturb our meetings throughout the 
country, and they try to turn Downing Street into a sort of political picnic- 
ground.” 

“They must be dealt with,” said Hermann. 

“Dealt with,” said the Prime Minister; “exactly, just so; but how?” 

“I will draft you a Bill,” said the King, sitting down at his typewriting 
machine, “enacting that women shall vote at all future elections. Shall vote, you 
observe; or, to put it plainer, must. Voting will remain optional, as before, for 
male electors; but every woman between the ages of twenty-one and seventy will 
be obliged to vote, not only at elections for Parliament, county councils, district 
boards, parish councils, and municipalities, but for coroners, school inspectors, 
churchwardens, curators of museums, sanitary authorities, police-court 
interpreters, swimming-bath instructors, contractors, choir-masters, market 
superintendents, art-school teachers, cathedral vergers, and other local 
functionaries whose names I will add as they occur to me. All these offices will 
become elective, and failure to vote at any election falling within her area of 
residence will involve the female elector in a penalty of £10. Absence, 
unsupported by an adequate medical certificate, will not be accepted as an 
excuse. Pass this Bill through the two Houses of Parliament and bring it to me 
for signature the day after to-morrow.” 

From the very outset the Compulsory Female Franchise produced little or no 
elation even in circles which had been loudest in demanding the vote. The bulk 


of the women of the country had been indifferent or hostile to the franchise 
agitation, and the most fanatical Suffragettes began to wonder what they had 
found so attractive in the prospect of putting ballot-papers into a box. In the 
country districts the task of carrying out the provisions of the new Act was 
irksome enough; in the towns and cities it became an incubus. There seemed no 
end to the elections. Laundresses and seamstresses had to hurry away from their 
work to vote, often for a candidate whose name they hadn’t heard before, and 
whom they selected at haphazard; female clerks and waitresses got up extra early 
to get their voting done before starting off to their places of business. Society 
women found their arrangements impeded and upset by the continual necessity 
for attending the polling stations, and week-end parties and summer holidays 
became gradually a masculine luxury. As for Cairo and the Riviera, they were 
possible only for genuine invalids or people of enormous wealth, for the 
accumulation of £10 fines during a prolonged absence was a contingency that 
even ordinarily wealthy folk could hardly afford to risk. 

It was not wonderful that the female disfranchisement agitation became a 
formidable movement. The No-Votes-for-Women League numbered its feminine 
adherents by the million; its colours, citron and old Dutch-madder, were flaunted 
everywhere, and its battle hymn, “We don’t want to Vote,” became a popular 
refrain. As the Government showed no signs of being impressed by peaceful 
persuasion, more violent methods came into vogue. Meetings were disturbed, 
Ministers were mobbed, policemen were bitten, and ordinary prison fare 
rejected, and on the eve of the anniversary of Trafalgar women bound 
themselves in tiers up the entire length of the Nelson column so that its 
customary floral decoration had to be abandoned. Still the Government 
obstinately adhered to its conviction that women ought to have the vote. 

Then, as a last resort, some woman wit hit upon an expedient which it was 
strange that no one had thought of before. The Great Weep was organized. 
Relays of women, ten thousand at a time, wept continuously in the public places 
of the Metropolis. They wept in railway stations, in tubes and omnibuses, in the 
National Gallery, at the Army and Navy Stores, in St. James’s Park, at ballad 
concerts, at Prince’s and in the Burlington Arcade. The hitherto unbroken 
success of the brilliant farcical comedy “Henry’s Rabbit” was imperilled by the 
presence of drearily weeping women in stalls and circle and gallery, and one of 
the brightest divorce cases that had been tried for many years was robbed of 
much of its sparkle by the lachrymose behaviour of a section of the audience. 

“What are we to do?” asked the Prime Minister, whose cook had wept into all 
the breakfast dishes and whose nursemaid had gone out, crying quietly and 
miserably, to take the children for a walk in the Park. 


“There is a time for everything,” said the King; “there is a time to yield. Pass 
a measure through the two Houses depriving women of the right to vote, and 
bring it to me for the Royal assent the day after to-morrow.” 

As the Minister withdrew, Hermann the Irascible, who was also nicknamed 
the Wise, gave a profound chuckle. 

“There are more ways of killing a cat than by choking it with cream,” he 
quoted, “but I’m not sure,” he added, “that it’s not the best way.” 


THE UNREST-CURE 


On the rack in the railway carriage immediately opposite Clovis was a solidly 
wrought travelling-bag, with a carefully written label, on which was inscribed, 
“J. P. Huddle, The Warren, Tilfield, near Slowborough.” Immediately below the 
rack sat the human embodiment of the label, a solid, sedate individual, sedately 
dressed, sedately conversational. Even without his conversation (which was 
addressed to a friend seated by his side, and touched chiefly on such topics as the 
backwardness of Roman hyacinths and the prevalence of measles at the 
Rectory), one could have gauged fairly accurately the temperament and mental 
outlook of the travelling bag’s owner. But he seemed unwilling to leave anything 
to the imagination of a casual observer, and his talk grew presently personal and 
introspective. 

“I don’t know how it is,” he told his friend, “I’m not much over forty, but I 
seem to have settled down into a deep groove of elderly middle-age. My sister 
shows the same tendency. We like everything to be exactly in its accustomed 
place; we like things to happen exactly at their appointed times; we like 
everything to be usual, orderly, punctual, methodical, to a hair’s breadth, to a 
minute. It distresses and upsets us if it is not so. For instance, to take a very 
trifling matter, a thrush has built its nest year after year in the catkin-tree on the 
lawn; this year, for no obvious reason, it is building in the ivy on the garden 
wall. We have said very little about it, but I think we both feel that the change is 
unnecessary, and just a little irritating.” 

“Perhaps,” said the friend, “it is a different thrush.” 

“We have suspected that,” said J. P. Huddle, “and I think it gives us even 
more cause for annoyance. We don’t feel that we want a change of thrush at our 
time of life; and yet, as I have said, we have scarcely reached an age when these 
things should make themselves seriously felt.” 

“What you want,” said the friend, “is an Unrest-cure.” 

“An Unrest-cure? I’ve never heard of such a thing.” 

“You’ve heard of Rest-cures for people who’ve broken down under stress of 
too much worry and strenuous living; well, you’re suffering from overmuch 
repose and placidity, and you need the opposite kind of treatment.” 

“But where would one go for such a thing?” 

“Well, you might stand as an Orange candidate for Kilkenny, or do a course 
of district visiting in one of the Apache quarters of Paris, or give lectures in 
Berlin to prove that most of Wagner’s music was written by Gambetta; and 
there’s always the interior of Morocco to travel in. But, to be really effective, the 


Unrest-cure ought to be tried in the home. How you would do it I haven’t the 
faintest idea.” 

It was at this point in the conversation that Clovis became galvanized into 
alert attention. After all, his two days’ visit to an elderly relative at Slowborough 
did not promise much excitement. Before the train had stopped he had decorated 
his sinister shirt-cuff with the inscription, “J. P. Huddle, The Warren, Tilfield, 
near Slowborough.” 


Two mornings later Mr. Huddle broke in on his sister’s privacy as she sat 
reading Country Life in the morning room. It was her day and hour and place for 
reading Country Life, and the intrusion was absolutely irregular; but he bore in 
his hand a telegram, and in that household telegrams were recognized as 
happening by the hand of God. This particular telegram partook of the nature of 
a thunderbolt. “Bishop examining confirmation class in neighbourhood unable 
stay rectory on account measles invokes your hospitality sending secretary 
arrange.” 

“T scarcely know the Bishop; I’ve only spoken to him once,” exclaimed J. P. 
Huddle, with the exculpating air of one who realizes too late the indiscretion of 
speaking to strange Bishops. Miss Huddle was the first to rally; she disliked 
thunderbolts as fervently as her brother did, but the womanly instinct in her told 
her that thunderbolts must be fed. 

“We can curry the cold duck,” she said. It was not the appointed day for 
curry, but the little orange envelope involved a certain departure from rule and 
custom. Her brother said nothing, but his eyes thanked her for being brave. 

“A young gentleman to see you,” announced the parlour-maid. 

“The secretary!” murmured the Huddles in unison; they instantly stiffened 
into a demeanour which proclaimed that, though they held all strangers to be 
guilty, they were willing to hear anything they might have to say in their 
defence. The young gentleman, who came into the room with a certain elegant 
haughtiness, was not at all Huddle’s idea of a bishop’s secretary; he had not 
supposed that the episcopal establishment could have afforded such an 
expensively upholstered article when there were so many other claims on its 
resources. The face was fleetingly familiar; if he had bestowed more attention on 
the fellow-traveller sitting opposite him in the railway carriage two days before 
he might have recognized Clovis in his present visitor. 

“You are the Bishop’s secretary?” asked Huddle, becoming consciously 
deferential. 

“His confidential secretary,” answered Clovis. “You may call me Stanislaus; 
my other name doesn’t matter. The Bishop and Colonel Alberti may be here to 


lunch. I shall be here in any case.” 

It sounded rather like the programme of a Royal visit. 

“The Bishop is examining a confirmation class in the neighbourhood, isn’t 
he?” asked Miss Huddle. 

“Ostensibly,” was the dark reply, followed by a request for a large-scale map 
of the locality. 

Clovis was still immersed in a seemingly profound study of the map when 
another telegram arrived. It was addressed to “Prince Stanislaus, care of Huddle, 
The Warren, etc.” Clovis glanced at the contents and announced: “The Bishop 
and Alberti won’t be here till late in the afternoon.” Then he returned to his 
scrutiny of the map. 

The luncheon was not a very festive function. The princely secretary ate and 
drank with fair appetite, but severely discouraged conversation. At the finish of 
the meal he broke suddenly into a radiant smile, thanked his hostess for a 
charming repast, and kissed her hand with deferential rapture. 

Miss Huddle was unable to decide in her mind whether the action savoured of 
Louis Quatorzian courtliness or the reprehensible Roman attitude towards the 
Sabine women. It was not her day for having a headache, but she felt that the 
circumstances excused her, and retired to her room to have as much headache as 
was possible before the Bishop’s arrival. Clovis, having asked the way to the 
nearest telegraph office, disappeared presently down the carriage drive. Mr. 
Huddle met him in the hall some two hours later, and asked when the Bishop 
would arrive. 

“He is in the library with Alberti,” was the reply. 

“But why wasn’t I told? I never knew he had come!” exclaimed Huddle. 

“No one knows he is here,” said Clovis; “the quieter we can keep matters the 
better. And on no account disturb him in the library. Those are his orders.” 

“But what is all this mystery about? And who is Alberti? And isn’t the Bishop 
going to have tea?” 

“The Bishop is out for blood, not tea.” 

“Blood!” gasped Huddle, who did not find that the thunderbolt improved on 
acquaintance. 

“To-night is going to be a great night in the history of Christendom,” said 
Clovis. “We are going to massacre every Jew in the neighbourhood.” 

“To massacre the Jews!” said Huddle indignantly. “Do you mean to tell me 
there’s a general rising against them?” 

“No, it’s the Bishop’s own idea. He’s in there arranging all the details now.” 

“But — the Bishop is such a tolerant, humane man.” 


“That is precisely what will heighten the effect of his action. The sensation 
will be enormous.” 

That at least Huddle could believe. 

“He will be hanged!” he exclaimed with conviction. 

“A motor is waiting to carry him to the coast, where a steam yacht is in 
readiness.” 

“But there aren’t thirty Jews in the whole neighbourhood,” protested Huddle, 
whose brain, under the repeated shocks of the day, was operating with the 
uncertainty of a telegraph wire during earthquake disturbances. 

“We have twenty-six on our list,” said Clovis, referring to a bundle of notes. 
“We shall be able to deal with them all the more thoroughly.” 

“Do you mean to tell me that you are meditating violence against a man like 
Sir Leon Birberry,” stammered Huddle; “he’s one of the most respected men in 
the country.” 

“He’s down on our list,” said Clovis carelessly; “after all, we’ve got men we 
can trust to do our job, so we shan’t have to rely on local assistance. And we’ve 
got some Boy-scouts helping us as auxiliaries.” 

“Boy-scouts!” 

“Yes; when they understood there was real killing to be done they were even 
keener than the men.” 

“This thing will be a blot on the Twentieth Century!” 

“And your house will be the blotting-pad. Have you realized that half the 
papers of Europe and the United States will publish pictures of it? By the way, 
I’ve sent some photographs of you and your sister, that I found in the library, to 
the MATIN and DIE WOCHE; I hope you don’t mind. Also a sketch of the 
staircase; most of the killing will probably be done on the staircase.” 

The emotions that were surging in J. P. Huddle’s brain were almost too 
intense to be disclosed in speech, but he managed to gasp out: “There aren’t any 
Jews in this house.” 

“Not at present,” said Clovis. 

“T shall go to the police,” shouted Huddle with sudden energy. 

“In the shrubbery,” said Clovis, “are posted ten men who have orders to fire 
on anyone who leaves the house without my signal of permission. Another 
armed picquet is in ambush near the front gate. The Boy-scouts watch the back 
premises.” 

At this moment the cheerful hoot of a motor-horn was heard from the drive. 
Huddle rushed to the hall door with the feeling of a man half awakened from a 
nightmare, and beheld Sir Leon Birberry, who had driven himself over in his car. 
“T got your telegram,” he said, “what’s up?” 


Telegram? It seemed to be a day of telegrams. 

“Come here at once. Urgent. James Huddle,” was the purport of the message 
displayed before Huddle’s bewildered eyes. 

“T see it all!” he exclaimed suddenly in a voice shaken with agitation, and 
with a look of agony in the direction of the shrubbery he hauled the astonished 
Birberry into the house. Tea had just been laid in the hall, but the now 
thoroughly panic-stricken Huddle dragged his protesting guest upstairs, and in a 
few minutes’ time the entire household had been summoned to that region of 
momentary safety. Clovis alone graced the tea-table with his presence; the 
fanatics in the library were evidently too immersed in their monstrous 
machinations to dally with the solace of teacup and hot toast. Once the youth 
rose, in answer to the summons of the front-door bell, and admitted Mr. Paul 
Isaacs, shoemaker and parish councillor, who had also received a pressing 
invitation to The Warren. With an atrocious assumption of courtesy, which a 
Borgia could hardly have outdone, the secretary escorted this new captive of his 
net to the head of the stairway, where his involuntary host awaited him. 

And then ensued a long ghastly vigil of watching and waiting. Once or twice 
Clovis left the house to stroll across to the shrubbery, returning always to the 
library, for the purpose evidently of making a brief report. Once he took in the 
letters from the evening postman, and brought them to the top of the stairs with 
punctilious politeness. After his next absence he came half-way up the stairs to 
make an announcement. 

“The Boy-scouts mistook my signal, and have killed the postman. I’ve had 
very little practice in this sort of thing, you see. Another time I shall do better.” 

The housemaid, who was engaged to be married to the evening postman, gave 
way to clamorous grief. 

“Remember that your mistress has a headache,” said J. P. Huddle. (Miss 
Huddle’s headache was worse.) 

Clovis hastened downstairs, and after a short visit to the library returned with 
another message: 

“The Bishop is sorry to hear that Miss Huddle has a headache. He is issuing 
orders that as far as possible no firearms shall be used near the house; any killing 
that is necessary on the premises will be done with cold steel. The Bishop does 
not see why a man should not be a gentleman as well as a Christian.” 

That was the last they saw of Clovis; it was nearly seven o’clock, and his 
elderly relative liked him to dress for dinner. But, though he had left them for 
ever, the lurking suggestion of his presence haunted the lower regions of the 
house during the long hours of the wakeful night, and every creak of the 
Stairway, every rustle of wind through the shrubbery, was fraught with horrible 


meaning. At about seven next morning the gardener’s boy and the early postman 
finally convinced the watchers that the Twentieth Century was still unblotted. 

“I don’t suppose,” mused Clovis, as an early train bore him townwards, “that 
they will be in the least grateful for the Unrest-cure.” 


THE JESTING OF ARLINGTON STRINGHAM 


Arlington Stringham made a joke in the House of Commons. It was a thin 
House, and a very thin joke; something about the Anglo-Saxon race having a 
great many angles. It is possible that it was unintentional, but a fellow-member, 
who did not wish it to be supposed that he was asleep because his eyes were 
shut, laughed. One or two of the papers noted “a laugh” in brackets, and another, 
which was notorious for the carelessness of its political news, mentioned 
“laughter.” Things often begin in that way. 

“Arlington made a joke in the House last night,” said Eleanor Stringham to 
her mother; “in all the years we’ve been married neither of us has made jokes, 
and I don’t like it now. I’m afraid it’s the beginning of the rift in the lute.” 

“What lute?” said her mother. 

“It’s a quotation,” said Eleanor. 

To say that anything was a quotation was an excellent method, in Eleanor’s 
eyes, for withdrawing it from discussion, just as you could always defend 
indifferent lamb late in the season by saying “It’s mutton.” 

And, of course, Arlington Stringham continued to tread the thorny path of 
conscious humour into which Fate had beckoned him. 

“The country’s looking very green, but, after all, that’s what it’s there for,” he 
remarked to his wife two days later. 

“That’s very modern, and I dare say very clever, but I’m afraid it’s wasted on 
me,” she observed coldly. If she had known how much effort it had cost him to 
make the remark she might have greeted it in a kinder spirit. It is the tragedy of 
human endeavour that it works so often unseen and unguessed. 

Arlington said nothing, not from injured pride, but because he was thinking 
hard for something to say. Eleanor mistook his silence for an assumption of 
tolerant superiority, and her anger prompted her to a further gibe. 

“You had better tell it to Lady Isobel. I’ve no doubt she would appreciate it.” 

Lady Isobel was seen everywhere with a fawn coloured collie at a time when 
every one else kept nothing but Pekinese, and she had once eaten four green 
apples at an afternoon tea in the Botanical Gardens, so she was widely credited 
with a rather unpleasant wit. The censorious said she slept in a hammock and 
understood Yeats’s poems, but her family denied both stories. 

“The rift is widening to an abyss,” said Eleanor to her mother that afternoon. 

“T should not tell that to anyone,” remarked her mother, after long reflection. 

“Naturally, I should not talk about it very much,” said Eleanor, “but why 
shouldn’t I mention it to anyone?” 


“Because you can’t have an abyss in a lute. There isn’t room.” 

Eleanor’s outlook on life did not improve as the afternoon wore on. The page- 
boy had brought from the library BY MERE AND WOLD instead of BY MERE 
CHANCE, the book which every one denied having read. The unwelcome 
substitute appeared to be a collection of nature notes contributed by the author to 
the pages of some Northern weekly, and when one had been prepared to plunge 
with disapproving mind into a regrettable chronicle of ill-spent lives it was 
intensely irritating to read “the dainty yellow-hammers are now with us and 
flaunt their jaundiced livery from every bush and hillock.” Besides, the thing 
was so obviously untrue; either there must be hardly any bushes or hillocks in 
those parts or the country must be fearfully overstocked with yellow-hammers. 
The thing scarcely seemed worth telling such a lie about. And the page-boy 
stood there, with his sleekly brushed and parted hair, and his air of chaste and 
callous indifference to the desires and passions of the world. Eleanor hated boys, 
and she would have liked to have whipped this one long and often. It was 
perhaps the yearning of a woman who had no children of her own. 

She turned at random to another paragraph. “Lie quietly concealed in the fern 
and bramble in the gap by the old rowan tree, and you may see, almost every 
evening during early summer, a pair of lesser whitethroats creeping up and down 
the nettles and hedge-growth that mask their nesting-place.” 

The insufferable monotony of the proposed recreation! Eleanor would not 
have watched the most brilliant performance at His Majesty’s Theatre for a 
single evening under such uncomfortable circumstances, and to be asked to 
watch lesser whitethroats creeping up and down a nettle “almost every evening” 
during the height of the season struck her as an imputation on her intelligence 
that was positively offensive. Impatiently she transferred her attention to the 
dinner menu, which the boy had thoughtfully brought in as an alternative to the 
more solid literary fare. “Rabbit curry,” met her eye, and the lines of disapproval 
deepened on her already puckered brow. The cook was a great believer in the 
influence of environment, and nourished an obstinate conviction that if you 
brought rabbit and curry-powder together in one dish a rabbit curry would be the 
result. And Clovis and the odious Bertie van Tahn were coming to dinner. 
Surely, thought Eleanor, if Arlington knew how much she had had that day to try 
her, he would refrain from joke-making. 

At dinner that night it was Eleanor herself who mentioned the name of a 
certain statesman, who may be decently covered under the disguise of X. 

“X,” said Arlington Stringham, “has the soul of a meringue.” 

It was a useful remark to have on hand, because it applied equally well to four 
prominent statesmen of the day, which quadrupled the opportunities for using it. 


“Meringues haven’t got souls,” said Eleanor’s mother. 

“It’s a mercy that they haven’t,” said Clovis; “they would be always losing 
them, and people like my aunt would get up missions to meringues, and say it 
was wonderful how much one could teach them and how much more one could 
learn from them.” 

“What could you learn from a meringue?” asked Eleanor’s mother. 

“My aunt has been known to learn humility from an ex-Viceroy,” said Clovis. 

“T wish cook would learn to make curry, or have the sense to leave it alone,” 
said Arlington, suddenly and savagely. 

Eleanor’s face softened. It was like one of his old remarks in the days when 
there was no abyss between them. 

It was during the debate on the Foreign Office vote that Stringham made his 
great remark that “the people of Crete unfortunately make more history than they 
can consume locally.” It was not brilliant, but it came in the middle of a dull 
speech, and the House was quite pleased with it. Old gentlemen with bad 
memories said it reminded them of Disraeli. 

It was Eleanor’s friend, Gertrude Ilpton, who drew her attention to 
Arlington’s newest outbreak. Eleanor in these days avoided the morning papers. 

“It’s very modern, and I suppose very clever,” she observed. 

“Of course it’s clever,” said Gertrude; “all Lady Isobel’s sayings are clever, 
and luckily they bear repeating.” 

“Are you sure it’s one of her sayings?” asked Eleanor. 

“My dear, I’ve heard her say it dozens of times.” 

“So that is where he gets his humour,” said Eleanor slowly, and the hard lines 
deepened round her mouth. 

The death of Eleanor Stringham from an overdose of chloral, occurring at the 
end of a rather uneventful season, excited a certain amount of unobtrusive 
speculation. Clovis, who perhaps exaggerated the importance of curry in the 
home, hinted at domestic sorrow. 

And of course Arlington never knew. It was the tragedy of his life that he 
should miss the fullest effect of his jesting. 


SREDNI VASHTAR 


Conradin was ten years old, and the doctor had pronounced his professional 
opinion that the boy would not live another five years. The doctor was silky and 
effete, and counted for little, but his opinion was endorsed by Mrs. de Ropp, who 
counted for nearly everything. Mrs. De Ropp was Conradin’s cousin and 
guardian, and in his eyes she represented those three-fifths of the world that are 
necessary and disagreeable and real; the other two-fifths, in perpetual 
antagonism to the foregoing, were summed up in himself and his imagination. 
One of these days Conradin supposed he would succumb to the mastering 
pressure of wearisome necessary things — such as illnesses and coddling 
restrictions and drawn-out dullness. Without his imagination, which was 
rampant under the spur of loneliness, he would have succumbed long ago. 

Mrs. de Ropp would never, in her honestest moments, have confessed to 
herself that she disliked Conradin, though she might have been dimly aware that 
thwarting him “for his good” was a duty which she did not find particularly 
irksome. Conradin hated her with a desperate sincerity which he was perfectly 
able to mask. Such few pleasures as he could contrive for himself gained an 
added relish from the likelihood that they would be displeasing to his guardian, 
and from the realm of his imagination she was locked out — an unclean thing, 
which should find no entrance. 

In the dull, cheerless garden, overlooked by so many windows that were 
ready to open with a message not to do this or that, or a reminder that medicines 
were due, he found little attraction. The few fruit-trees that it contained were set 
jealously apart from his plucking, as though they were rare specimens of their 
kind blooming in an arid waste; it would probably have been difficult to find a 
market-gardener who would have offered ten shillings for their entire yearly 
produce. In a forgotten corner, however, almost hidden behind a dismal 
shrubbery, was a disused tool-shed of respectable proportions, and within its 
walls Conradin found a haven, something that took on the varying aspects of a 
playroom and a cathedral. He had peopled it with a legion of familiar phantoms, 
evoked partly from fragments of history and partly from his own brain, but it 
also boasted two inmates of flesh and blood. In one corner lived a ragged- 
plumaged Houdan hen, on which the boy lavished an affection that had scarcely 
another outlet. Further back in the gloom stood a large hutch, divided into two 
compartments, one of which was fronted with close iron bars. This was the 
abode of a large polecat-ferret, which a friendly butcher-boy had once smuggled, 
cage and all, into its present quarters, in exchange for a long-secreted hoard of 


small silver. Conradin was dreadfully afraid of the lithe, sharp-fanged beast, but 
it was his most treasured possession. Its very presence in the tool-shed was a 
secret and fearful joy, to be kept scrupulously from the knowledge of the 
Woman, as he privately dubbed his cousin. And one day, out of Heaven knows 
what material, he spun the beast a wonderful name, and from that moment it 
grew into a god and a religion. The Woman indulged in religion once a week at a 
church near by, and took Conradin with her, but to him the church service was 
an alien rite in the House of Rimmon. Every Thursday, in the dim and musty 
silence of the tool-shed, he worshipped with mystic and elaborate ceremonial 
before the wooden hutch where dwelt Sredni Vashtar, the great ferret. Red 
flowers in their season and scarlet berries in the winter-time were offered at his 
shrine, for he was a god who laid some special stress on the fierce impatient side 
of things, as opposed to the Woman’s religion, which, as far as Conradin could 
observe, went to great lengths in the contrary direction. And on great festivals 
powdered nutmeg was strewn in front of his hutch, an important feature of the 
offering being that the nutmeg had to be stolen. These festivals were of irregular 
occurrence, and were chiefly appointed to celebrate some passing event. On one 
occasion, when Mrs. de Ropp suffered from acute toothache for three days, 
Conradin kept up the festival during the entire three days, and almost succeeded 
in persuading himself that Sredni Vashtar was personally responsible for the 
toothache. If the malady had lasted for another day the supply of nutmeg would 
have given out. 

The Houdan hen was never drawn into the cult of Sredni Vashtar. Conradin 
had long ago settled that she was an Anabaptist. He did not pretend to have the 
remotest knowledge as to what an Anabaptist was, but he privately hoped that it 
was dashing and not very respectable. Mrs. de Ropp was the ground plan on 
which he based and detested all respectability. 

After a while Conradin’s absorption in the tool-shed began to attract the 
notice of his guardian. “It is not good for him to be pottering down there in all 
weathers,” she promptly decided, and at breakfast one morning she announced 
that the Houdan hen had been sold and taken away overnight. With her short- 
sighted eyes she peered at Conradin, waiting for an outbreak of rage and sorrow, 
which she was ready to rebuke with a flow of excellent precepts and reasoning. 
But Conradin said nothing: there was nothing to be said. Something perhaps in 
his white set face gave her a momentary qualm, for at tea that afternoon there 
was toast on the table, a delicacy which she usually banned on the ground that it 
was bad for him; also because the making of it “gave trouble,” a deadly offence 
in the middle-class feminine eye. 


“T thought you liked toast,” she exclaimed, with an injured air, observing that 
he did not touch it. 

“Sometimes,” said Conradin. 

In the shed that evening there was an innovation in the worship of the hutch- 
god. Conradin had been wont to chant his praises, to-night he asked a boon. 

“Do one thing for me, Sredni Vashtar.” 

The thing was not specified. As Sredni Vashtar was a god he must be 
supposed to know. And choking back a sob as he looked at that other empty 
corner, Conradin went back to the world he so hated. 

And every night, in the welcome darkness of his bedroom, and every evening 
in the dusk of the tool-shed, Conradin’s bitter litany went up: “Do one thing for 
me, Sredni Vashtar.” 

Mrs. de Ropp noticed that the visits to the shed did not cease, and one day she 
made a further journey of inspection. 

“What are you keeping in that locked hutch?” she asked. “I believe it’s 
guinea-pigs. I’ll have them all cleared away.” 

Conradin shut his lips tight, but the Woman ransacked his bedroom till she 
found the carefully hidden key, and forthwith marched down to the shed to 
complete her discovery. It was a cold afternoon, and Conradin had been bidden 
to keep to the house. From the furthest window of the dining-room the door of 
the shed could just be seen beyond the comer of the shrubbery, and there 
Conradin stationed himself. He saw the Woman enter, and then he imagined her 
opening the door of the sacred hutch and peering down with her short-sighted 
eyes into the thick straw bed where his god lay hidden. Perhaps she would prod 
at the straw in her clumsy impatience. And Conradin fervently breathed his 
prayer for the last time. But he knew as he prayed that he did not believe. He 
knew that the Woman would come out presently with that pursed smile he 
loathed so well on her face, and that in an hour or two the gardener would carry 
away his wonderful god, a god no longer, but a simple brown ferret in a hutch. 
And he knew that the Woman would triumph always as she triumphed now, and 
that he would grow ever more sickly under her pestering and domineering and 
superior wisdom, till one day nothing would matter much more with him, and 
the doctor would be proved right. And in the sting and misery of his defeat, he 
began to chant loudly and defiantly the hymn of his threatened idol: 


Sredni Vashtar went forth,. His thoughts were red thoughts and his teeth were 
white. His enemies called for peace, but he brought them death. Sredni Vashtar 
the Beautiful. 


And then of a sudden he stopped his chanting and drew closer to the window- 
pane. The door of the shed still stood ajar as it had been left, and the minutes 
were slipping by. They were long minutes, but they slipped by nevertheless. He 
watched the starlings running and flying in little parties across the lawn; he 
counted them over and over again, with one eye always on that swinging door. A 
sour-faced maid came in to lay the table for tea, and still Conradin stood and 
waited and watched. Hope had crept by inches into his heart, and now a look of 
triumph began to blaze in his eyes that had only known the wistful patience of 
defeat. Under his breath, with a furtive exultation, he began once again the paean 
of victory and devastation. And presently his eyes were rewarded: out through 
that doorway came a long, low, yellow-and-brown beast, with eyes a-blink at the 
waning daylight, and dark wet stains around the fur of jaws and throat. Conradin 
dropped on his knees. The great polecat-ferret made its way down to a small 
brook at the foot of the garden, drank for a moment, then crossed a little plank 
bridge and was lost to sight in the bushes. Such was the passing of Sredni 
Vashtar. 

“Tea is ready,” said the sour-faced maid; “where is the mistress?” 

“She went down to the shed some time ago,” said Conradin. 

And while the maid went to summon her mistress to tea, Conradin fished a 
toasting-fork out of the sideboard drawer and proceeded to toast himself a piece 
of bread. And during the toasting of it and the buttering of it with much butter 
and the slow enjoyment of eating it, Conradin listened to the noises and silences 
which fell in quick spasms beyond the dining-room door. The loud foolish 
screaming of the maid, the answering chorus of wondering ejaculations from the 
kitchen region, the scuttering footsteps and hurried embassies for outside help, 
and then, after a lull, the scared sobbings and the shuffling tread of those who 
bore a heavy burden into the house. 

“Whoever will break it to the poor child? I couldn’t for the life of me!” 
exclaimed a shrill voice. And while they debated the matter among themselves, 
Conradin made himself another piece of toast. 


ADRIAN 
A CHAPTER IN ACCLIMATIZATION 


His baptismal register spoke of him pessimistically as John Henry, but he had 
left that behind with the other maladies of infancy, and his friends knew him 
under the front-name of Adrian. His mother lived in Bethnal Green, which was 
not altogether his fault; one can discourage too much history in one’s family, but 
one cannot always prevent geography. And, after all, the Bethnal Green habit 
has this virtue — that it is seldom transmitted to the next generation. Adrian 
lived in a roomlet which came under the auspicious constellation of W. 

How he lived was to a great extent a mystery even to himself; his struggle for 
existence probably coincided in many material details with the rather dramatic 
accounts he gave of it to sympathetic acquaintances. All that is definitely known 
is that he now and then emerged from the struggle to dine at the Ritz or Carlton, 
correctly garbed and with a correctly critical appetite. On these occasions he was 
usually the guest of Lucas Croyden, an amiable worldling, who had three 
thousand a year and a taste for introducing impossible people to irreproachable 
cookery. Like most men who combine three thousand a year with an uncertain 
digestion, Lucas was a Socialist, and he argued that you cannot hope to elevate 
the masses until you have brought plovers’ eggs into their lives and taught them 
to appreciate the difference between coupe Jacques and Macédoine de fruits. His 
friends pointed out that it was a doubtful kindness to initiate a boy from behind a 
drapery counter into the blessedness of the higher catering, to which Lucas 
invariably replied that all kindnesses were doubtful. Which was perhaps true. 

It was after one of his Adrian evenings that Lucas met his aunt, Mrs. 
Mebberley, at a fashionable tea shop, where the lamp of family life is still kept 
burning and you meet relatives who might otherwise have slipped your memory. 

“Who was that good-looking boy who was dining with you last night?” she 
asked. “He looked much too nice to be thrown away upon you.” 

Susan Mebberley was a charming woman, but she was also an aunt. 

“Who are his people?” she continued, when the protégé’s name (revised 
version) had been given her. 

“His mother lives at Beth—” 

Lucas checked himself on the threshold of what was perhaps a social 
indiscretion. 

“Beth? Where is it? It sounds like Asia, Minor. Is she mixed up with Consular 
people?” 


“Oh, no. Her work lies among the poor.” 

This was a side-slip into truth. The mother of Adrian was employed in a 
laundry. 

“I see,” said Mrs. Mebberley, “mission work of some sort. And meanwhile 
the boy has no one to look after him. It’s obviously my duty to see that he 
doesn’t come to harm. Bring him to call on me.” 

“My dear Aunt Susan,” expostulated Lucas, “I really know very little about 
him. He may not be at all nice, you know, on further acquaintance.” 

“He has delightful hair and a weak mouth. I shall take him with me to 
Homburg or Cairo.” 

“It’s the maddest thing I ever heard of,” said Lucas angrily. 

“Well, there is a strong strain of madness in our family. If you haven’t 
noticed it yourself all your friends must have.” 

“One is so dreadfully under everybody’s eyes at Homburg. At least you might 
give him a preliminary trial at Etretat.” 

“And be surrounded by Americans trying to talk French? No, thank you. I 
love Americans, but not when they try to talk French. What a blessing it is that 
they never try to talk English. To-morrow at five you can bring your young 
friend to call on me.”’ 

And Lucas, realizing that Susan Mebberley was a woman as well as an aunt, 
saw that she would have to be allowed to have her own way. 

Adrian was duly carried abroad under the Mebberley wing; but as a reluctant 
concession to sanity Homburg and other inconveniently fashionable resorts were 
given a wide berth, and the Mebberley establishment planted itself down in the 
best hotel at Dohledorf, an Alpine townlet somewhere at the back of the 
Engadine. It was the usual kind of resort, with the usual type of visitors, that one 
finds over the greater part of Switzerland during the summer season, but to 
Adrian it was all unusual. The mountain air, the certainty of regular and 
abundant meals, and in particular the social atmosphere, affected him much as 
the indiscriminating fervour of a forcing-house might affect a weed that had 
strayed within its limits. He had been brought up in a world where breakages 
were regarded as crimes and expiated as such; it was something new and 
altogether exhilarating to find that you were considered rather amusing if you 
smashed things in the right manner and at the recognized hours. Susan 
Mebberley had expressed the intention of showing Adrian a bit of the world; the 
particular bit of the world represented by Dohledorf began to be shown a good 
deal of Adrian. 

Lucas got occasional glimpses of the Alpine sojourn, not from his aunt or 
Adrian, but from the industrious pen of Clovis, who was also moving as a 


satellite in the Mebberley constellation. 

“The entertainment which Susan got up last night ended in disaster. I thought 
it would. The Grobmayer child, a particularly loathsome five-year-old, had 
appeared as ‘Bubbles’ during the early part of the evening, and been put to bed 
during the interval. Adrian watched his opportunity and kidnapped it when the 
nurse was downstairs, and introduced it during the second half of the 
entertainment, thinly disguised as a performing pig. It certainly LOOKED very 
like a pig, and grunted and slobbered just like the real article; no one knew 
exactly what it was, but every one said it was awfully clever, especially the 
Grobmayers. At the third curtain Adrian pinched it too hard, and it yelled 
‘Marmar’! I am supposed to be good at descriptions, but don’t ask me to 
describe the sayings and doings of the Grobmayers at that moment; it was like 
one of the angrier Psalms set to Strauss’s music. We have moved to an hotel 
higher up the valley.” 

Clovis’s next letter arrived five days later, and was written from the Hotel 
Steinbock. 

“We left the Hotel Victoria this morning. It was fairly comfortable and quiet 
— at least there was an air of repose about it when we arrived. Before we had 
been in residence twenty-four hours most of the repose had vanished ‘like a 
dutiful bream,’ as Adrian expressed it. However, nothing unduly outrageous 
happened till last night, when Adrian had a fit of insomnia and amused himself 
by unscrewing and transposing all the bedroom numbers on his floor. He 
transferred the bathroom label to the adjoining bedroom door, which happened 
to be that of Frau Hoftath Schilling, and this morning from seven o’clock 
onwards the old lady had a stream of involuntary visitors; she was too horrified 
and scandalized it seems to get up and lock her door. The would-be bathers flew 
back in confusion to their rooms, and, of course, the change of numbers led them 
astray again, and the corridor gradually filled with panic-stricken, scantily robed 
humans, dashing wildly about like rabbits in a ferret-infested warren. It took 
nearly an hour before the guests were all sorted into their respective rooms, and 
the Frau Hofrath’s condition was still causing some anxiety when we left. Susan 
is beginning to look a little worried. She can’t very well turn the boy adrift, as he 
hasn’t got any money, and she can’t send him to his people as she doesn’t know 
where they are. Adrian says his mother moves about a good deal and he’s lost 
her address. Probably, if the truth were known, he’s had a row at home. So many 
boys nowadays seem to think that quarrelling with one’s family is a recognized 
occupation.” 

Lucas’s next communication from the travellers took the form of a telegram 
from Mrs. Mebberley herself. It was sent “reply prepaid,” and consisted of a 


single sentence: “In Heaven’s name, where is Beth?” 


THE CHAPLET 


A strange stillness hung over the restaurant; it was one of those rare moments 
when the orchestra was not discoursing the strains of the Ice-cream Sailor waltz. 

“Did I ever tell you,” asked Clovis of his friend, “the tragedy of music at 
mealtimes? 

“Tt was a gala evening at the Grand Sybaris Hotel, and a special dinner was 
being served in the Amethyst dining-hall. The Amethyst dining-hall had almost a 
European reputation, especially with that section of Europe which is historically 
identified with the Jordan Valley. Its cooking was beyond reproach, and its 
orchestra was sufficiently highly salaried to be above criticism. Thither came in 
shoals the intensely musical and the almost intensely musical, who are very 
many, and in still greater numbers the merely musical, who know how 
Tchaikowsky’s name is pronounced and can recognize several of Chopin’s 
nocturnes if you give them due warning; these eat in the nervous, detached 
manner of roebuck feeding in the open, and keep anxious ears cocked towards 
the orchestra for the first hint of a recognizable melody. 

““Ah, yes, Pagliacci,’ they murmur, as the opening strains follow hot upon the 
soup, and if no contradiction is forthcoming from any better-informed quarter 
they break forth into subdued humming by way of supplementing the efforts of 
the musicians. Sometimes the melody starts on level terms with the soup, in 
which case the banqueters contrive somehow to hum between the spoonfuls; the 
facial expression of enthusiasts who are punctuating potage St. Germain with 
Pagliacci is not beautiful, but it should be seen by those who are bent on 
observing all sides of life. One cannot discount the unpleasant things of this 
world merely by looking the other way. 

“In addition to the aforementioned types the restaurant was patronized by a 
fair sprinkling of the absolutely nonmusical; their presence in the dining-hall 
could only be explained on the supposition that they had come there to dine. 

“The earlier stages of the dinner had worn off. The wine lists had been 
consulted, by some with the blank embarrassment of a schoolboy suddenly 
called on to locate a Minor Prophet in the tangled hinterland of the Old 
Testament, by others with the severe scrutiny which suggests that they have 
visited most of the higher-priced wines in their own homes and probed their 
family weaknesses. The diners who chose their wine in the latter fashion always 
gave their orders in a penetrating voice, with a plentiful garnishing of stage 
directions. By insisting on having your bottle pointing to the north when the cork 
is being drawn, and calling the waiter Max, you may induce an impression on 


your guests which hours of laboured boasting might be powerless to achieve. For 
this purpose, however, the guests must be chosen as carefully as the wine. 

“Standing aside from the revellers in the shadow of a massive pillar was an 
interested spectator who was assuredly of the feast, and yet not in it. Monsieur 
Aristide Saucourt was the CHEF of the Grand Sybaris Hotel, and if he had an 
equal in his profession he had never acknowledged the fact. In his own domain 
he was a potentate, hedged around with the cold brutality that Genius expects 
rather than excuses in her children; he never forgave, and those who served him 
were careful that there should be little to forgive. In the outer world, the world 
which devoured his creations, he was an influence; how profound or how 
shallow an influence he never attempted to guess. It is the penalty and the 
safeguard of genius that it computes itself by troy weight in a world that 
measures by vulgar hundredweights. 

“Once in a way the great man would be seized with a desire to watch the 
effect of his master-efforts, just as the guiding brain of Krupp’s might wish at a 
supreme moment to intrude into the firing line of an artillery duel. And such an 
occasion was the present. For the first time in the history of the Grand Sybaris 
Hotel, he was presenting to its guests the dish which he had brought to that pitch 
of perfection which almost amounts to scandal. Canetons a la mode d’ Amblève. 
In thin gilt lettering on the creamy white of the menu how little those words 
conveyed to the bulk of the imperfectly educated diners. And yet how much 
specialized effort had been lavished, how much carefully treasured lore had been 
ungarnered, before those six words could be written. In the Department of Deux- 
Sevres ducklings had lived peculiar and beautiful lives and died in the odour of 
satiety to furnish the main theme of the dish; champignons, which even a purist 
for Saxon English would have hesitated to address as mushrooms, had 
contributed their languorous atrophied bodies to the garnishing, and a sauce 
devised in the twilight reign of the Fifteenth Louis had been summoned back 
from the imperishable past to take its part in the wonderful confection. Thus far 
had human effort laboured to achieve the desired result; the rest had been left to 
human genius — the genius of Aristide Saucourt. 

“And now the moment had arrived for the serving of the great dish, the dish 
which world-weary Grand Dukes and market-obsessed money magnates counted 
among their happiest memories. And at the same moment something else 
happened. The leader of the highly salaried orchestra placed his violin 
caressingly against his chin, lowered his eyelids, and floated into a sea of 
melody. 

“Hark!” said most of the diners, ‘he is playing “The Chaplet. 
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“They knew it was ‘The Chaplet’ because they had heard it played at 
luncheon and afternoon tea, and at supper the night before, and had not had time 
to forget. 

“Yes, he is playing “The Chaplet,”’ they reassured one another. The general 
voice was unanimous on the subject. The orchestra had already played it eleven 
times that day, four times by desire and seven times from force of habit, but the 
familiar strains were greeted with the rapture due to a revelation. A murmur of 
much humming rose from half the tables in the room, and some of the more 
overwrought listeners laid down knife and fork in order to be able to burst in 
with loud clappings at the earliest permissible moment. 

“And the Canetons a la mode d’Ambléve? In stupefied, sickened wonder 
Aristide watched them grow cold in total neglect, or suffer the almost worse 
indignity of perfunctory pecking and listless munching while the banqueters 
lavished their approval and applause on the music-makers. Calves’ liver and 
bacon, with parsley sauce, could hardly have figured more ignominiously in the 
evening’s entertainment. And while the master of culinary art leaned back 
against the sheltering pillar, choking with a horrible brain-searing rage that could 
find no outlet for its agony, the orchestra leader was bowing his 
acknowledgments of the hand-clappings that rose in a storm around him. 
Turning to his colleagues he nodded the signal for an encore. But before the 
violin had been lifted anew into position there came from the shadow of the 
pillar an explosive negative. 

““Noh! Noh! You do not play thot again!’ 

“The musician turned in furious astonishment. Had he taken warning from the 
look in the other man’s eyes he might have acted differently. But the admiring 
plaudits were ringing in his ears, and he snarled out sharply, “That is for me to 
decide.’ 

““Noh! You play thot never again,’ shouted the CHEF, and the next moment 
he had flung himself violently upon the loathed being who had supplanted him 
in the world’s esteem. A large metal tureen, filled to the brim with steaming 
soup, had just been placed on a side table in readiness for a late party of diners; 
before the waiting staff or the guests had time to realize what was happening, 
Aristide had dragged his struggling victim up to the table and plunged his head 
deep down into the almost boiling contents of the tureen. At the further end of 
the room the diners were still spasmodically applauding in view of an encore. 

“Whether the leader of the orchestra died from drowning by soup, or from the 
shock to his professional vanity, or was scalded to death, the doctors were never 
wholly able to agree. Monsieur Aristide Saucourt, who now lives in complete 
retirement, always inclined to the drowning theory.” 


THE QUEST 


An unwonted peace hung over the Villa Elsinore, broken, however, at frequent 
intervals, by clamorous lamentations suggestive of bewildered bereavement. The 
Momebys had lost their infant child; hence the peace which its absence entailed; 
they were looking for it in wild, undisciplined fashion, giving tongue the whole 
time, which accounted for the outcry which swept through house and garden 
whenever they returned to try the home coverts anew. Clovis, who was 
temporarily and unwillingly a paying guest at the villa, had been dozing in a 
hammock at the far end of the garden when Mrs. Momeby had broken the news 
to him. 

“We’ve lost Baby,” she screamed. 

“Do you mean that it’s dead, or stampeded, or that you staked it at cards and 
lost it that way?” asked Clovis lazily. 

“He was toddling about quite happily on the lawn,” said Mrs. Momeby 
tearfully, “and Arnold had just come in, and I was asking him what sort of sauce 
he would like with the asparagus—” 

“I hope he said hollandaise,” interrupted Clovis, with a show of quickened 
interest, “because if there’s anything I hate—” 

“And all of a sudden I missed Baby,” continued Mrs. Momeby in a shriller 
tone. “We’ve hunted high and low, in house and garden and outside the gates, 
and he’s nowhere to be seen.” 

“Is he anywhere to be heard?” asked Clovis; “if not, he must be at least two 
miles away.” 

“But where? And how?” asked the distracted mother. 

“Perhaps an eagle or a wild beast has carried him off,” suggested Clovis. 

“There aren’t eagles and wild beasts in Surrey,” said Mrs. Momeby, but a 
note of horror had crept into her voice. 

“They escape now and then from travelling shows. Sometimes I think they let 
them get loose for the sake of the advertisement. Think what a sensational 
headline it would make in the local papers: ‘Infant son of prominent 
Nonconformist devoured by spotted hyaena.’ Your husband isn’t a prominent 
Nonconformist, but his mother came of Wesleyan stock, and you must allow the 
newspapers some latitude.” 

“But we should have found his remains,” sobbed Mrs. Momeby. 

“If the hyaena was really hungry and not merely toying with his food there 
wouldn’t be much in the way of remains. It would be like the small-boy-and- 
apple story — there ain’t going to be no core.” 


Mrs. Momeby turned away hastily to seek comfort and counsel in some other 
direction. With the selfish absorption of young motherhood she entirely 
disregarded Clovis’s obvious anxiety about the asparagus sauce. Before she had 
gone a yard, however, the click of the side gate caused her to pull up sharp. Miss 
Gilpet, from the Villa Peterhof, had come over to hear details of the 
bereavement. Clovis was already rather bored with the story, but Mrs. Momeby 
was equipped with that merciless faculty which finds as much joy in the 
ninetieth time of telling as in the first. 

“Arnold had just come in; he was complaining of rheumatism—” 

“There are so many things to complain of in this household that it would 
never have occurred to me to complain of rheumatism,” murmured Clovis. 

“He was complaining of rheumatism,” continued Mrs. Momeby, trying to 
throw a chilling inflection into a voice that was already doing a good deal of 
sobbing and talking at high pressure as well. 

She was again interrupted. 

“There is no such thing as rheumatism,” said Miss Gilpet. She said it with the 
conscious air of defiance that a waiter adopts in announcing that the cheapest- 
priced claret in the wine-list is no more. She did not proceed, however, to offer 
the alternative of some more expensive malady, but denied the existence of them 
all. 

Mrs. Momeby’s temper began to shine out through her grief. 

“I suppose you’ll say next that Baby hasn’t really disappeared.” 

“He has disappeared,” conceded Miss Gilpet, “but only because you haven’t 
sufficient faith to find him. It’s only lack of faith on your part that prevents him 
from being restored to you safe and well.” 

“But if he’s been eaten in the meantime by a hyaena and partly digested,” said 
Clovis, who clung affectionately to his wild beast theory, “surely some ill-effects 
would be noticeable?” 

Miss Gilpet was rather staggered by this complication of the question. 

“T feel sure that a hyaena has not eaten him,” she said lamely. 

“The hyaena may be equally certain that it has. You see, it may have just as 
much faith as you have, and more special knowledge as to the present 
whereabouts of the baby.” 

Mrs. Momeby was in tears again. “If you have faith,” she sobbed, struck by a 
happy inspiration, “won’t you find our little Erik for us? I am sure you have 
powers that are denied to us.” 

Rose-Marie Gilpet was thoroughly sincere in her adherence to Christian 
Science principles; whether she understood or correctly expounded them the 
learned in such matters may best decide. In the present case she was undoubtedly 


confronted with a great opportunity, and as she started forth on her vague search 
she strenuously summoned to her aid every scrap of faith that she possessed. She 
passed out into the bare and open high road, followed by Mrs. Momeby’s 
warning, “It’s no use going there, we’ve searched there a dozen times.” But 
Rose-Marie’s ears were already deaf to all things save self-congratulation; for 
sitting in the middle of the highway, playing contentedly with the dust and some 
faded buttercups, was a white-pinafored baby with a mop of tow-coloured hair 
tied over one temple with a pale-blue ribbon. Taking first the usual feminine 
precaution of looking to see that no motor-car was on the distant horizon, Rose- 
Marie dashed at the child and bore it, despite its vigorous opposition, in through 
the portals of Elsinore. The child’s furious screams had already announced the 
fact of its discovery, and the almost hysterical parents raced down the lawn to 
meet their restored offspring. The aesthetic value of the scene was marred in 
some degree by Rose-Marie’s difficulty in holding the struggling infant, which 
was borne wrong-end foremost towards the agitated bosom of its family. “Our 
own little Erik come back to us,” cried the Momebys in unison; as the child had 
rammed its fists tightly into its eye-sockets and nothing could be seen of its face 
but a widely gaping mouth, the recognition was in itself almost an act of faith. 

“Is he glad to get back to Daddy and Mummy again?” crooned Mrs. 
Momeby; the preference which the child was showing for its dust and buttercup 
distractions was so marked that the question struck Clovis as being unnecessarily 
tactless. 

“Give him a ride on the roly-poly,” suggested the father brilliantly, as the 
howls continued with no sign of early abatement. In a moment the child had 
been placed astride the big garden roller and a preliminary tug was given to set it 
in motion. From the hollow depths of the cylinder came an earsplitting roar, 
drowning even the vocal efforts of the squalling baby, and immediately 
afterwards there crept forth a white-pinafored infant with a mop of tow-coloured 
hair tied over one temple with a pale blue ribbon. There was no mistaking either 
the features or the lung-power of the new arrival. 

“Our own little Erik,” screamed Mrs. Momeby, pouncing on him and nearly 
smothering him with kisses; “did he hide in the roly-poly to give us all a big 
fright?” 

This was the obvious explanation of the child’s sudden disappearance and 
equally abrupt discovery. There remained, however, the problem of the 
interloping baby, which now sat whimpering on the lawn in a disfavour as 
chilling as its previous popularity had been unwelcome. The Momebys glared at 
it as though it had wormed its way into their short-lived affections by heartless 
and unworthy pretences. Miss Gilpet’s face took on an ashen tinge as she stared 


helplessly at the bunched-up figure that had been such a gladsome sight to her 
eyes a few moments ago. 

“When love is over, how little of love even the lover understands,” quoted 
Clovis to himself. 

Rose-Marie was the first to break the silence. 

“Tf that is Erik you have in your arms, who is — that?” 

“That, I think, is for you to explain,” said Mrs. Momeby stiffly. 

“Obviously,” said Clovis, “it’s a duplicate Erik that your powers of faith 
called into being. The question is: What are you going to do with him?” 

The ashen pallor deepened in Rose-Marie’s cheeks. Mrs. Momeby clutched 
the genuine Erik closer to her side, as though she feared that her uncanny 
neighbour might out of sheer pique turn him into a bowl of gold-fish. 

“T found him sitting in the middle of the road,” said Rose-Marie weakly. 

“You can’t take him back and leave him there,” said Clovis; “the highway is 
meant for traffic, not to be used as a lumber-room for disused miracles.” 

Rose-Marie wept. The proverb “Weep and you weep alone,” broke down as 
badly on application as most of its kind. Both babies were wailing lugubriously, 
and the parent Momebys had scarcely recovered from their earlier lachrymose 
condition. Clovis alone maintained an unruffled cheerfulness. 

“Must I keep him always?” asked Rose-Marie dolefully. 

“Not always,” said Clovis consolingly; “he can go into the Navy when he’s 
thirteen.” Rose-Marie wept afresh. 

“Of course,” added Clovis, “there may be no end of a bother about his birth 
certificate. You’ll have to explain matters to the Admiralty, and they’re 
dreadfully hidebound.” 

It was rather a relief when a breathless nursemaid from the Villa 
Charlottenburg over the way came running across the lawn to claim little Percy, 
who had slipped out of the front gate and disappeared like a twinkling from the 
high road. 

And even then Clovis found it necessary to go in person to the kitchen to 
make sure about the asparagus sauce. 


WRATISLAV 


The Grafin’s two elder sons had made deplorable marriages. It was, observed 
Clovis, a family habit. The youngest boy, Wratislav, who was the black sheep of 
a rather greyish family, had as yet made no marriage at all. 

“There is certainly this much to be said for viciousness,” said the Gräfin, “it 
keeps boys out of mischief.” 

“Does it?” asked the Baroness Sophie, not by way of questioning the 
statement, but with a painstaking effort to talk intelligently. It was the one matter 
in which she attempted to override the decrees of Providence, which had 
obviously never intended that she should talk otherwise than inanely. 

“I don’t know why I shouldn’t talk cleverly,” she would complain; “my 
mother was considered a brilliant conversationalist.” 

“These things have a way of skipping one generation,” said the Gräfin. 

“That seems so unjust,” said Sophie; “one doesn’t object to one’s mother 
having outshone one as a clever talker, but I must admit that I should be rather 
annoyed if my daughters talked brilliantly.” 

“Well, none of them do,” said the Gräfin consolingly. 

“I don’t know about that,” said the Baroness, promptly veering round in 
defence of her offspring. “Elsa said something quite clever on Thursday about 
the Triple Alliance. Something about it being like a paper umbrella, that was all 
right as long as you didn’t take it out in the rain. It’s not every one who could 
say that.” 

“Every one has said it; at least every one that I know. But then I know very 
few people.” 

“T don’t think you’re particularly agreeable to-day.” 

“T never am. Haven’t you noticed that women with a really perfect profile like 
mine are seldom even moderately agreeable?” 

“T don’t think your profile is so perfect as all that,” said the Baroness. 

“Tt would be surprising if it wasn’t. My mother was one of the most noted 
classical beauties of her day.” 

“These things sometimes skip a generation, you know,” put in the Baroness, 
with the breathless haste of one to whom repartee comes as rarely as the finding 
of a gold-handled umbrella. 

“My dear Sophie,” said the Gräfin sweetly, “that isn’t in the least bit clever; 
but you do try so hard that I suppose I oughtn’t to discourage you. Tell me 
something: has it ever occurred to you that Elsa would do very well for 
Wratislav? It’s time he married somebody, and why not Elsa?” 


“Elsa marry that dreadful boy!” gasped the Baroness. 

“Beggars can’t be choosers,” observed the Gräfin. 

“Elsa isn’t a beggar!” 

“Not financially, or I shouldn’t have suggested the match. But she’s getting 
on, you know, and has no pretensions to brains or looks or anything of that sort.” 

“You seem to forget that she’s my daughter.” 

“That shows my generosity. But, seriously, I don’t see what there is against 
Wratislav. He has no debts — at least, nothing worth speaking about.” 

“But think of his reputation! If half the things they say about him are true—” 

“Probably three-quarters of them are. But what of it? You don’t want an 
archangel for a son-in-law.” 

“I don’t want Wratislav. My poor Elsa would be miserable with him.” 

“A little misery wouldn’t matter very much with her; it would go so well with 
the way she does her hair, and if she couldn’t get on with Wratislav she could 
always go and do good among the poor.” 

The Baroness picked up a framed photograph from the table. 

“He certainly is very handsome,” she said doubtfully; adding even more 
doubtfully, “I dare say dear Elsa might reform him.” 

The Gräfin had the presence of mind to laugh in the right key. 


Three weeks later the Gräfin bore down upon the Baroness Sophie in a 
foreign bookseller’s shop in the Graben, where she was, possibly, buying books 
of devotion, though it was the wrong counter for them. 

“T’ve just left the dear children at the Rodenstahls’,” was the Grdfin’s 
greeting. 

“Were they looking very happy?” asked the Baroness. 

“Wratislav was wearing some new English clothes, so, of course, he was 
quite happy. I overheard him telling Toni a rather amusing story about a nun and 
a mousetrap, which won’t bear repetition. Elsa was telling every one else a 
witticism about the Triple Alliance being like a paper umbrella — which seems 
to bear repetition with Christian fortitude.” 

“Did they seem much wrapped up in each other?” 

“To be candid, Elsa looked as if she were wrapped up in a horse-rug. And 
why let her wear saffron colour?” 

“T always think it goes with her complexion.” 

“Unfortunately it doesn’t. It stays with it. Ugh. Don’t forget, you’re lunching 
with me on Thursday.” 

The Baroness was late for her luncheon engagement the following Thursday. 

“Tmagine what has happened!” she screamed as she burst into the room. 


“Something remarkable, to make you late for a meal,” said the Gräfin. 

“Elsa has run away with the Rodenstahls’ chauffeur!” 

“Kolossal!” 

“Such a thing as that no one in our family has ever done,” gasped the 
Baroness. 

“Perhaps he didn’t appeal to them in the same way,” suggested the Gräfin 
judicially. 

The Baroness began to feel that she was not getting the astonishment and 
sympathy to which her catastrophe entitled her. 

“At any rate,” she snapped, “now she can’t marry Wratislav.” 

“She couldn’t in any case,” said the Gräfin; “he left suddenly for abroad last 
night.” 

“For abroad! Where?” 

“For Mexico, I believe.” 

“Mexico! But what for? Why Mexico?” 

“The English have a proverb, ‘Conscience makes cowboys of us all.’” 

“I didn’t know Wratislav had a conscience.” 

“My dear Sophie, he hasn’t. It’s other people’s consciences that send one 
abroad in a hurry. Let’s go and eat.” 


THE EASTER EGG 


It was distinctly hard lines for Lady Barbara, who came of good fighting stock, 
and was one of the bravest women of her generation, that her son should be so 
undisguisedly a coward. Whatever good qualities Lester Slaggby may have 
possessed, and he was in some respects charming, courage could certainly never 
be imputed to him. As a child he had suffered from childish timidity, as a boy 
from unboyish funk, and as a youth he had exchanged unreasoning fears for 
others which were more formidable from the fact of having a carefully thought- 
out basis. He was frankly afraid of animals, nervous with firearms, and never 
crossed the Channel without mentally comparing the numerical proportion of 
lifebelts to passengers. On horseback he seemed to require as many hands as a 
Hindu god, at least four for clutching the reins, and two more for patting the 
horse soothingly on the neck. Lady Barbara no longer pretended not to see her 
son’s prevailing weakness, with her usual courage she faced the knowledge of it 
squarely, and, mother-like, loved him none the less. 

Continental travel, anywhere away from the great tourist tracks, was a 
favoured hobby with Lady Barbara, and Lester joined her as often as possible. 
Eastertide usually found her at Knobaltheim, an upland township in one of those 
small princedoms that make inconspicuous freckles on the map of Central 
Europe. 

A long-standing acquaintanceship with the reigning family made her a 
personage of due importance in the eyes of her old friend the Burgomaster, and 
she was anxiously consulted by that worthy on the momentous occasion when 
the Prince made known his intention of coming in person to open a sanatorium 
outside the town. All the usual items in a programme of welcome, some of them 
fatuous and commonplace, others quaint and charming, had been arranged for, 
but the Burgomaster hoped that the resourceful English lady might have 
something new and tasteful to suggest in the way of loyal greeting. The Prince 
was known to the outside world, if at all, as an old-fashioned reactionary, 
combating modern progress, as it were, with a wooden sword; to his own people 
he was known as a kindly old gentleman with a certain endearing stateliness 
which had nothing of standoffishness about it. Knobaltheim was anxious to do 
its best. Lady Barbara discussed the matter with Lester and one or two 
acquaintances in her little hotel, but ideas were difficult to come by. 

“Might I suggest something to the Gnddige Frau?” asked a sallow high- 
cheek-boned lady to whom the Englishwoman had spoken once or twice, and 
whom she had set down in her mind as probably a Southern Slav. 


“Might I suggest something for the Reception Fest?” she went on, with a 
certain shy eagerness. “Our little child here, our baby, we will dress him in little 
white coat, with small wings, as an Easter angel, and he will carry a large white 
Easter egg, and inside shall be a basket of plover eggs, of which the Prince is so 
fond, and he shall give it to his Highness as Easter offering. It is so pretty an idea 
we have seen it done once in Styria.” 

Lady Barbara looked dubiously at the proposed Easter angel, a fair, wooden- 
faced child of about four years old. She had noticed it the day before in the hotel, 
and wondered rather how such a towheaded child could belong to such a dark- 
visaged couple as the woman and her husband; probably, she thought, an 
adopted baby, especially as the couple were not young. 

“Of course Gnadige Frau will escort the little child up to the Prince,” pursued 
the woman; “but he will be quite good, and do as he is told.” 

“We haf some pluffers’ eggs shall come fresh from Wien,” said the husband. 

The small child and Lady Barbara seemed equally unenthusiastic about the 
pretty idea; Lester was openly discouraging, but when the Burgomaster heard of 
it he was enchanted. The combination of sentiment and plovers’ eggs appealed 
strongly to his Teutonic mind. 

On the eventful day the Easter angel, really quite prettily and quaintly 
dressed, was a centre of kindly interest to the gala crowd marshalled to receive 
his Highness. The mother was unobtrusive and less fussy than most parents 
would have been under the circumstances, merely stipulating that she should 
place the Easter egg herself in the arms that had been carefully schooled how to 
hold the precious burden. Then Lady Barbara moved forward, the child 
marching stolidly and with grim determination at her side. It had been promised 
cakes and sweeties galore if it gave the egg well and truly to the kind old 
gentleman who was waiting to receive it. Lester had tried to convey to it 
privately that horrible smackings would attend any failure in its share of the 
proceedings, but it is doubtful if his German caused more than an immediate 
distress. Lady Barbara had thoughtfully provided herself with an emergency 
supply of chocolate sweetmeats; children may sometimes be time-servers, but 
they do not encourage long accounts. As they approached nearer to the princely 
dais Lady Barbara stood discreetly aside, and the stolid-faced infant walked 
forward alone, with staggering but steadfast gait, encouraged by a murmur of 
elderly approval. Lester, standing in the front row of the onlookers, turned to 
scan the crowd for the beaming faces of the happy parents. In a side-road which 
led to the railway station he saw a cab; entering the cab with every appearance of 
furtive haste were the dark-visaged couple who had been so plausibly eager for 
the “pretty idea.” The sharpened instinct of cowardice lit up the situation to him 


in one swift flash. The blood roared and surged to his head as though thousands 
of floodgates had been opened in his veins and arteries, and his brain was the 
common sluice in which all the torrents met. He saw nothing but a blur around 
him. Then the blood ebbed away in quick waves, till his very heart seemed 
drained and empty, and he stood nervelessly, helplessly, dumbly watching the 
child, bearing its accursed burden with slow, relentless steps nearer and nearer to 
the group that waited sheep-like to receive him. A fascinated curiosity compelled 
Lester to turn his head towards the fugitives; the cab had started at hot pace in 
the direction of the station. 

The next moment Lester was running, running faster than any of those present 
had ever seen a man run, and — he was not running away. For that stray fraction 
of his life some unwonted impulse beset him, some hint of the stock he came 
from, and he ran unflinchingly towards danger. He stooped and clutched at the 
Easter egg as one tries to scoop up the ball in Rugby football. What he meant to 
do with it he had not considered, the thing was to get it. But the child had been 
promised cakes and sweetmeats if it safely gave the egg into the hands of the 
kindly old gentleman; it uttered no scream, but it held to its charge with limpet 
grip. Lester sank to his knees, tugging savagely at the tightly clasped burden, and 
angry cries rose from the scandalized onlookers. A questioning, threatening ring 
formed round him, then shrank back in recoil as he shrieked out one hideous 
word. Lady Barbara heard the word and saw the crowd race away like scattered 
sheep, saw the Prince forcibly hustled away by his attendants; also she saw her 
son lying prone in an agony of overmastering terror, his spasm of daring 
shattered by the child’s unexpected resistance, still clutching frantically, as 
though for safety, at that white-satin gew-gaw, unable to crawl even from its 
deadly neighbourhood, able only to scream and scream and scream. In her brain 
she was dimly conscious of balancing, or striving to balance, the abject shame 
which had him now in thrall against the one compelling act of courage which 
had flung him grandly and madly on to the point of danger. It was only for the 
fraction of a minute that she stood watching the two entangled figures, the infant 
with its woodenly obstinate face and body tense with dogged resistance, and the 
boy limp and already nearly dead with a terror that almost stifled his screams; 
and over them the long gala streamers flapping gaily in the sunshine. She never 
forgot the scene; but then, it was the last she ever saw. 

Lady Barbara carries her scarred face with its sightless eyes as bravely as ever 
in the world, but at Eastertide her friends are careful to keep from her ears any 
mention of the children’s Easter symbol. 


FILBOID STUDGE, THE STORY OF A MOUSE THAT 
HELPED 


“I want to marry your daughter,” said Mark Spayley with faltering eagerness. “I 
am only an artist with an income of two hundred a year, and she is the daughter 
of an enormously wealthy man, so I suppose you will think my offer a piece of 
presumption.” 

Duncan Dullamy, the great company inflator, showed no outward sign of 
displeasure. As a matter of fact, he was secretly relieved at the prospect of 
finding even a two-hundred-a-year husband for his daughter Leonore. A crisis 
was rapidly rushing upon him, from which he knew he would emerge with 
neither money nor credit; all his recent ventures had fallen flat, and flattest of all 
had gone the wonderful new breakfast food, Pipenta, on the advertisement of 
which he had sunk such huge sums. It could scarcely be called a drug in the 
market; people bought drugs, but no one bought Pipenta. 

“Would you marry Leonore if she were a poor man’s daughter?” asked the 
man of phantom wealth. 

“Yes,” said Mark, wisely avoiding the error of over-protestation. And to his 
astonishment Leonore’s father not only gave his consent, but suggested a fairly 
early date for the wedding. 

“I wish I could show my gratitude in some way,” said Mark with genuine 
emotion. “I’m afraid it’s rather like the mouse proposing to help the lion.” 

“Get people to buy that beastly muck,” said Dullamy, nodding savagely at a 
poster of the despised Pipenta, “and you’ll have done more than any of my 
agents have been able to accomplish.” 

“Tt wants a better name,” said Mark reflectively, “and something distinctive in 
the poster line. Anyway, Pll have a shot at it.” 

Three weeks later the world was advised of the coming of a new breakfast 
food, heralded under the resounding name of “Filboid Studge.” Spayley put forth 
no pictures of massive babies springing up with fungus-like rapidity under its 
forcing influence, or of representatives of the leading nations of the world 
scrambling with fatuous eagerness for its possession. One huge sombre poster 
depicted the Damned in Hell suffering a new torment from their inability to get 
at the Filboid Studge which elegant young fiends held in transparent bowls just 
beyond their reach. The scene was rendered even more gruesome by a subtle 
suggestion of the features of leading men and women of the day in the portrayal 
of the Lost Souls; prominent individuals of both political parties, Society 
hostesses, well-known dramatic authors and novelists, and distinguished 


aeroplanists were dimly recognizable in that doomed throng; noted lights of the 
musical-comedy stage flickered wanly in the shades of the Inferno, smiling still 
from force of habit, but with the fearsome smiling rage of baffled effort. The 
poster bore no fulsome allusions to the merits of the new breakfast food, but a 
single grim statement ran in bold letters along its base: “They cannot buy it 
now.” 

Spayley had grasped the fact that people will do things from a sense of duty 
which they would never attempt as a pleasure. There are thousands of 
respectable middle-class men who, if you found them unexpectedly in a Turkish 
bath, would explain in all sincerity that a doctor had ordered them to take 
Turkish baths; if you told them in return that you went there because you liked it, 
they would stare in pained wonder at the frivolity of your motive. In the same 
way, whenever a massacre of Armenians is reported from Asia Minor, every one 
assumes that it has been carried out “under orders” from somewhere or another, 
no one seems to think that there are people who might LIKE to kill their 
neighbours now and then. 

And so it was with the new breakfast food. No one would have eaten Filboid 
Studge as a pleasure, but the grim austerity of its advertisement drove 
housewives in shoals to the grocers’ shops to clamour for an immediate supply. 
In small kitchens solemn pig-tailed daughters helped depressed mothers to 
perform the primitive ritual of its preparation. On the breakfast-tables of 
cheerless parlours it was partaken of in silence. Once the womenfolk discovered 
that it was thoroughly unpalatable, their zeal in forcing it on their households 
knew no bounds. “You haven’t eaten your Filboid Studge!” would be screamed 
at the appetiteless clerk as he hurried weariedly from the breakfast-table, and his 
evening meal would be prefaced by a warmed-up mess which would be 
explained as “your Filboid Studge that you didn’t eat this morning.” Those 
strange fanatics who ostentatiously mortify themselves, inwardly and outwardly, 
with health biscuits and health garments, battened aggressively on the new food. 
Earnest, spectacled young men devoured it on the steps of the National Liberal 
Club. A bishop who did not believe in a future state preached against the poster, 
and a peer’s daughter died from eating too much of the compound. A further 
advertisement was obtained when an infantry regiment mutinied and shot its 
officers rather than eat the nauseous mess; fortunately, Lord Birrell of 
Blatherstone, who was War Minister at the moment, saved the situation by his 
happy epigram, that “Discipline to be effective must be optional.” 

Filboid Studge had become a household word, but Dullamy wisely realized 
that it was not necessarily the last word in breakfast dietary; its supremacy 
would be challenged as soon as some yet more unpalatable food should be put 


on the market. There might even be a reaction in favour of something tasty and 
appetizing, and the Puritan austerity of the moment might be banished from 
domestic cookery. At an opportune moment, therefore, he sold out his interests 
in the article which had brought him in colossal wealth at a critical juncture, and 
placed his financial reputation beyond the reach of cavil. As for Leonore, who 
was now an heiress on a far greater scale than ever before, he naturally found her 
something a vast deal higher in the husband market than a two-hundred-a-year 
poster designer. Mark Spayley, the brainmouse who had helped the financial lion 
with such untoward effect, was left to curse the day he produced the wonder- 
working poster. 

“After all,” said Clovis, meeting him shortly afterwards at his club, “you have 
this doubtful consolation, that ’tis not in mortals to countermand success.” 


THE MUSIC ON THE HILL 


Sylvia Seltoun ate her breakfast in the morning-room at Yessney with a pleasant 
sense of ultimate victory, such as a fervent Ironside might have permitted 
himself on the morrow of Worcester fight. She was scarcely pugnacious by 
temperament, but belonged to that more successful class of fighters who are 
pugnacious by circumstance. Fate had willed that her life should be occupied 
with a series of small struggles, usually with the odds slightly against her, and 
usually she had just managed to come through winning. And now she felt that 
she had brought her hardest and certainly her most important struggle to a 
successful issue. To have married Mortimer Seltoun, “Dead Mortimer” as his 
more intimate enemies called him, in the teeth of the cold hostility of his family, 
and in spite of his unaffected indifference to women, was indeed an achievement 
that had needed some determination and adroitness to carry through; yesterday 
she had brought her victory to its concluding stage by wrenching her husband 
away from Town and its group of satellite watering-places and “settling him 
down,” in the vocabulary of her kind, in this remote wood-girt manor farm 
which was his country house. 

“You will never get Mortimer to go,” his mother had said carpingly, “but if 
he once goes he’ll stay; Yessney throws almost as much a spell over him as 
Town does. One can understand what holds him to Town, but Yessney—” and 
the dowager had shrugged her shoulders. 

There was a sombre almost savage wildness about Yessney that was certainly 
not likely to appeal to town-bred tastes, and Sylvia, notwithstanding her name, 
was accustomed to nothing much more sylvan than “leafy Kensington.” She 
looked on the country as something excellent and wholesome in its way, which 
was apt to become troublesome if you encouraged it overmuch. Distrust of town- 
life had been a new thing with her, born of her marriage with Mortimer, and she 
had watched with satisfaction the gradual fading of what she called “the Jermyn- 
street-look” in his eyes as the woods and heather of Yessney had closed in on 
them yesternight. Her will-power and strategy had prevailed; Mortimer would 
stay. 

Outside the morning-room windows was a triangular slope of turf, which the 
indulgent might call a lawn, and beyond its low hedge of neglected fuchsia 
bushes a steeper slope of heather and bracken dropped down into cavernous 
combes overgrown with oak and yew. In its wild open savagery there seemed a 
stealthy linking of the joy of life with the terror of unseen things. Sylvia smiled 


complacently as she gazed with a School-of-Art appreciation at the landscape, 
and then of a sudden she almost shuddered. 

“Tt is very wild,” she said to Mortimer, who had joined her; “one could almost 
think that in such a place the worship of Pan had never quite died out.” 

“The worship of Pan never has died out,” said Mortimer. “Other newer gods 
have drawn aside his votaries from time to time, but he is the Nature-God to 
whom all must come back at last. He has been called the Father of all the Gods, 
but most of his children have been stillborn.” 

Sylvia was religious in an honest vaguely devotional kind of way, and did not 
like to hear her beliefs spoken of as mere aftergrowths, but it was at least 
something new and hopeful to hear Dead Mortimer speak with such energy and 
conviction on any subject. 

“You don’t really believe in Pan?” she asked incredulously. 

“Tve been a fool in most things,” said Mortimer quietly, “but I’m not such a 
fool as not to believe in Pan when I’m down here. And if you’re wise you won’t 
disbelieve in him too boastfully while you’re in his country.” 

It was not till a week later, when Sylvia had exhausted the attractions of the 
woodland walks round Yessney, that she ventured on a tour of inspection of the 
farm buildings. A farmyard suggested in her mind a scene of cheerful bustle, 
with churns and flails and smiling dairymaids, and teams of horses drinking 
knee-deep in duck-crowded ponds. As she wandered among the gaunt grey 
buildings of Yessney manor farm her first impression was one of crushing 
stillness and desolation, as though she had happened on some lone deserted 
homestead long given over to owls and cobwebs; then came a sense of furtive 
watchful hostility, the same shadow of unseen things that seemed to lurk in the 
wooded combes and coppices. From behind heavy doors and shuttered windows 
came the restless stamp of hoof or rasp of chain halter, and at times a muffled 
bellow from some stalled beast. From a distant corner a shaggy dog watched her 
with intent unfriendly eyes; as she drew near it slipped quietly into its kennel, 
and slipped out again as noiselessly when she had passed by. A few hens, 
questing for food under a rick, stole away under a gate at her approach. Sylvia 
felt that if she had come across any human beings in this wilderness of barn and 
byre they would have fled wraith-like from her gaze. At last, turning a corner 
quickly, she came upon a living thing that did not fly from her. Astretch in a 
pool of mud was an enormous sow, gigantic beyond the town-woman’s wildest 
computation of swine-flesh, and speedily alert to resent and if necessary repel 
the unwonted intrusion. It was Sylvia’s turn to make an unobtrusive retreat. As 
she threaded her way past rickyards and cowsheds and long blank walls, she 
started suddenly at a strange sound — the echo of a boy’s laughter, golden and 


equivocal. Jan, the only boy employed on the farm, a towheaded, wizen-faced 
yokel, was visibly at work on a potato clearing half-way up the nearest hill-side, 
and Mortimer, when questioned, knew of no other probable or possible begetter 
of the hidden mockery that had ambushed Sylvia’s retreat. The memory of that 
untraceable echo was added to her other impressions of a furtive sinister 
“something” that hung around Yessney. 

Of Mortimer she saw very little; farm and woods and trout-streams seemed to 
swallow him up from dawn till dusk. Once, following the direction she had seen 
him take in the morning, she came to an open space in a nut copse, further shut 
in by huge yew trees, in the centre of which stood a stone pedestal surmounted 
by a small bronze figure of a youthful Pan. It was a beautiful piece of 
workmanship, but her attention was chiefly held by the fact that a newly cut 
bunch of grapes had been placed as an offering at its feet. Grapes were none too 
plentiful at the manor house, and Sylvia snatched the bunch angrily from the 
pedestal. Contemptuous annoyance dominated her thoughts as she strolled 
slowly homeward, and then gave way to a sharp feeling of something that was 
very near fright; across a thick tangle of undergrowth a boy’s face was scowling 
at her, brown and beautiful, with unutterably evil eyes. It was a lonely pathway, 
all pathways round Yessney were lonely for the matter of that, and she sped 
forward without waiting to give a closer scrutiny to this sudden apparition. It 
was not till she had reached the house that she discovered that she had dropped 
the bunch of grapes in her flight. 

“I saw a youth in the wood to-day,” she told Mortimer that evening, “brown- 
faced and rather handsome, but a scoundrel to look at. A gipsy lad, I suppose.” 

“A reasonable theory,” said Mortimer, “only there aren’t any gipsies in these 
parts at present.” 

“Then who was he?” asked Sylvia, and as Mortimer appeared to have no 
theory of his own, she passed on to recount her finding of the votive offering. 

“T suppose it was your doing,” she observed; “it’s a harmless piece of lunacy, 
but people would think you dreadfully silly if they knew of it.” 

“Did you meddle with it in any way?” asked Mortimer. 

“I — I threw the grapes away. It seemed so silly,” said Sylvia, watching 
Mortimer’s impassive face for a sign of annoyance. 

“I don’t think you were wise to do that,” he said reflectively. “I’ve heard it 
said that the Wood Gods are rather horrible to those who molest them.” 

“Horrible perhaps to those that believe in them, but you see I don’t,” retorted 
Sylvia. 

“All the same,” said Mortimer in his even, dispassionate tone, “I should avoid 
the woods and orchards if I were you, and give a wide berth to the horned beasts 


on the farm.” 

It was all nonsense, of course, but in that lonely wood-girt spot nonsense 
seemed able to rear a bastard brood of uneasiness. 

“Mortimer,” said Sylvia suddenly, “I think we will go back to Town some 
time soon.” 

Her victory had not been so complete as she had supposed; it had carried her 
on to ground that she was already anxious to quit. 

“T don’t think you will ever go back to Town,” said Mortimer. He seemed to 
be paraphrasing his mother’s prediction as to himself. 

Sylvia noted with dissatisfaction and some self-contempt that the course of 
her next afternoon’s ramble took her instinctively clear of the network of woods. 
As to the horned cattle, Mortimer’s warning was scarcely needed, for she had 
always regarded them as of doubtful neutrality at the best: her imagination 
unsexed the most matronly dairy cows and turned them into bulls liable to “see 
red” at any moment. The ram who fed in the narrow paddock below the orchards 
she had adjudged, after ample and cautious probation, to be of docile temper; to- 
day, however, she decided to leave his docility untested, for the usually tranquil 
beast was roaming with every sign of restlessness from corner to corner of his 
meadow. A low, fitful piping, as of some reedy flute, was coming from the depth 
of a neighbouring copse, and there seemed to be some subtle connection 
between the animal’s restless pacing and the wild music from the wood. Sylvia 
turned her steps in an upward direction and climbed the heather-clad slopes that 
stretched in rolling shoulders high above Yessney. She had left the piping notes 
behind her, but across the wooded combes at her feet the wind brought her 
another kind of music, the straining bay of hounds in full chase. Yessney was 
just on the outskirts of the Devon-and-Somerset country, and the hunted deer 
sometimes came that way. Sylvia could presently see a dark body, breasting hill 
after hill, and sinking again and again out of sight as he crossed the combes, 
while behind him steadily swelled that relentless chorus, and she grew tense with 
the excited sympathy that one feels for any hunted thing in whose capture one is 
not directly interested. And at last he broke through the outermost line of oak 
scrub and fern and stood panting in the open, a fat September stag carrying a 
well-furnished head. His obvious course was to drop down to the brown pools of 
Undercombe, and thence make his way towards the red deer’s favoured 
sanctuary, the sea. To Sylvia’s surprise, however, he turned his head to the 
upland slope and came lumbering resolutely onward over the heather. “It will be 
dreadful,” she thought, “the hounds will pull him down under my very eyes.” 
But the music of the pack seemed to have died away for a moment, and in its 
place she heard again that wild piping, which rose now on this side, now on that, 


as though urging the failing stag to a final effort. Sylvia stood well aside from 
his path, half hidden in a thick growth of whortle bushes, and watched him 
swing stiffly upward, his flanks dark with sweat, the coarse hair on his neck 
showing light by contrast. The pipe music shrilled suddenly around her, seeming 
to come from the bushes at her very feet, and at the same moment the great beast 
slewed round and bore directly down upon her. In an instant her pity for the 
hunted animal was changed to wild terror at her own danger; the thick heather 
roots mocked her scrambling efforts at flight, and she looked frantically 
downward for a glimpse of oncoming hounds. The huge antler spikes were 
within a few yards of her, and in a flash of numbing fear she remembered 
Mortimer’s warning, to beware of horned beasts on the farm. And then with a 
quick throb of joy she saw that she was not alone; a human figure stood a few 
paces aside, knee-deep in the whortle bushes. 

“Drive it off!” she shrieked. But the figure made no answering movement. 

The antlers drove straight at her breast, the acrid smell of the hunted animal 
was in her nostrils, but her eyes were filled with the horror of something she saw 
other than her oncoming death. And in her ears rang the echo of a boy’s 
laughter, golden and equivocal. 


THE STORY OF ST. VESPALUUS 


“Tell me a story,” said the Baroness, staring out despairingly at the rain; it was 
that light, apologetic sort of rain that looks as if it was going to leave off every 
minute and goes on for the greater part of the afternoon. 

“What sort of story?” asked Clovis, giving his croquet mallet a valedictory 
shove into retirement. 

“One just true enough to be interesting and not true enough to be tiresome,” 
said the Baroness. 

Clovis rearranged several cushions to his personal solace and satisfaction; he 
knew that the Baroness liked her guests to be comfortable, and he thought it 
right to respect her wishes in that particular. 

“Have I ever told you the story of Saint Vespaluus?” he asked. 

“You’ve told me stories about grand-dukes and lion-tamers and financiers’ 
widows and a postmaster in Herzegovina,” said the Baroness, “and about an 
Italian jockey and an amateur governess who went to Warsaw, and several about 
your mother, but certainly never anything about a saint.” 

“This story happened a long while ago,” he said, “in those uncomfortable 
piebald times when a third of the people were Pagan, and a third Christian, and 
the biggest third of all just followed whichever religion the Court happened to 
profess. There was a certain king called Hkrikros, who had a fearful temper and 
no immediate successor in his own family; his married sister, however, had 
provided him with a large stock of nephews from which to select his heir. And 
the most eligible and royally-approved of all these nephews was the sixteen- 
year-old Vespaluus. He was the best looking, and the best horseman and javelin- 
thrower, and had that priceless princely gift of being able to walk past a 
supplicant with an air of not having seen him, but would certainly have given 
something if he had. My mother has that gift to a certain extent; she can go 
smilingly and financially unscathed through a charity bazaar, and meet the 
organizers next day with a solicitous ‘had I but known you were in need of 
funds’ air that is really rather a triumph in audacity. Now Hkrikros was a Pagan 
of the first water, and kept the worship of the sacred serpents, who lived in a 
hallowed grove on a hill near the royal palace, up to a high pitch of enthusiasm. 
The common people were allowed to please themselves, within certain discreet 
limits, in the matter of private religion, but any official in the service of the 
Court who went over to the new cult was looked down on, literally as well as 
metaphorically, the looking down being done from the gallery that ran round the 
royal bear-pit. Consequently there was considerable scandal and consternation 


when the youthful Vespaluus appeared one day at a Court function with a rosary 
tucked into his belt, and announced in reply to angry questionings that he had 
decided to adopt Christianity, or at any rate to give it a trial. If it had been any of 
the other nephews the king would possibly have ordered something drastic in the 
way of scourging and banishment, but in the case of the favoured Vespaluus he 
determined to look on the whole thing much as a modern father might regard the 
announced intention of his son to adopt the stage as a profession. He sent 
accordingly for the Royal Librarian. The royal library in those days was not a 
very extensive affair, and the keeper of the king’s books had a great deal of 
leisure on his hands. Consequently he was in frequent demand for the settlement 
of other people’s affairs when these strayed beyond normal limits and got 
temporarily unmanageable. 

““You must reason with Prince Vespaluus,’ said the king, ‘and impress on 
him the error of his ways. We cannot have the heir to the throne setting such a 
dangerous example.’ 

“But where shall I find the necessary arguments?’ asked the Librarian. 

“I give you free leave to pick and choose your arguments in the royal woods 
and coppices,’ said the king; ‘if you cannot get together some cutting 
observations and stinging retorts suitable to the occasion you are a person of 
very poor resource.’ 

“So the Librarian went into the woods and gathered a goodly selection of 
highly argumentative rods and switches, and then proceeded to reason with 
Vespaluus on the folly and iniquity and above all the unseemliness of his 
conduct. His reasoning left a deep impression on the young prince, an 
impression which lasted for many weeks, during which time nothing more was 
heard about the unfortunate lapse into Christianity. Then a further scandal of the 
same nature agitated the Court. At a time when he should have been engaged in 
audibly invoking the gracious protection and patronage of the holy serpents, 
Vespaluus was heard singing a chant in honour of St. Odilo of Cluny. The king 
was furious at this new outbreak, and began to take a gloomy view of the 
situation; Vespaluus was evidently going to show a dangerous obstinacy in 
persisting in his heresy. And yet there was nothing in his appearance to justify 
such perverseness; he had not the pale eye of the fanatic or the mystic look of the 
dreamer. On the contrary, he was quite the best-looking boy at Court; he had an 
elegant, well-knit figure, a healthy complexion, eyes the colour of very ripe 
mulberries, and dark hair, smooth and very well cared for.” 

“Tt sounds like a description of what you imagine yourself to have been like at 
the age of sixteen,” said the Baroness. 


“My mother has probably been showing you some of my early photographs,” 
said Clovis. Having turned the sarcasm into a compliment, he resumed his story. 

“The king had Vespaluus shut up in a dark tower for three days, with nothing 
but bread and water to live on, the squealing and fluttering of bats to listen to, 
and drifting clouds to watch through one little window slit. The anti-Pagan 
section of the community began to talk portentously of the boy-martyr. The 
martyrdom was mitigated, as far as the food was concerned, by the carelessness 
of the tower warden, who once or twice left a portion of his own supper of 
broiled meat and fruit and wine by mistake in the prince’s cell. After the 
punishment was over, Vespaluus was closely watched for any further symptom 
of religious perversity, for the king was determined to stand no more opposition 
on so important a matter, even from a favourite nephew. If there was any more 
of this nonsense, he said, the succession to the throne would have to be altered. 

“For a time all went well; the festival of summer sports was approaching, and 
the young Vespaluus was too engrossed in wrestling and foot-running and 
javelin-throwing competitions to bother himself with the strife of conflicting 
religious systems. Then, however, came the great culminating feature of the 
summer festival, the ceremonial dance round the grove of the sacred serpents, 
and Vespaluus, as we should say, ‘sat it out.” The affront to the State religion 
was too public and ostentatious to be overlooked, even if the king had been so 
minded, and he was not in the least so minded. For a day and a half he sat apart 
and brooded, and every one thought he was debating within himself the question 
of the young prince’s death or pardon; as a matter of fact he was merely thinking 
out the manner of the boy’s death. As the thing had to be done, and was bound to 
attract an enormous amount of public attention in any case, it was as well to 
make it as spectacular and impressive as possible. 

““Apart from his unfortunate taste in religions;’ said the king, ‘and his 
obstinacy in adhering to it, he is a sweet and pleasant youth, therefore it is meet 
and fitting that he should be done to death by the winged envoys of sweetness.’ 

““Your Majesty means — ?’ said the Royal Librarian. 

“T mean,’ said the king, ‘that he shall be stung to death by bees. By the royal 
bees, of course.’ 

““A most elegant death,’ said the Librarian. 

“Elegant and spectacular, and decidedly painful,’ said the king; ‘it fulfils all 
the conditions that could be wished for.’ 

“The king himself thought out all the details of the execution ceremony. 
Vespaluus was to be stripped of his clothes, his hands were to be bound behind 
him, and he was then to be slung in a recumbent position immediately above 
three of the largest of the royal beehives, so that the least movement of his body 


would bring him in jarring contact with them. The rest could be safely left to the 
bees. The death throes, the king computed, might last anything from fifteen to 
forty minutes, though there was division of opinion and considerable wagering 
among the other nephews as to whether death might not be almost instantaneous, 
or, on the other hand, whether it might not be deferred for a couple of hours. 
Anyway, they all agreed, it was vastly preferable to being thrown down into an 
evil smelling bear-pit and being clawed and mauled to death by imperfectly 
carnivorous animals. 

“Tt so happened, however, that the keeper of the royal hives had leanings 
towards Christianity himself, and moreover, like most of the Court officials, he 
was very much attached to Vespaluus. On the eve of the execution, therefore, he 
busied himself with removing the stings from all the royal bees; it was a long 
and delicate operation, but he was an expert bee-master, and by working hard 
nearly all night he succeeded in disarming all, or almost all, of the hive inmates.” 

“T didn’t know you could take the sting from a live bee,” said the Baroness 
incredulously. 

“Every profession has its secrets,” replied Clovis; “if it hadn’t it wouldn’t be 
a profession. Well, the moment for the execution arrived; the king and Court 
took their places, and accommodation was found for as many of the populace as 
wished to witness the unusual spectacle. Fortunately the royal bee-yard was of 
considerable dimensions, and was commanded, moreover, by the terraces that 
ran round the royal gardens; with a little squeezing and the erection of a few 
platforms room was found for everybody. Vespaluus was carried into the open 
space in front of the hives, blushing and slightly embarrassed, but not at all 
displeased at the attention which was being centred on him.” 

“He seems to have resembled you in more things than in appearance,” said 
the Baroness. 

“Don’t interrupt at a critical point in the story,” said Clovis. “As soon as he 
had been carefully adjusted in the prescribed position over the hives, and almost 
before the gaolers had time to retire to a safe distance, Vespaluus gave a lusty 
and well-aimed kick, which sent all three hives toppling one over another. The 
next moment he was wrapped from head to foot in bees; each individual insect 
nursed the dreadful and humiliating knowledge that in this supreme hour of 
catastrophe it could not sting, but each felt that it ought to pretend to. Vespaluus 
squealed and wriggled with laughter, for he was being tickled nearly to death, 
and now and again he gave a furious kick and used a bad word as one of the few 
bees that had escaped disarmament got its protest home. But the spectators saw 
with amazement that he showed no signs of approaching death agony, and as the 
bees dropped wearily away in clusters from his body his flesh was seen to be as 


white and smooth as before the ordeal, with a shiny glaze from the honey-smear 
of innumerable bee-feet, and here and there a small red spot where one of the 
rare stings had left its mark. It was obvious that a miracle had been performed in 
his favour, and one loud murmur, of astonishment or exultation, rose from the 
onlooking crowd. The king gave orders for Vespaluus to be taken down to await 
further orders, and stalked silently back to his midday meal, at which he was 
careful to eat heartily and drink copiously as though nothing unusual had 
happened. After dinner he sent for the Royal Librarian. 

““What is the meaning of this fiasco?’ he demanded. 

““Your Majesty,’ said that official, ‘either there is something radically wrong 
with the bees—’ 

“There is nothing wrong with my bees,’ said the king haughtily, ‘they are the 
best bees.’ 

“Or else,’ said the Librarian, ‘there is something irremediably right about 
Prince Vespaluus.’ 

“Tf Vespaluus is right I must be wrong,’ said the king. 

“The Librarian was silent for a moment. Hasty speech has been the downfall 
of many; ill-considered silence was the undoing of the luckless Court 
functionary. 

“Forgetting the restraint due to his dignity, and the golden rule which imposes 
repose of mind and body after a heavy meal, the king rushed upon the keeper of 
the royal books and hit him repeatedly and promiscuously over the head with an 
ivory chessboard, a pewter wine-flagon, and a brass candlestick; he knocked him 
violently and often against an iron torch sconce, and kicked him thrice round the 
banqueting chamber with rapid, energetic kicks. Finally, he dragged him down a 
long passage by the hair of his head and flung him out of a window into the 
courtyard below.” 

“Was he much hurt?” asked the Baroness. 

“More hurt than surprised,” said Clovis. You see, the king was notorious for 
his violent temper. However, this was the first time he had let himself go so 
unrestrainedly on the top of a heavy meal. The Librarian lingered for many days 
— in fact, for all I know, he may have ultimately recovered, but Hkrikros died 
that same evening. Vespaluus had hardly finished getting the honey stains off his 
body before a hurried deputation came to put the coronation oil on his head. And 
what with the publicly-witnessed miracle and the accession of a Christian 
sovereign, it was not surprising that there was a general scramble of converts to 
the new religion. A hastily consecrated bishop was overworked with a rush of 
baptisms in the hastily improvised Cathedral of St. Odilo. And the boy-martyr- 
that-might-have-been was transposed in the popular imagination into a royal 


boy-saint, whose fame attracted throngs of curious and devout sightseers to the 
capital. Vespaluus, who was busily engaged in organizing the games and athletic 
contests that were to mark the commencement of his reign, had no time to give 
heed to the religious fervour which was effervescing round his personality; the 
first indication he had of the existing state of affairs was when the Court 
Chamberlain (a recent and very ardent addition to the Christian community) 
brought for his approval the outlines of a projected ceremonial cutting-down of 
the idolatrous serpent-grove. 

““Your Majesty will be graciously pleased to cut down the first tree with a 
specially consecrated axe,’ said the obsequious official. 

“TPI cut off your head first, with any axe that comes handy,’ said Vespaluus 
indignantly; ‘do you suppose that I’m going to begin my reign by mortally 
affronting the sacred serpents? It would be most unlucky.’ 

““But your Majesty’s Christian principles?’ exclaimed the bewildered 
Chamberlain. 

“IT never had any,’ said Vespaluus; ‘I used to pretend to be a Christian 
convert just to annoy Hkrikros. He used to fly into such delicious tempers. And 
it was rather fun being whipped and scolded and shut up in a tower all for 
nothing. But as to turning Christian in real earnest, like you people seem to do, I 
couldn’t think of such a thing. And the holy and esteemed serpents have always 
helped me when I’ve prayed to them for success in my running and wrestling 
and hunting, and it was through their distinguished intercession that the bees 
were not able to hurt me with their stings. It would be black ingratitude, to turn 
against their worship at the very outset of my reign. I hate you for suggesting it.’ 

“The Chamberlain wrung his hands despairingly. 

“But, your Majesty,’ he wailed, ‘the people are reverencing you as a saint, 
and the nobles are being Christianized in batches, and neighbouring potentates of 
that Faith are sending special envoys to welcome you as a brother. There is some 
talk of making you the patron saint of beehives, and a certain shade of honey- 
yellow has been christened Vespaluusian gold at the Emperor’s Court. You can’t 
surely go back on all this.’ 

“T don’t mind being reverenced and greeted and honoured,’ said Vespaluus; 
‘I don’t even mind being sainted in moderation, as long as I’m not expected to 
be saintly as well. But I wish you clearly and finally to understand that I will 
NOT give up the worship of the august and auspicious serpents.’ 

“There was a world of unspoken bear-pit in the way he uttered those last 
words, and the mulberry-dark eyes flashed dangerously. 

“<A new reign,’ said the Chamberlain to himself, ‘but the same old temper.’ 


“Finally, as a State necessity, the matter of the religions was compromised. At 
stated intervals the king appeared before his subjects in the national cathedral in 
the character of St. Vespaluus, and the idolatrous grove was gradually pruned 
and lopped away till nothing remained of it. But the sacred and esteemed 
serpents were removed to a private shrubbery in the royal gardens, where 
Vespaluus the Pagan and certain members of his household devoutly and 
decently worshipped them. That possibly is the reason why the boy-king’s 
success in sports and hunting never deserted him to the end of his days, and that 
is also the reason why, in spite of the popular veneration for his sanctity, he 
never received official canonization.” 

“Tt has stopped raining,” said the Baroness. 


THE WAY TO THE DAIRY 


The Baroness and Clovis sat in a much-frequented corner of the Park 
exchanging biographical confidences about the long succession of passers-by. 

“Who are those depressed-looking young women who have just gone by?” 
asked the Baroness; “they have the air of people who have bowed to destiny and 
are not quite sure whether the salute will be returned.” 

“Those,” said Clovis, “are the Brimley Bomefields. I dare say you would look 
depressed if you had been through their experiences.” 

“Tm always having depressing experiences;” said the Baroness, “but I never 
give them outward expression. It’s as bad as looking one’s age. Tell me about 
the Brimley Bomefields.” 

“Well,” said Clovis, “the beginning of their tragedy was that they found an 
aunt. The aunt had been there all the time, but they had very nearly forgotten her 
existence until a distant relative refreshed their memory by remembering her 
very distinctly in his will; it is wonderful what the force of example will 
accomplish. The aunt, who had been unobtrusively poor, became quite 
pleasantly rich, and the Brimley Bomefields grew suddenly concerned at the 
loneliness of her life and took her under their collective wings. She had as many 
wings around her at this time as one of those beast-things in Revelation.” 

“So far I don’t see any tragedy from the Brimley Bomefields’ point of view,” 
said the Baroness. 

“We haven’t got to it yet,” said Clovis. “The aunt had been used to living 
very simply, and had seen next to nothing of what we should consider life, and 
her nieces didn’t encourage her to do much in the way of making a splash with 
her money. Quite a good deal of it would come to them at her death, and she was 
a fairly old woman, but there was one circumstance which cast a shadow of 
gloom over the satisfaction they felt in the discovery and acquisition of this 
desirable aunt: she openly acknowledged that a comfortable slice of her little 
fortune would go to a nephew on the other side of her family. He was rather a 
deplorable thing in rotters, and quite hopelessly top-hole in the way of getting 
through money, but he had been more or less decent to the old lady in her 
unremembered days, and she wouldn’t hear anything against him. At least, she 
wouldn’t pay any attention to what she did hear, but her nieces took care that she 
should have to listen to a good deal in that line. It seemed such a pity, they said 
among themselves, that good money should fall into such worthless hands. They 
habitually spoke of their aunt’s money as ‘good money,’ as though other 
people’s aunts dabbled for the most part in spurious currency. 


“Regularly after the Derby, St. Leger, and other notable racing events they 
indulged in audible speculations as to how much money Roger had squandered 
in unfortunate betting transactions. 

““His travelling expenses must come to a big sum,’ said the eldest Brimley 
Bomefield one day; ‘they say he attends every race-meeting in England, besides 
others abroad. I shouldn’t wonder if he went all the way to India to see the race 
for the Calcutta Sweepstake that one hears so much about.’ 

“Travel enlarges the mind, my dear Christine,’ said her aunt. 

“Yes, dear aunt, travel undertaken in the right spirit,’ agreed Christine; ‘but 
travel pursued merely as a means towards gambling and extravagant living is 
more likely to contract the purse than to enlarge the mind. However, as long as 
Roger enjoys himself, I suppose he doesn’t care how fast or unprofitably the 
money goes, or where he is to find more. It seems a pity, that’s all.’ 

“The aunt by that time had begun to talk of something else, and it was 
doubtful if Christine’s moralizing had been even accorded a hearing. It was her 
remark, however — the aunt’s remark, I mean — about travel enlarging the 
mind, that gave the youngest Brimley Bomefield her great idea for the showing- 
up of Roger. 

“Tf aunt could only be taken somewhere to see him gambling and throwing 
away money,’ she said, ‘it would open her eyes to his character more effectually 
than anything we can say.’ 

““My dear Veronique,’ said her sisters, ‘we can’t go following him to race- 
meetings.’ 

“Certainly not to race-meetings,’ said Veronique, ‘but we might go to some 
place where one can look on at gambling without taking part in it.’ 

“‘Do you mean Monte Carlo?’ they asked her, beginning to jump rather at the 
idea. 

““Monte Carlo is a long way off, and has a dreadful reputation,’ said 
Veronique; ‘I shouldn’t like to tell our friends that we were going to Monte 
Carlo. But I believe Roger usually goes to Dieppe about this time of year, and 
some quite respectable English people go there, and the journey wouldn’t be 
expensive. If aunt could stand the Channel crossing the change of scene might 
do her a lot of good.’ 

“And that was how the fateful idea came to the Brimley Bomefields. 

“From the very first set-off disaster hung over the expedition, as they 
afterwards remembered. To begin with, all the Brimley Bomefields were 
extremely unwell during the crossing, while the aunt enjoyed the sea air and 
made friends with all manner of strange travelling companions. Then, although it 
was many years since she had been on the Continent, she had served a very 


practical apprenticeship there as a paid companion, and her knowledge of 
colloquial French beat theirs to a standstill. It became increasingly difficult to 
keep under their collective wings a person who knew what she wanted and was 
able to ask for it and to see that she got it. Also, as far as Roger was concerned, 
they drew Dieppe blank; it turned out that he was staying at Pourville, a little 
watering-place a mile or two further west. The Brimley Bomefields discovered 
that Dieppe was too crowded and frivolous, and persuaded the old lady to 
migrate to the comparative seclusion of Pourville. 

“You won’t find it dull, you know,’ they assured her; ‘there is a little casino 
attached to the hotel, and you can watch the people dancing and throwing away 
their money at PETITS CHEVAUX.’ 

“Tt was just before PETITS CHEVAUX had been supplanted by BOULE. 

“Roger was not staying in the same hotel, but they knew that the casino 
would be certain of his patronage on most afternoons and evenings. 

“On the first evening of their visit they wandered into the casino after a fairly 
early dinner, and hovered near the tables. Bertie van Tahn was staying there at 
the time, and he described the whole incident to me. The Brimley Bomefields 
kept a furtive watch on the doors as though they were expecting some one to 
turn up, and the aunt got more and more amused and interested watching the 
little horses whirl round and round the board. 

““Do you know, poor little number eight hasn’t won for the last thirty-two 
times,’ she said to Christine; ‘I’ve been keeping count. I shall really have to put 
five francs on him to encourage him.’ 

““Come and watch the dancing, dear,’ said Christine nervously. It was 
scarcely a part of their strategy that Roger should come in and find the old lady 
backing her fancy at the PETITS CHEVAUX table. 

“Just wait while I put five francs on number eight,’ said the aunt, and in 
another moment her money was lying on the table. The horses commenced to 
move round, it was a slow race this time, and number eight crept up at the finish 
like some crafty demon and placed his nose just a fraction in front of number 
three, who had seemed to be winning easily. Recourse had to be had to 
measurement, and the number eight was proclaimed the winner. The aunt picked 
up thirty-five francs. After that the Brimley Bomefields would have had to have 
used concerted force to get her away from the tables. When Roger appeared on 
the scene she was fifty-two francs to the good; her nieces were hovering 
forlornly in the background, like chickens that have been hatched out by a duck 
and are despairingly watching their parent disporting herself in a dangerous and 
uncongenial element. The supper-party which Roger insisted on standing that 
night in honour of his aunt and the three Miss Brimley Bomefields was 


remarkable for the unrestrained gaiety of two of the participants and the funereal 
mirthlessness of the remaining guests. 

“I do not think,’ Christine confided afterwards to a friend, who re-confided it 
to Bertie van Tahn, ‘that I shall ever be able to touch PATE DE FOIE GRAS 
again. It would bring back memories of that awful evening.’ 

“For the next two or three days the nieces made plans for returning to 
England or moving on to some other resort where there was no casino. The aunt 
was busy making a system for winning at PETITS CHEVAUX. Number eight, 
her first love, had been running rather unkindly for her, and a series of plunges 
on number five had turned out even worse. 

““Do you know, I dropped over seven hundred francs at the tables this 
afternoon,’ she announced cheerfully at dinner on the fourth evening of their 
visit. 

“Aunt! Twenty-eight pounds! And you were losing last night too.’ 

“Oh, I shall get it all back,’ she said optimistically; ‘but not here. These silly 
little horses are no good. I shall go somewhere where one can play comfortably 
at roulette. You needn’t look so shocked. I’ve always felt that, given the 
opportunity, I should be an inveterate gambler, and now you darlings have put 
the opportunity in my way. I must drink your very good healths. Waiter, a bottle 
of PONTET CANET. Ah, it’s number seven on the wine list; I shall plunge on 
number seven to-night. It won four times running this afternoon when I was 
backing that silly number five.’ 

“Number seven was not in a winning mood that evening. The Brimley 
Bomefields, tired of watching disaster from a distance, drew near to the table 
where their aunt was now an honoured habituée, and gazed mournfully at the 
successive victories of one and five and eight and four, which swept ‘good 
money’ out of the purse of seven’s obstinate backer. The day’s losses totalled 
something very near two thousand francs. 

“You incorrigible gamblers,’ said Roger chaffingly to them, when he found 
them at the tables. 

““We are not gambling,’ said Christine freezingly; ‘we are looking on.’ 

“TI DON’T think,’ said Roger knowingly; ‘of course you’re a syndicate and 
aunt is putting the stakes on for all of you. Anyone can tell by your looks when 
the wrong horse wins that you’ve got a stake on.’ 

“Aunt and nephew had supper alone that night, or at least they would have if 
Bertie hadn’t joined them; all the Brimley Bomefields had headaches. 

“The aunt carried them all off to Dieppe the next day and set cheerily about 
the task of winning back some of her losses. Her luck was variable; in fact, she 
had some fair streaks of good fortune, just enough to keep her thoroughly 


amused with her new distraction; but on the whole she was a loser. The Brimley 
Bomefields had a collective attack of nervous prostration on the day when she 
sold out a quantity of shares in Argentine rails. ‘Nothing will ever bring that 
money back,’ they remarked lugubriously to one another. 

“Veronique at last could bear it no longer, and went home; you see, it had 
been her idea to bring the aunt on this disastrous expedition, and though the 
others did not cast the fact verbally in her face, there was a certain lurking 
reproach in their eyes which was harder to meet than actual upbraidings. The 
other two remained behind, forlornly mounting guard over their aunt until such 
time as the waning of the Dieppe season should at last turn her in the direction of 
home and safety. They made anxious calculations as to how little ‘good money’ 
might, with reasonable luck, be squandered in the meantime. Here, however, 
their reckoning went far astray; the close of the Dieppe season merely turned 
their aunt’s thoughts in search of some other convenient gambling resort. ‘Show 
a cat the way to the dairy—’ I forget how the proverb goes on, but it summed up 
the situation as far as the Brimley Bomefields’ aunt was concerned. She had 
been introduced to unexplored pleasures, and found them greatly to her liking, 
and she was in no hurry to forgo the fruits of her newly acquired knowledge. 
You see, for the first time in her life the old thing was thoroughly enjoying 
herself; she was losing money, but she had plenty of fun and excitement over the 
process, and she had enough left to do very comfortably on. Indeed, she was 
only just learning to understand the art of doing oneself well. She was a popular 
hostess, and in return her fellow-gamblers were always ready to entertain her to 
dinners and suppers when their luck was in. Her nieces, who still remained in 
attendance on her, with the pathetic unwillingness of a crew to leave a 
foundering treasure ship which might yet be steered into port, found little 
pleasure in these Bohemian festivities; to see ‘good money’ lavished on good 
living for the entertainment of a nondescript circle of acquaintances who were 
not likely to be in any way socially useful to them, did not attune them to a spirit 
of revelry. They contrived, whenever possible, to excuse themselves from 
participation in their aunt’s deplored gaieties; the Brimley Bomefield headaches 
became famous. 

“And one day the nieces came to the conclusion that, as they would have 
expressed it, ‘no useful purpose would be served’ by their continued attendance 
on a relative who had so thoroughly emancipated herself from the sheltering 
protection of their wings. The aunt bore the announcement of their departure 
with a cheerfulness that was almost disconcerting. 

“*Tt’s time you went home and had those headaches seen to by a specialist,’ 
was her comment on the situation. 


“The homeward journey of the Brimley Bomefields was a veritable retreat 
from Moscow, and what made it the more bitter was the fact that the Moscow, in 
this case, was not overwhelmed with fire and ashes, but merely extravagantly 
over-illuminated. 

“From mutual friends and acquaintances they sometimes get glimpses of their 
prodigal relative, who has settled down into a confirmed gambling maniac, 
living on such salvage of income as obliging moneylenders have left at her 
disposal. 

“So you need not be surprised,” concluded Clovis, “if they do wear a 
depressed look in public.” 

“Which is Veronique?” asked the Baroness. 

“The most depressed-looking of the three,” said Clovis. 


THE PEACE OFFERING 


“T want you to help me in getting up a dramatic entertainment of some sort,” said 
the Baroness to Clovis. “You see, there’s been an election petition down here, 
and a member unseated and no end of bitterness and ill-feeling, and the County 
is socially divided against itself. I thought a play of some kind would be an 
excellent opportunity for bringing people together again, and giving them 
something to think of besides tiresome political squabbles.” 

The Baroness was evidently ambitious of reproducing beneath her own roof 
the pacifying effects traditionally ascribed to the celebrated Reel of 
Tullochgorum. 

“We might do something on the lines of Greek tragedy,” said Clovis, after 
due reflection; “the Return of Agamemnon, for instance.” 

The Baroness frowned. 

“It sounds rather reminiscent of an election result, doesn’t it?” 

“Tt wasn’t that sort of return,” explained Clovis; “it was a home-coming.” 

“T thought you said it was a tragedy.” 

“Well, it was. He was killed in his bathroom, you know.” 

“Oh, now I know the story, of course. Do you want me to take the part of 
Charlotte Corday?” 

“That’s a different story and a different century,” said Clovis; “the dramatic 
unities forbid one to lay a scene in more than one century at a time. The killing 
in this case has to be done by Clytemnestra.” 

“Rather a pretty name. Pll do that part. I suppose you want to be Aga — 
whatever his name is?” 

“Dear no. Agamemnon was the father of grown-up children, and probably 
wore a beard and looked prematurely aged. I shall be his charioteer or bath- 
attendant, or something decorative of that kind. We must do everything in the 
Sumurun manner, you know.” 

“I don’t know,” said the Baroness; “at least, I should know better if you 
would explain exactly what you mean by the Sumurun manner.” 

Clovis obliged: “Weird music, and exotic skippings and flying leaps, and lots 
of drapery and undrapery. Particularly undrapery.” 

“T think I told you the County are coming. The County won’t stand anything 
very Greek.” 

“You can get over any objection by calling it Hygiene, or limb-culture, or 
something of that sort. After all, every one exposes their insides to the public 
gaze and sympathy nowadays, so why not one’s outside?” 


“My dear boy, I can ask the County to a Greek play, or to a costume play, but 
to a Greek-costume play, never. It doesn’t do to let the dramatic instinct carry 
one too far; one must consider one’s environment. When one lives among 
greyhounds one should avoid giving life-like imitations of a rabbit, unless one 
want’s one’s head snapped off. Remember, I’ve got this place on a seven years’ 
lease. And then,” continued the Baroness, “as to skippings and flying leaps; I 
must ask Emily Dushford to take a part. She’s a dear good thing, and will do 
anything she’s told, or try to; but can you imagine her doing a flying leap under 
any circumstances?” 

“She can be Cassandra, and she need only take flying leaps into the future, in 
a metaphorical sense.” 

“Cassandra; rather a pretty name. What kind of character is she?” 

“She was a sort of advance-agent for calamities. To know her was to know 
the worst. Fortunately for the gaiety of the age she lived in, no one took her very 
seriously. Still, it must have been fairly galling to have her turning up after every 
catastrophe with a conscious air of ‘perhaps another time you’ll believe what I 
say.” 

“I should have wanted to kill her.” 

“As Clytemnestra I believe you gratify that very natural wish.” 

“Then it has a happy ending, in spite of it being a tragedy?” 

“Well, hardly,” said Clovis; “you see, the satisfaction of putting a violent end 
to Cassandra must have been considerably damped by the fact that she had 
foretold what was going to happen to her. She probably dies with an intensely 
irritating ‘what-did-I-tell-you’ smile on her lips. By the way, of course all the 
killing will be done in the Sumurun manner.” 

“Please explain again,” said the Baroness, taking out a notebook and pencil. 

“Little and often, you know, instead of one sweeping blow. You see, you are 
at your own home, so there’s no need to hurry over the murdering as though it 
were some disagreeable but necessary duty.” 

“And what sort of end do I have? I mean, what curtain do I get?” 

“I suppose you rush into your lover’s arms. That is where one of the flying 
leaps will come in.” 

The getting-up and rehearsing of the play seemed likely to cause, in a 
restricted area, nearly as much heart-burning and ill-feeling as the election 
petition. Clovis, as adapter and stage-manager, insisted, as far as he was able, on 
the charioteer being quite the most prominent character in the play, and his 
panther-skin tunic caused almost as much trouble and discussion as 
Clytemnestra’s spasmodic succession of lovers, who broke down on probation 
with alarming uniformity. When the cast was at length fixed beyond hope of 


reprieve matters went scarcely more smoothly. Clovis and the Baroness rather 
overdid the Sumurun manner, while the rest of the company could hardly be said 
to attempt it at all. As for Cassandra, who was expected to improvise her own 
prophecies, she appeared to be as incapable of taking flying leaps into futurity as 
of executing more than a severely plantigrade walk across the stage. 

“Woe! Trojans, woe to Troy!” was the most inspired remark she could 
produce after several hours of conscientious study of all the available authorities. 

“Its no earthly use foretelling the fall of Troy,” expostulated Clovis, 
“because Troy has fallen before the action of the play begins. And you mustn’t 
say too much about your own impending doom either, because that will give 
things away too much to the audience.” 

After several minutes of painful brain-searching, Cassandra smiled 
reassuringly. 

“I know. Pll predict a long and happy reign for George the Fifth.” 

“My dear girl,” protested Clovis, “have you reflected that Cassandra 
specialized in foretelling calamities?” 

There was another prolonged pause and another triumphant issue. 

“I know. Pl foretell a most disastrous season for the foxhounds.” 

“On no account,” entreated Clovis; “do remember that all Cassandra’s 
predictions came true. The M.F.H. and the Hunt Secretary are both awfully 
superstitious, and they are both going to be present.” 

Cassandra retreated hastily to her bedroom to bathe her eyes before appearing 
at tea. 

The Baroness and Clovis were by this time scarcely on speaking terms. Each 
sincerely wished their respective rôle to be the pivot round which the entire 
production should revolve, and each lost no opportunity for furthering the cause 
they had at heart. As fast as Clovis introduced some effective bit of business for 
the charioteer (and he introduced a great many), the Baroness would 
remorselessly cut it out, or more often dovetail it into her own part, while Clovis 
retaliated in a similar fashion whenever possible. The climax came when 
Clytemnestra annexed some highly complimentary lines, which were to have 
been addressed to the charioteer by a bevy of admiring Greek damsels, and put 
them into the mouth of her lover. Clovis stood by in apparent unconcern while 
the words: 

“Oh, lovely stripling, radiant as the dawn,” were transposed into: 

“Oh, Clytemnestra, radiant as the dawn,” but there was a dangerous glitter in 
his eye that might have given the Baroness warning. He had composed the verse 
himself, inspired and thoroughly carried away by his subject; he suffered, 
therefore, a double pang in beholding his tribute deflected from its destined 


object, and his words mutilated and twisted into what became an extravagant 
panegyric on the Baroness’s personal charms. It was from this moment that he 
became gentle and assiduous in his private coaching of Cassandra. 

The County, forgetting its dissensions, mustered in full strength to witness the 
much-talked-of production. The protective Providence that looks after little 
children and amateur theatricals made good its traditional promise that 
everything should be right on the night. The Baroness and Clovis seemed to have 
sunk their mutual differences, and between them dominated the scene to the 
partial eclipse of all the other characters, who, for the most part, seemed well 
content to remain in the shadow. Even Agamemnon, with ten years of strenuous 
life around Troy standing to his credit, appeared to be an unobtrusive personality 
compared with his flamboyant charioteer. But the moment came for Cassandra 
(who had been excused from any very definite outpourings during rehearsals) to 
support her rôle by delivering herself of a few well-chosen anticipations of 
pending misfortune. The musicians obliged with appropriately lugubrious 
wailings and thumpings, and the Baroness seized the opportunity to make a dash 
to the dressing-room to effect certain repairs in her make-up. Cassandra, nervous 
but resolute, came down to the footlights and, like one repeating a carefully 
learned lesson, flung her remarks straight at the audience: 

“I see woe for this fair country if the brood of corrupt, self-seeking, 
unscrupulous, unprincipled politicians” (here she named one of the two rival 
parties in the State) “continue to infest and poison our local councils and 
undermine our Parliamentary representation; if they continue to snatch votes by 
nefarious and discreditable means—” 

A humming as of a great hive of bewildered and affronted bees drowned her 
further remarks and wore down the droning of the musicians. The Baroness, who 
should have been greeted on her return to the stage with the pleasing invocation, 
“Oh, Clytemnestra, radiant as the dawn,” heard instead the imperious voice of 
Lady Thistledale ordering her carriage, and something like a storm of open 
discord going on at the back of the room. 


The social divisions in the County healed themselves after their own fashion; 
both parties found common ground in condemning the Baroness’s outrageously 
bad taste and tactlessness. 

She has been fortunate in sub-letting for the greater part of her seven years’ 
lease. 


THE PEACE OF MOWSLE BARTON 


Crefton Lockyer sat at his ease, an ease alike of body and soul, in the little patch 
of ground, half-orchard and half-garden, that abutted on the farmyard at Mowsle 
Barton. After the stress and noise of long years of city life, the repose and peace 
of the hill-begirt homestead struck on his senses with an almost dramatic 
intensity. Time and space seemed to lose their meaning and their abruptness; the 
minutes slid away into hours, and the meadows and fallows sloped away into 
middle distance, softly and imperceptibly. Wild weeds of the hedgerow straggled 
into the flower-garden, and wallflowers and garden bushes made counter-raids 
into farmyard and lane. Sleepy-looking hens and solemn preoccupied ducks 
were equally at home in yard, orchard, or roadway; nothing seemed to belong 
definitely to anywhere; even the gates were not necessarily to be found on their 
hinges. And over the whole scene brooded the sense of a peace that had almost a 
quality of magic in it. In the afternoon you felt that it had always been afternoon, 
and must always remain afternoon; in the twilight you knew that it could never 
have been anything else but twilight. Crefton Lockyer sat at his ease in the rustic 
seat beneath an old medlar tree, and decided that here was the life-anchorage that 
his mind had so fondly pictured and that latterly his tired and jarred senses had 
so often pined for. He would make a permanent lodging-place among these 
simple friendly people, gradually increasing the modest comforts with which he 
would like to surround himself, but falling in as much as possible with their 
manner of living. 

As he slowly matured this resolution in his mind an elderly woman came 
hobbling with uncertain gait through the orchard. He recognized her as a 
member of the farm household, the mother or possibly the mother-in-law of Mrs. 
Spurfield, his present landlady, and hastily formulated some pleasant remark to 
make to her. She forestalled him. 

“There’s a bit of writing chalked up on the door over yonder. What is it?” 

She spoke in a dull impersonal manner, as though the question had been on 
her lips for years and had best be got rid of. Her eyes, however, looked 
impatiently over Crefton’s head at the door of a small barn which formed the 
outpost of a straggling line of farm buildings. 

“Martha Pillamon is an old witch” was the announcement that met Crefton’s 
inquiring scrutiny, and he hesitated a moment before giving the statement wider 
publicity. For all he knew to the contrary, it might be Martha herself to whom he 
was speaking. It was possible that Mrs. Spurfield’s maiden name had been 


Pillamon. And the gaunt, withered old dame at his side might certainly fulfil 
local conditions as to the outward aspect of a witch. 

“Its something about some one called Martha Pillamon,” he explained 
cautiously. 

“What does it say?” 

“It’s very disrespectful,” said Crefton; “it says she’s a witch. Such things 
ought not to be written up.” 

“It’s true, every word of it,” said his listener with considerable satisfaction, 
adding as a special descriptive note of her own, “the old toad.” 

And as she hobbled away through the farmyard she shrilled out in her cracked 
voice, “Martha Pillamon is an old witch!” 

“Did you hear what she said?” mumbled a weak, angry voice somewhere 
behind Crefton’s shoulder. Turning hastily, he beheld another old crone, thin and 
yellow and wrinkled, and evidently in a high state of displeasure. Obviously this 
was Martha Pillamon in person. The orchard seemed to be a favourite 
promenade for the aged women of the neighbourhood. 

“Tis lies, ’tis sinful lies,” the weak voice went on. “’Tis Betsy Croot is the 
old witch. She an’ her daughter, the dirty rat. I’ll put a spell on ‘em, the old 
nuisances.” 

As she limped slowly away her eye caught the chalk inscription on the barn 
door. 

“What’s written up there?” she demanded, wheeling round on Crefton. 

“Vote for Soarker,” he responded, with the craven boldness of the practised 
peacemaker. 

The old woman grunted, and her mutterings and her faded red shawl lost 
themselves gradually among the tree-trunks. Crefton rose presently and made his 
way towards the farm-house. Somehow a good deal of the peace seemed to have 
slipped out of the atmosphere. 

The cheery bustle of tea-time in the old farm kitchen, which Crefton had 
found so agreeable on previous afternoons, seemed to have soured to-day into a 
certain uneasy melancholy. There was a dull, dragging silence around the board, 
and the tea itself, when Crefton came to taste it, was a flat, lukewarm concoction 
that would have driven the spirit of revelry out of a carnival. 

“It’s no use complaining of the tea,” said Mrs. Spurfield hastily, as her guest 
stared with an air of polite inquiry at his cup. “The kettle won’t boil, that’s the 
truth of it.” 

Crefton turned to the hearth, where an unusually fierce fire was banked up 
under a big black kettle, which sent a thin wreath of steam from its spout, but 
seemed otherwise to ignore the action of the roaring blaze beneath it. 


“It’s been there more than an hour, an’ boil it won’t,” said Mrs. Spurfield, 
adding, by way of complete explanation, “we’re bewitched.” 

“It’s Martha Pillamon as has done it,” chimed in the old mother; “P1 be even 
with the old toad. PI put a spell on her.” 

“Tt must boil in time,” protested Crefton, ignoring the suggestions of foul 
influences. “Perhaps the coal is damp.” 

“Tt won’t boil in time for supper, nor for breakfast to-morrow morning, not if 
you was to keep the fire a-going all night for it,” said Mrs. Spurfield. And it 
didn’t. The household subsisted on fried and baked dishes, and a neighbour 
obligingly brewed tea and sent it across in a moderately warm condition. 

“I suppose you’ll be leaving us, now that things has turned up 
uncomfortable,” Mrs. Spurfield observed at breakfast; “there are folks as deserts 
one as soon as trouble comes.” 

Crefton hurriedly disclaimed any immediate change of plans; he observed, 
however, to himself that the earlier heartiness of manner had in a large measure 
deserted the household. Suspicious looks, sulky silences, or sharp speeches had 
become the order of the day. As for the old mother, she sat about the kitchen or 
the garden all day, murmuring threats and spells against Martha Pillamon. There 
was something alike terrifying and piteous in the spectacle of these frail old 
morsels of humanity consecrating their last flickering energies to the task of 
making each other wretched. Hatred seemed to be the one faculty which had 
survived in undiminished vigour and intensity where all else was dropping into 
ordered and symmetrical decay. And the uncanny part of it was that some horrid 
unwholesome power seemed to be distilled from their spite and their cursings. 
No amount of sceptical explanation could remove the undoubted fact that neither 
kettle nor saucepan would come to boiling-point over the hottest fire. Crefton 
clung as long as possible to the theory of some defect in the coals, but a wood 
fire gave the same result, and when a small spirit-lamp kettle, which he ordered 
out by carrier, showed the same obstinate refusal to allow its contents to boil he 
felt that he had come suddenly into contact with some unguessed-at and very 
evil aspect of hidden forces. Miles away, down through an opening in the hills, 
he could catch glimpses of a road where motor-cars sometimes passed, and yet 
here, so little removed from the arteries of the latest civilization, was a bat- 
haunted old homestead, where something unmistakably like witchcraft seemed 
to hold a very practical sway. 

Passing out through the farm garden on his way to the lanes beyond, where he 
hoped to recapture the comfortable sense of peacefulness that was so lacking 
around house and hearth — especially hearth — Crefton came across the old 
mother, sitting mumbling to herself in the seat beneath the medlar tree. “Let un 


sink as swims, let un sink as swims,” she was, repeating over and over again, as 
a child repeats a half-learned lesson. And now and then she would break off into 
a shrill laugh, with a note of malice in it that was not pleasant to hear. Crefton 
was glad when he found himself out of earshot, in the quiet and seclusion of the 
deep overgrown lanes that seemed to lead away to nowhere; one, narrower and 
deeper than the rest, attracted his footsteps, and he was almost annoyed when he 
found that it really did act as a miniature roadway to a human dwelling. A 
forlorn-looking cottage with a scrap of ill-tended cabbage garden and a few aged 
apple trees stood at an angle where a swift flowing stream widened out for a 
space into a decent sized pond before hurrying away again through the willows 
that had checked its course. Crefton leaned against a tree-trunk and looked 
across the swirling eddies of the pond at the humble little homestead opposite 
him; the only sign of life came from a small procession of dingy-looking ducks 
that marched in single file down to the water’s edge. There is always something 
rather taking in the way a duck changes itself in an instant from a slow, clumsy 
waddler of the earth to a graceful, buoyant swimmer of the waters, and Crefton 
waited with a certain arrested attention to watch the leader of the file launch 
itself on to the surface of the pond. He was aware at the same time of a curious 
warning instinct that something strange and unpleasant was about to happen. The 
duck flung itself confidently forward into the water, and rolled immediately 
under the surface. Its head appeared for a moment and went under again, leaving 
a train of bubbles in its wake, while wings and legs churned the water in a 
helpless swirl of flapping and kicking. The bird was obviously drowning. 
Crefton thought at first that it had caught itself in some weeds, or was being 
attacked from below by a pike or water-rat. But no blood floated to the surface, 
and the wildly bobbing body made the circuit of the pond current without 
hindrance from any entanglement. A second duck had by this time launched 
itself into the pond, and a second struggling body rolled and twisted under the 
surface. There was something peculiarly piteous in the sight of the gasping beaks 
that showed now and again above the water, as though in terrified protest at this 
treachery of a trusted and familiar element. Crefton gazed with something like 
horror as a third duck poised itself on the bank and splashed in, to share the fate 
of the other two. He felt almost relieved when the remainder of the flock, taking 
tardy alarm from the commotion of the slowly drowning bodies, drew 
themselves up with tense outstretched necks, and sidled away from the scene of 
danger, quacking a deep note of disquietude as they went. At the same moment 
Crefton became aware that he was not the only human witness of the scene; a 
bent and withered old woman, whom he recognized at once as Martha Pillamon, 
of sinister reputation, had limped down the cottage path to the water’s edge, and 


was gazing fixedly at the gruesome whirligig of dying birds that went in horrible 
procession round the pool. Presently her voice rang out in a shrill note of 
quavering rage: 

Tis Betsy Croot adone it, the old rat. PII put a spell on her, see if I don’t.” 

Crefton slipped quietly away, uncertain whether or no the old woman had 
noticed his presence. Even before she had proclaimed the guiltiness of Betsy 
Croot, the latter’s muttered incantation “Let un sink as swims” had flashed 
uncomfortably across his mind. But it was the final threat of a retaliatory spell 
which crowded his mind with misgiving to the exclusion of all other thoughts or 
fancies. His reasoning powers could no longer afford to dismiss these old-wives’ 
threats as empty bickerings. The household at Mowsle Barton lay under the 
displeasure of a vindictive old woman who seemed able to materialize her 
personal spites in a very practical fashion, and there was no saying what form 
her revenge for three drowned ducks might not take. As a member of the 
household Crefton might find himself involved in some general and highly 
disagreeable visitation of Martha Pillamon’s wrath. Of course he knew that he 
was giving way to absurd fancies, but the behaviour of the spirit-lamp kettle and 
the subsequent scene at the pond had considerably unnerved him. And the 
vagueness of his alarm added to its terrors; when once you have taken the 
Impossible into your calculations its possibilities become practically limitless. 

Crefton rose at his usual early hour the next morning, after one of the least 
restful nights he had spent at the farm. His sharpened senses quickly detected 
that subtle atmosphere of things-being-not-altogether-well that hangs over a 
stricken household. The cows had been milked, but they stood huddled about in 
the yard, waiting impatiently to be driven out afield, and the poultry kept up an 
importunate querulous reminder of deferred feeding-time; the yard pump, which 
usually made discordant music at frequent intervals during the early morning, 
was to-day ominously silent. In the house itself there was a coming and going of 
scuttering footsteps, a rushing and dying away of hurried voices, and long, 
uneasy stillnesses. Crefton finished his dressing and made his way to the head of 
a narrow Staircase. He could hear a dull, complaining voice, a voice into which 
an awed hush had crept, and recognized the speaker as Mrs. Spurfield. 

“He’ll go away, for sure,” the voice was saying; “there are those as runs away 
from one as soon as real misfortune shows itself.” 

Crefton felt that he probably was one of “those,” and that there were moments 
when it was advisable to be true to type. 

He crept back to his room, collected and packed his few belongings, placed 
the money due for his lodgings on a table, and made his way out by a back door 
into the yard. A mob of poultry surged expectantly towards him; shaking off 


their interested attentions he hurried along under cover of cowstall, piggery, and 
hayricks till he reached the lane at the back of the farm. A few minutes’ walk, 
which only the burden of his portmanteaux restrained from developing into an 
undisguised run, brought him to a main road, where the early carrier soon 
overtook him and sped him onward to the neighbouring town. At a bend of the 
road he caught a last glimpse of the farm; the old gabled roofs and thatched 
barns, the straggling orchard, and the medlar tree, with its wooden seat, stood 
out with an almost spectral clearness in the early morning light, and over it all 
brooded that air of magic possession which Crefton had once mistaken for 
peace. 

The bustle and roar of Paddington Station smote on his ears with a welcome 
protective greeting. 

“Very bad for our nerves, all this rush and hurry,” said a fellow-traveller; 
“give me the peace and quiet of the country.” 

Crefton mentally surrendered his share of the desired commodity. A crowded, 
brilliantly over-lighted music-hall, where an exuberant rendering of “1812” was 
being given by a strenuous orchestra, came nearest to his ideal of a nerve 
sedative. 


THE TALKING-OUT OF TARRINGTON 


“Heavens!” exclaimed the aunt of Clovis, “here’s some one I know bearing 
down on us. I can’t remember his name, but he lunched with us once in Town. 
Tarrington — yes, that’s it. He’s heard of the picnic I’m giving for the Princess, 
and he’ll cling to me like a lifebelt till I give him an invitation; then he’! ask if 
he may bring all his wives and mothers and sisters with him. That’s the worst of 
these small watering-places; one can’t escape from anybody.” 

“TIl fight a rearguard action for you if you like to do a bolt now,” volunteered 
Clovis; “you’ve a clear ten yards start if you don’t lose time.” 

The aunt of Clovis responded gamely to the suggestion, and churned away 
like a Nile steamer, with a long brown ripple of Pekingese spaniel trailing in her 
wake. 

“Pretend you don’t know him,” was her parting advice, tinged with the 
reckless courage of the non-combatant. 

The next moment the overtures of an affably disposed gentleman were being 
received by Clovis with a “silent-upon-a-peak-in-Darien” stare which denoted an 
absence of all previous acquaintance with the object scrutinized. 

“T expect you don’t know me with my moustache,” said the new-comer; “I’ve 
only grown it during the last two months.” 

“On the contrary,” said Clovis, “the moustache is the only thing about you 
that seemed familiar to me. I felt certain that I had met it somewhere before.” 

“My name is Tarrington,” resumed the candidate for recognition. 

“A very useful kind of name,” said Clovis; “with a name of that sort no one 
would blame you if you did nothing in particular heroic or remarkable, would 
they? And yet if you were to raise a troop of light horse in a moment of national 
emergency, ‘Tarrington’s Light Horse’ would sound quite appropriate and pulse- 
quickening; whereas if you were called Spoopin, for instance, the thing would be 
out of the question. No one, even in a moment of national emergency, could 
possibly belong to Spoopin’s Horse.” 

The new-comer smiled weakly, as one who is not to be put off by mere 
flippancy, and began again with patient persistence: 

“T think you ought to remember my name—” 

“T shall,” said Clovis, with an air of immense sincerity. “My aunt was asking 
me only this morning to suggest names for four young owls she’s just had sent 
her as pets. I shall call them all Tarrington; then if one or two of them die or fly 
away, or leave us in any of the ways that pet owls are prone to, there will be 
always one or two left to carry on your name. And my aunt won’t LET me forget 


it; she will always be asking ‘Have the Tarringtons had their mice?’ and 
questions of that sort. She says if you keep wild creatures in captivity you ought 
to see after their wants, and of course she’s quite right there.” 

“I met you at luncheon at your aunt’s house once—” broke in Mr. Tarrington, 
pale but still resolute. 

“My aunt never lunches,” said Clovis; “she belongs to the National Anti- 
Luncheon League, which is doing quite a lot of good work in a quiet, 
unobtrusive way. A subscription of half a crown per quarter entitles you to go 
without ninety-two luncheons.” 

“This must be something new,” exclaimed Tarrington. 

“It’s the same aunt that I’ve always had,” said Clovis coldly. 

“I perfectly well remember meeting you at a luncheon-party given by your 
aunt,” persisted Tarrington, who was beginning to flush an unhealthy shade of 
mottled pink. 

“What was there for lunch?” asked Clovis. 

“Oh, well, I don’t remember that—” 

“How nice of you to remember my aunt when you can no longer recall the 
names of the things you ate. Now my memory works quite differently. I can 
remember a menu long after I’ve forgotten the hostess that accompanied it. 
When I was seven years old I recollect being given a peach at a garden-party by 
some Duchess or other; I can’t remember a thing about her, except that I imagine 
our acquaintance must have been of the slightest, as she called me a ‘nice little 
boy,’ but I have unfading memories of that peach. It was one of those exuberant 
peaches that meet you halfway, so to speak, and are all over you in a moment. It 
was a beautiful unspoiled product of a hothouse, and yet it managed quite 
successfully to give itself the airs of a compote. You had to bite it and imbibe it 
at the same time. To me there has always been something charming and mystic 
in the thought of that delicate velvet globe of fruit, slowly ripening and warming 
to perfection through the long summer days and perfumed nights, and then 
coming suddenly athwart my life in the supreme moment of its existence. I can 
never forget it, even if I wished to. And when I had devoured all that was edible 
of it, there still remained the stone, which a heedless, thoughtless child would 
doubtless have thrown away; I put it down the neck of a young friend who was 
wearing a very DECOLLETE sailor suit. I told him it was a scorpion, and from 
the way he wriggled and screamed he evidently believed it, though where the 
silly kid imagined I could procure a live scorpion at a garden-party I don’t know. 
Altogether, that peach is for me an unfading and happy memory—” 

The defeated Tarrington had by this time retreated out of ear-shot, comforting 
himself as best he might with the reflection that a picnic which included the 


presence of Clovis might prove a doubtfully agreeable experience. 

“T shall certainly go in for a Parliamentary career,” said Clovis to himself as 
he turned complacently to rejoin his aunt. “As a talker-out of inconvenient bills I 
should be invaluable.” 


THE HOUNDS OF FATE 


In the fading light of a close dull autumn afternoon Martin Stoner plodded his 
way along muddy lanes and rut-seamed cart tracks that led he knew not exactly 
whither. Somewhere in front of him, he fancied, lay the sea, and towards the sea 
his footsteps seemed persistently turning; why he was struggling wearily forward 
to that goal he could scarcely have explained, unless he was possessed by the 
same instinct that turns a hard-pressed stag cliffward in its last extremity. In his 
case the hounds of Fate were certainly pressing him with unrelenting insistence; 
hunger, fatigue, and despairing hopelessness had numbed his brain, and he could 
scarcely summon sufficient energy to wonder what underlying impulse was 
driving him onward. Stoner was one of those unfortunate individuals who seem 
to have tried everything; a natural slothfulness and improvidence had always 
intervened to blight any chance of even moderate success, and now he was at the 
end of his tether, and there was nothing more to try. Desperation had not 
awakened in him any dormant reserve of energy; on the contrary, a mental torpor 
grew up round the crisis of his fortunes. With the clothes he stood up in, a 
halfpenny in his pocket, and no single friend or acquaintance to turn to, with no 
prospect either of a bed for the night or a meal for the morrow, Martin Stoner 
trudged stolidly forward, between moist hedgerows and beneath dripping trees, 
his mind almost a blank, except that he was subconsciously aware that 
somewhere in front of him lay the sea. Another consciousness obtruded itself 
now and then — the knowledge that he was miserably hungry. Presently he 
came to a halt by an open gateway that led into a spacious and rather neglected 
farm-garden; there was little sign of life about, and the farm-house at the further 
end of the garden looked chill and inhospitable. A drizzling rain, however, was 
setting in, and Stoner thought that here perhaps he might obtain a few minutes’ 
shelter and buy a glass of milk with his last remaining coin. He turned slowly 
and wearily into the garden and followed a narrow, flagged path up to a side 
door. Before he had time to knock the door opened and a bent, withered-looking 
old man stood aside in the doorway as though to let him pass in. 

“Could I come in out of the rain?” Stoner began, but the old man interrupted 
him. 

“Come in, Master Tom. I knew you would come back one of these days.” 

Stoner lurched across the threshold and stood staring uncomprehendingly at 
the other. 

“Sit down while I put you out a bit of supper,” said the old man with 
quavering eagerness. Stoner’s legs gave way from very weariness, and he sank 


inertly into the arm-chair that had been pushed up to him. In another minute he 
was devouring the cold meat, cheese, and bread, that had been placed on the 
table at his side. 

“You’m little changed these four years,” went on the old man, in a voice that 
sounded to Stoner as something in a dream, far away and inconsequent; “but 
you’ll find us a deal changed, you will. There’s no one about the place same as 
when you left; nought but me and your old Aunt. I’ll go and tell her that you’m 
come; she won’t be seeing you, but she’ll let you stay right enough. She always 
did say if you was to come back you should stay, but she’d never set eyes on you 
or speak to you again.” 

The old man placed a mug of beer on the table in front of Stoner and then 
hobbled away down a long passage. The drizzle of rain had changed to a furious 
lashing downpour, which beat violently against door and windows. The 
wanderer thought with a shudder of what the sea-shore must look like under this 
drenching rainfall, with night beating down on all sides. He finished the food 
and beer and sat numbly waiting for the return of his strange host. As the 
minutes ticked by on the grandfather clock in the corner a new hope began to 
flicker and grow in the young man’s mind; it was merely the expansion of his 
former craving for food and a few minutes’ rest into a longing to find a night’s 
shelter under this seemingly hospitable roof. A clattering of footsteps down the 
passage heralded the old farm servant’s return. 

“The old missus won’t see you, Master Tom, but she says you are to stay. 
Tis right enough, seeing the farm will be yours when she be put under earth. 
I’ve had a fire lit in your room, Master Tom, and the maids has put fresh sheets 
on to the bed. You’ll find nought changed up there. Maybe you’m tired and 
would like to go there now.” 

Without a word Martin Stoner rose heavily to his feet and followed his 
ministering angel along a passage, up a short creaking stair, along another 
passage, and into a large room lit with a cheerfully blazing fire. There was but 
little furniture, plain, old-fashioned, and good of its kind; a stuffed squirrel in a 
case and a wall-calendar of four years ago were about the only symptoms of 
decoration. But Stoner had eyes for little else than the bed, and could scarce wait 
to tear his clothes off him before rolling in a luxury of weariness into its 
comfortable depths. The hounds of Fate seemed to have checked for a brief 
moment. 

In the cold light of morning Stoner laughed mirthlessly as he slowly realized 
the position in which he found himself. Perhaps he might snatch a bit of 
breakfast on the strength of his likeness to this other missing ne’er-do-well, and 
get safely away before anyone discovered the fraud that had been thrust on him. 


In the room downstairs he found the bent old man ready with a dish of bacon and 
fried eggs for “Master Tom’s” breakfast, while a hard-faced elderly maid 
brought in a teapot and poured him out a cup of tea. As he sat at the table a small 
spaniel came up and made friendly advances. 

“Tis old Bowker’s pup,” explained the old man, whom the hard-faced maid 
had addressed as George. “She was main fond of you; never seemed the same 
after you went away to Australee. She died ‘bout a year agone. ’Tis her pup.” 

Stoner found it difficult to regret her decease; as a witness for identification 
she would have left something to be desired. 

“You'll go for a ride, Master Tom?” was the next startling proposition that 
came from the old man. “We’ve a nice little roan cob that goes well in saddle. 
Old Biddy is getting a bit up in years, though ‘er goes well still, but Pll have the 
little roan saddled and brought round to door.” 

“T’ve got no riding things,” stammered the castaway, almost laughing as he 
looked down at his one suit of well-worn clothes. 

“Master Tom,” said the old man earnestly, almost with an offended air, “all 
your things is just as you left them. A bit of airing before the fire an’ they’ll be 
all right. ‘Twill be a bit of a distraction like, a little riding and wild-fowling now 
and agen. You’ll find the folk around here has hard and bitter minds towards 
you. They hasn’t forgotten nor forgiven. No one’ll come nigh you, so you’d best 
get what distraction you can with horse and dog. They’m good company, too.” 

Old George hobbled away to give his orders, and Stoner, feeling more than 
ever like one in a dream, went upstairs to inspect “Master Tom’s” wardrobe. A 
ride was one of the pleasures dearest to his heart, and there was some protection 
against immediate discovery of his imposture in the thought that none of Tom’s 
aforetime companions were likely to favour him with a close inspection. As the 
interloper thrust himself into some tolerably well-fitting riding cords he 
wondered vaguely what manner of misdeed the genuine Tom had committed to 
set the whole countryside against him. The thud of quick, eager hoofs on damp 
earth cut short his speculations. The roan cob had been brought up to the side 
door. 

“Talk of beggars on horseback,” thought Stoner to himself, as he trotted 
rapidly along the muddy lanes where he had tramped yesterday as a down-at- 
heel outcast; and then he flung reflection indolently aside and gave himself up to 
the pleasure of a smart canter along the turf-grown side of a level stretch of road. 
At an open gateway he checked his pace to allow two carts to turn into a field. 
The lads driving the carts found time to give him a prolonged stare, and as he 
passed on he heard an excited voice call out, “’Tis Tom Prike! I knowed him at 
once; showing hisself here agen, is he?” 


Evidently the likeness which had imposed at close quarters on a doddering 
old man was good enough to mislead younger eyes at a short distance. 

In the course of his ride he met with ample evidence to confirm the statement 
that local folk had neither forgotten nor forgiven the bygone crime which had 
come to him as a legacy from the absent Tom. Scowling looks, mutterings, and 
nudgings greeted him whenever he chanced upon human beings; “Bowker’s 
pup,” trotting placidly by his side, seemed the one element of friendliness in a 
hostile world. 

As he dismounted at the side door he caught a fleeting glimpse of a gaunt, 
elderly woman peering at him from behind the curtain of an upper window. 
Evidently this was his aunt by adoption. 

Over the ample midday meal that stood in readiness for him Stoner was able 
to review the possibilities of his extraordinary situation. The real Tom, after four 
years of absence, might suddenly turn up at the farm, or a letter might come 
from him at any moment. Again, in the character of heir to the farm, the false 
Tom might be called on to sign documents, which would be an embarrassing 
predicament. Or a relative might arrive who would not imitate the aunt’s attitude 
of aloofness. All these things would mean ignominious exposure. On the other 
hand, the alternative was the open sky and the muddy lanes that led down to the 
sea. The farm offered him, at any rate, a temporary refuge from destitution; 
farming was one of the many things he had “tried,” and he would be able to do a 
certain amount of work in return for the hospitality to which he was so little 
entitled. 

“Will you have cold pork for your supper,” asked the hard-faced maid, as she 
cleared the table, “or will you have it hotted up?” 

“Hot, with onions,” said Stoner. It was the only time in his life that he had 
made a rapid decision. And as he gave the order he knew that he meant to stay. 

Stoner kept rigidly to those portions of the house which seemed to have been 
allotted to him by a tacit treaty of delimitation. When he took part in the farm- 
work it was as one who worked under orders and never initiated them. Old 
George, the roan cob, and Bowker’s pup were his sole companions in a world 
that was otherwise frostily silent and hostile. Of the mistress of the farm he saw 
nothing. Once, when he knew she had gone forth to church, he made a furtive 
visit to the farm parlour in an endeavour to glean some fragmentary knowledge 
of the young man whose place he had usurped, and whose ill-repute he had 
fastened on himself. There were many photographs hung on the walls, or stuck 
in prim frames, but the likeness he sought for was not among them. At last, in an 
album thrust out of sight, he came across what he wanted. There was a whole 
series, labelled “Tom,” a podgy child of three, in a fantastic frock, an awkward 


boy of about twelve, holding a cricket bat as though he loathed it, a rather good- 
looking youth of eighteen with very smooth, evenly parted hair, and, finally, a 
young man with a somewhat surly dare-devil expression. At this last portrait 
Stoner looked with particular interest; the likeness to himself was unmistakable. 

From the lips of old George, who was garrulous enough on most subjects, he 
tried again and again to learn something of the nature of the offence which shut 
him off as a creature to be shunned and hated by his fellow-men. 

“What do the folk around here say about me?” he asked one day as they were 
walking home from an outlying field. 

The old man shook his head. 

“They be bitter agen you, mortal bitter. Aye, ’tis a sad business, a sad 
business.” 

And never could he be got to say anything more enlightening. 

On a clear frosty evening, a few days before the festival of Christmas, Stoner 
stood in a corner of the orchard which commanded a wide view of the 
countryside. Here and there he could see the twinkling dots of lamp or candle 
glow which told of human homes where the goodwill and jollity of the season 
held their sway. Behind him lay the grim, silent farm-house, where no one ever 
laughed, where even a quarrel would have seemed cheerful. As he turned to look 
at the long grey front of the gloom-shadowed building, a door opened and old 
George came hurriedly forth. Stoner heard his adopted name called in a tone of 
strained anxiety. Instantly he knew that something untoward had happened, and 
with a quick revulsion of outlook his sanctuary became in his eyes a place of 
peace and contentment, from which he dreaded to be driven. 

“Master Tom,” said the old man in a hoarse whisper, “you must slip away 
quiet from here for a few days. Michael Ley is back in the village, an’ he swears 
to shoot you if he can come across you. He’ll do it, too, there’s murder in the 
look of him. Get away under cover of night, ’tis only for a week or so, he won’t 
be here longer.” 

“But where am I to go?” stammered Stoner, who had caught the infection of 
the old man’s obvious terror. 

“Go right away along the coast to Punchford and keep hid there. When 
Michael’s safe gone PII ride the roan over to the Green Dragon at Punchford; 
when you see the cob stabled at the Green Dragon ’tis a sign you may come back 
agen.” 

“But—” began Stoner hesitatingly. 

“Tis all right for money,” said the other; “the old Missus agrees you’d best 
do as I say, and she’s given me this.” 

The old man produced three sovereigns and some odd silver. 


Stoner felt more of a cheat than ever as he stole away that night from the back 
gate of the farm with the old woman’s money in his pocket. Old George and 
Bowker’s pup stood watching him a silent farewell from the yard. He could 
scarcely fancy that he would ever come back, and he felt a throb of compunction 
for those two humble friends who would wait wistfully for his return. Some day 
perhaps the real Tom would come back, and there would be wild wonderment 
among those simple farm folks as to the identity of the shadowy guest they had 
harboured under their roof. For his own fate he felt no immediate anxiety; three 
pounds goes but little way in the world when there is nothing behind it, but to a 
man who has counted his exchequer in pennies it seems a good Starting-point. 
Fortune had done him a whimsically kind turn when last he trod these lanes as a 
hopeless adventurer, and there might yet be a chance of his finding some work 
and making a fresh start; as he got further from the farm his spirits rose higher. 
There was a sense of relief in regaining once more his lost identity and ceasing 
to be the uneasy ghost of another. He scarcely bothered to speculate about the 
implacable enemy who had dropped from nowhere into his life; since that life 
was now behind him one unreal item the more made little difference. For the 
first time for many months he began to hum a careless lighthearted refrain. Then 
there stepped out from the shadow of an overhanging oak tree a man with a gun. 
There was no need to wonder who he might be; the moonlight falling on his 
white set face revealed a glare of human hate such as Stoner in the ups and 
downs of his wanderings had never seen before. He sprang aside in a wild effort 
to break through the hedge that bordered the lane, but the tough branches held 
him fast. The hounds of Fate had waited for him in those narrow lanes, and this 
time they were not to be denied. 


THE RECESSIONAL 


Clovis sat in the hottest zone but two of a Turkish bath, alternately inert in 
statuesque contemplation and rapidly manoeuvring a fountain-pen over the 
pages of a note-book. 

“Don’t interrupt me with your childish prattle,” he observed to Bertie van 
Tahn, who had slung himself languidly into a neighbouring chair and looked 
conversationally inclined; “I’m writing deathless verse.” 

Bertie looked interested. 

“I say, what a boon you would be to portrait painters if you really got to be 
notorious as a poetry writer. If they couldn’t get your likeness hung in the 
Academy as ‘Clovis Sangrail, Esq., at work on his latest poem,’ they could slip 
you in as a Study of the Nude or Orpheus descending into Jermyn Street. They 
always complain that modern dress handicaps them, whereas a towel and a 
fountain-pen—” 

“It was Mrs. Packletide’s suggestion that I should write this thing,” said 
Clovis, ignoring the bypaths to fame that Bertie van Tahn was pointing out to 
him. “You see, Loona Bimberton had a Coronation Ode accepted by the NEW 
INFANCY, a paper that has been started with the idea of making the NEW AGE 
seem elderly and hidebound. ‘So clever of you, dear Loona,’ the Packletide 
remarked when she had read it; ‘of course, anyone could write a Coronation 
Ode, but no one else would have thought of doing it.” Loona protested that these 
things were extremely difficult to do, and gave us to understand that they were 
more or less the province of a gifted few. Now the Packletide has been rather 
decent to me in many ways, a sort of financial ambulance, you know, that carries 
you off the field when you’re hard hit, which is a frequent occurrence with me, 
and I’ve no use whatever for Loona Bimberton, so I chipped in and said I could 
turn out that sort of stuff by the square yard if I gave my mind to it. Loona said I 
couldn’t, and we got bets on, and between you and me I think the money’s fairly 
safe. Of course, one of the conditions of the wager is that the thing has to be 
published in something or other, local newspapers barred; but Mrs. Packletide 
has endeared herself by many little acts of thoughtfulness to the editor of the 
SMOKY CHIMNEY, so if I can hammer out anything at all approaching the 
level of the usual Ode output we ought to be all right. So far I’m getting along so 
comfortably that I begin to be afraid that I must be one of the gifted few.” 

“Tt’s rather late in the day for a Coronation Ode, isn’t it?” said Bertie. 

“Of course,” said Clovis; “this is going to be a Durbar Recessional, the sort of 
thing that you can keep by you for all time if you want to.” 


bd 


“Now I understand your choice of a place to write it in,” said Bertie van 
Tahn, with the air of one who has suddenly unravelled a hitherto obscure 
problem; “you want to get the local temperature.” 

“I came here to get freedom from the inane interruptions of the mentally 
deficient,” said Clovis, “but it seems I asked too much of fate.” 

Bertie van Tahn prepared to use his towel as a weapon of precision, but 
reflecting that he had a good deal of unprotected coast-line himself, and that 
Clovis was equipped with a fountain-pen as well as a towel, he relapsed 
pacifically into the depths of his chair. 

“May one hear extracts from the immortal work?” he asked. “I promise that 
nothing that I hear now shall prejudice me against borrowing a copy of the 
SMOKY CHIMNEY at the right moment.” 

“Tt’s rather like casting pearls into a trough,” remarked Clovis pleasantly, “but 
I don’t mind reading you bits of it. It begins with a general dispersal of the 
Durbar participants: 


‘Back to their homes in Himalayan heights. The stale pale elephants of Cutch 
Behar. Roll like great galleons on a tideless sea—’” 


“I don’t believe Cutch Behar is anywhere near the Himalayan region,” 
interrupted Bertie. “You ought to have an atlas on hand when you do this sort of 
thing; and why stale and pale?” 

“After the late hours and the excitement, of course,” said Clovis; “and I said 
their HOMES were in the Himalayas. You can have Himalayan elephants in 
Cutch Behar, I suppose, just as you have Irish-bred horses running at Ascot.” 

“You said they were going back to the Himalayas,” objected Bertie. 

“Well, they would naturally be sent home to recuperate. It’s the usual thing 
out there to turn elephants loose in the hills, just as we put horses out to grass in 
this country.” 

Clovis could at least flatter himself that he had infused some of the reckless 
splendour of the East into his mendacity. 

“Ts it all going to be in blank verse?” asked the critic. 

“Of course not; ‘Durbar’ comes at the end of the fourth line.” 

“That seems so cowardly; however, it explains why you pitched on Cutch 
Behar.” 

“There is more connection between geographical place-names and poetical 
inspiration than is generally recognized; one of the chief reasons why there are 
so few really great poems about Russia in our language is that you can’t possibly 
get a rhyme to names like Smolensk and Tobolsk and Minsk.” 


Clovis spoke with the authority of one who has tried. 

“Of course, you could rhyme Omsk with Tomsk,” he continued; “in fact, they 
seem to be there for that purpose, but the public wouldn’t stand that sort of thing 
indefinitely.” 

“The public will stand a good deal,” said Bertie malevolently, “and so small a 
proportion of it knows Russian that you could always have an explanatory 
footnote asserting that the last three letters in Smolensk are not pronounced. It’s 
quite as believable as your statement about putting elephants out to grass in the 
Himalayan range.” 

“T’ve got rather a nice bit,’ resumed Clovis with unruffled serenity, “giving 
an evening scene on the outskirts of a jungle village: 


“Where the coiled cobra in the gloaming gloats,. And prowling panthers stalk the 
wary goats.’” 


“There is practically no gloaming in tropical countries,” said Bertie 
indulgently; “but I like the masterly reticence with which you treat the cobra’s 
motive for gloating. The unknown is proverbially the uncanny. I can picture 
nervous readers of the SMOKY CHIMNEY keeping the light turned on in their 
bedrooms all night out of sheer sickening uncertainty as to WHAT the cobra 
might have been gloating about.” 

“Cobras gloat naturally,” said Clovis, “just as wolves are always ravening 
from mere force of habit, even after they’ve hopelessly overeaten themselves. 
I’ve got a fine bit of colour painting later on,” he added, “where I describe the 
dawn coming up over the Brahma-putra river: 


‘The amber dawn-drenched East with sun-shafts kissed,. Stained sanguine 
apricot and amethyst,. O’er the washed emerald of the mango groves. Hangs in a 
mist of opalescent mauves,. While painted parrot-flights impinge the haze. With 
scarlet, chalcedon and chrysoprase.’” 


“T’ve never seen the dawn come up over the Brahma-putra river,” said Bertie, 
“so I can’t say if it’s a good description of the event, but it sounds more like an 
account of an extensive jewel robbery. Anyhow, the parrots give a good useful 
touch of local colour. I suppose you’ve introduced some tigers into the scenery? 
An Indian landscape would have rather a bare, unfinished look without a tiger or 
two in the middle distance.” 

“Tve got a hen-tiger somewhere in the poem,” said Clovis, hunting through 
his notes. “Here she is: 


‘The tawny tigress ‘mid the tangled teak. Drags to her purring cubs’ enraptured 
ears. The harsh death-rattle in the pea-fowl’s beak,. A jungle lullaby of blood 
and tears.’” 


Bertie van Tahn rose hurriedly from his recumbent position and made for the 
glass door leading into the next compartment. 

“T think your idea of home life in the jungle is perfectly horrid,” he said. “The 
cobra was sinister enough, but the improvised rattle in the tiger-nursery is the 
limit. If you’re going to make me turn hot and cold all over I may as well go into 
the steam room at once.” 

“Just listen to this line,” said Clovis; “it would make the reputation of any 
ordinary poet: 


‘and overhead. The pendulum-patient Punkah, parent of stillborn 
breeze.’” 


“Most of your readers will think ‘punkah’ is a kind of iced drink or half-time 
at polo,” said Bertie, and disappeared into the steam. 


The SMOKY CHIMNEY duly published the “Recessional,” but it proved to 
be its swan song, for the paper never attained to another issue. 

Loona Bimberton gave up her intention of attending the Durbar and went into 
a nursing-home on the Sussex Downs. Nervous breakdown after a particularly 
strenuous season was the usually accepted explanation, but there are three or 
four people who know that she never really recovered from the dawn breaking 
over the Brahma-putra river. 


A MATTER OF SENTIMENT 


It was the eve of the great race, and scarcely a member of Lady Susan’s house- 
party had as yet a single bet on. It was one of those unsatisfactory years when 
one horse held a commanding market position, not by reason of any general 
belief in its crushing superiority, but because it was extremely difficult to pitch 
on any other candidate to whom to pin ones faith. Peradventure II was the 
favourite, not in the sense of being a popular fancy, but by virtue of a lack of 
confidence in any one of his rather undistinguished rivals. The brains of clubland 
were much exercised in seeking out possible merit where none was very obvious 
to the naked intelligence, and the house-party at Lady Susan’s was possessed by 
the same uncertainty and irresolution that infected wider circles. 

“Tt is just the time for bringing off a good coup,” said Bertie van Tahn. 

“Undoubtedly. But with what?” demanded Clovis for the twentieth time. 

The women of the party were just as keenly interested in the matter, and just 
as helplessly perplexed; even the mother of Clovis, who usually got good racing 
information from her dressmaker, confessed herself fancy free on this occasion. 
Colonel Drake, who was professor of military history at a minor cramming 
establishment, was the only person who had a definite selection for the event, 
but as his choice varied every three hours he was worse than useless as an 
inspired guide. The crowning difficulty of the problem was that it could only be 
fitfully and furtively discussed. Lady Susan disapproved of racing. She 
disapproved of many things; some people went as far as to say that she 
disapproved of most things. Disapproval was to her what neuralgia and fancy 
needlework are to many other women. She disapproved of early moming tea and 
auction bridge, of ski-ing and the two-step, of the Russian ballet and the Chelsea 
Arts Club ball, of the French policy in Morocco and the British policy 
everywhere. It was not that she was particularly strict or narrow in her views of 
life, but she had been the eldest sister of a large family of self-indulgent children, 
and her particular form of indulgence had consisted in openly disapproving of 
the foibles of the others. Unfortunately the hobby had grown up with her. As she 
was rich, influential, and very, very kind, most people were content to count 
their early tea as well lost on her behalf. Still, the necessity for hurriedly 
dropping the discussion of an enthralling topic, and suppressing all mention of it 
during her presence on the scene, was an affliction at a moment like the present, 
when time was slipping away and indecision was the prevailing note. 

After a lunch-time of rather strangled and uneasy conversation, Clovis 
managed to get most of the party together at the further end of the kitchen 


gardens, on the pretext of admiring the Himalayan pheasants. He had made an 
important discovery. Motkin, the butler, who (as Clovis expressed it) had grown 
prematurely grey in Lady Susan’s service, added to his other excellent qualities 
an intelligent interest in matters connected with the Turf. On the subject of the 
forthcoming race he was not illuminating, except in so far that he shared the 
prevailing unwillingness to see a winner in Peradventure II. But where he 
outshone all the members of the house-party was in the fact that he had a second 
cousin who was head stable-lad at a neighbouring racing establishment, and 
usually gifted with much inside information as to private form and possibilities. 
Only the fact of her ladyship having taken it into her head to invite a house-party 
for the last week of May had prevented Mr. Motkin from paying a visit of 
consultation to his relative with respect to the big race; there was still time to 
cycle over if he could get leave of absence for the afternoon on some specious 
excuse. 

“Let’s jolly well hope he does,” said Bertie van Tahn; “under the 
circumstances a second cousin is almost as useful as second sight.” 

“That stable ought to know something, if knowledge is to be found 
anywhere,” said Mrs. Packletide hopefully. 

“I expect you’ll find he’ll echo my fancy for Motorboat,” said Colonel Drake. 

At this moment the subject had to be hastily dropped. Lady Susan bore down 
upon them, leaning on the arm of Clovis’s mother, to whom she was confiding 
the fact that she disapproved of the craze for Pekingese spaniels. It was the third 
thing she had found time to disapprove of since lunch, without counting her 
silent and permanent disapproval of the way Clovis’s mother did her hair. 

“We have been admiring the Himalayan pheasants,” said Mrs. Packletide 
suavely. 

“They went off to a bird-show at Nottingham early this morning,” said Lady 
Susan, with the air of one who disapproves of hasty and ill-considered lying. 

“Their house, I mean; such perfect roosting arrangements, and all so clean,” 
resumed Mrs. Packletide, with an increased glow of enthusiasm. The odious 
Bertie van Tahn was murmuring audible prayers for Mrs. Packletide’s ultimate 
estrangement from the paths of falsehood. 

“I hope you don’t mind dinner being a quarter of an hour late to-night,” said 
Lady Susan; “Motkin has had an urgent summons to go and see a sick relative 
this afternoon. He wanted to bicycle there, but I am sending him in the motor.” 

“How very kind of you! Of course we don’t mind dinner being put off.” The 
assurances came with unanimous and hearty sincerity. 

At the dinner-table that night an undercurrent of furtive curiosity directed 
itself towards Motkin’s impassive countenance. One or two of the guests almost 


expected to find a slip of paper concealed in their napkins, bearing the name of 
the second cousin’s selection. They had not long to wait. As the butler went 
round with the murmured question, “Sherry?” he added in an even lower tone 
the cryptic words, “Better not.” Mrs. Packletide gave a start of alarm, and 
refused the sherry; there seemed some sinister suggestion in the butler’s 
warning, as though her hostess had suddenly become addicted to the Borgia 
habit. A moment later the explanation flashed on her that “Better Not” was the 
name of one of the runners in the big race. Clovis was already pencilling it on 
his cuff, and Colonel Drake, in his turn, was signalling to every one in hoarse 
whispers and dumb-show the fact that he had all along fancied “B.N.” 

Early next morning a sheaf of telegrams went Townward, representing the 
market commands of the house-party and servants’ hall. 

It was a wet afternoon, and most of Lady Susan’s guests hung about the hall, 
waiting apparently for the appearance of tea, though it was scarcely yet due. The 
advent of a telegram quickened every one into a flutter of expectancy; the page 
who brought the telegram to Clovis waited with unusual alertness to know if 
there might be an answer. 

Clovis read the message and gave an exclamation of annoyance. 

“No bad news, I hope,” said Lady Susan. Every one else knew that the news 
was not good. 

“It’s only the result of the Derby,” he blurted out; “Sadowa won; an utter 
outsider.” 

“Sadowa!” exclaimed Lady Susan; “you don’t say so! How remarkable! It’s 
the first time I’ve ever backed a horse; in fact I disapprove of horse-racing, but 
just for once in a way I put money on this horse, and it’s gone and won.” 

“May I ask,” said Mrs. Packletide, amid the general silence, “why you put 
your money on this particular horse. None of the sporting prophets mentioned it 
as having an outside chance.” 

“Well,” said Lady Susan, “you may laugh at me, but it was the name that 
attracted me. You see, I was always mixed up with the Franco-German war; I 
was married on the day that the war was declared, and my eldest child was born 
the day that peace was signed, so anything connected with the war has always 
interested me. And when I saw there was a horse running in the Derby called 
after one of the battles in the Franco-German war, I said I MUST put some 
money on it, for once in a way, though I disapprove of racing. And it’s actually 
won.” 

There was a general groan. No one groaned more deeply than the professor of 
military history. 


THE SECRET SIN OF SEPTIMUS BROPE 


“Who and what is Mr. Brope?” demanded the aunt of Clovis suddenly. 

Mrs. Riversedge, who had been snipping off the heads of defunct roses, and 
thinking of nothing in particular, sprang hurriedly to mental attention. She was 
one of those old-fashioned hostesses who consider that one ought to know 
something about one’s guests, and that the something ought to be to their credit. 

“I believe he comes from Leighton Buzzard,” she observed by way of 
preliminary explanation. 

“In these days of rapid and convenient travel,” said Clovis, who was 
dispersing a colony of green-fly with visitations of cigarette smoke, “to come 
from Leighton Buzzard does not necessarily denote any great strength of 
character. It might only mean mere restlessness. Now if he had left it under a 
cloud, or as a protest against the incurable and heartless frivolity of its 
inhabitants, that would tell us something about the man and his mission in life.” 

“What does he do?” pursued Mrs. Troyle magisterially. 

“He edits the CATHEDRAL MONTHLY,” said her hostess, “and he’s 
enormously learned about memorial brasses and transepts and the influence of 
Byzantine worship on modern liturgy, and all those sort of things. Perhaps he is 
just a little bit heavy and immersed in one range of subjects, but it takes all sorts 
to make a good house-party, you know. You don’t find him TOO dull, do you?” 

“Dullness I could overlook,” said the aunt of Clovis; “what I cannot forgive is 
his making love to my maid.” 

“My dear Mrs. Troyle,” gasped the hostess, “what an extraordinary idea! I 
assure you Mr. Brope would not dream of doing such a thing.” 

“His dreams are a matter of indifference to me; for all I care his slumbers may 
be one long indiscretion of unsuitable erotic advances, in which the entire 
servants’ hall may be involved. But in his waking hours he shall not make love 
to my maid. It’s no use arguing about it, I’m firm on the point.” 

“But you must be mistaken,” persisted Mrs. Riversedge; “Mr. Brope would 
be the last person to do such a thing.” 

“He is the first person to do such a thing, as far as my information goes, and if 
I have any voice in the matter he certainly shall be the last. Of course, I am not 
referring to respectably-intentioned lovers.” 

“I simply cannot think that a man who writes so charmingly and informingly 
about transepts and Byzantine influences would behave in such an unprincipled 
manner,” said Mrs. Riversedge; “what evidence have you that he’s doing 


anything of the sort? I don’t want to doubt your word, of course, but we mustn’t 
be too ready to condemn him unheard, must we?” 

“Whether we condemn him or not, he has certainly not been unheard. He has 
the room next to my dressing-room, and on two occasions, when I dare say he 
thought I was absent, I have plainly heard him announcing through the wall, ‘I 
love you, Florrie.’ Those partition walls upstairs are very thin; one can almost 
hear a watch ticking in the next room.” 

“Ts your maid called Florence?” 

“Her name is Florinda.” 

“What an extraordinary name to give a maid!” 

“T did not give it to her; she arrived in my service already christened.” 

“What I mean is,” said Mrs. Riversedge, “that when I get maids with 
unsuitable names I call them Jane; they soon get used to it.” 

“An excellent plan,” said the aunt of Clovis coldly; “unfortunately I have got 
used to being called Jane myself. It happens to be my name.” 

She cut short Mrs. Riversedge’s flood of apologies by abruptly remarking: 

“The question is not whether I’m to call my maid Florinda, but whether Mr. 
Brope is to be permitted to call her Florrie. I am strongly of opinion than he shall 
not.” 

“He may have been repeating the words of some song,” said Mrs. Riversedge 
hopefully; “there are lots of those sorts of silly refrains with girls’ names,” she 
continued, turning to Clovis as a possible authority on the subject. ““You mustn’t 
call me Mary—’” 

“I shouldn’t think of doing so,” Clovis assured her; “in the first place, I’ve 
always understood that your name was Henrietta; and then I hardly know you 
well enough to take such a liberty.” 

“I mean there’s a SONG with that refrain,’ hurriedly explained Mrs. 
Riversedge, “and there’s ‘Rhoda, Rhoda kept a pagoda,’ and ‘Maisie is a daisy,’ 
and heaps of others. Certainly it doesn’t sound like Mr. Brope to be singing such 
songs, but I think we ought to give him the benefit of the doubt.” 

“I had already done so,” said Mrs. Troyle, “until further evidence came my 
way.” 

She shut her lips with the resolute finality of one who enjoys the blessed 
certainty of being implored to open them again. 

“Further evidence!” exclaimed her hostess; “do tell me!” 

“As I was coming upstairs after breakfast Mr. Brope was just passing my 
room. In the most natural way in the world a piece of paper dropped out of a 
packet that he held in his hand and fluttered to the ground just at my door. I was 
going to call out to him ‘You’ve dropped something,’ and then for some reason I 


held back and didn’t show myself till he was safely in his room. You see it 
occurred to me that I was very seldom in my room just at that hour, and that 
Florinda was almost always there tidying up things about that time. So I picked 
up that innocent-looking piece of paper.” 

Mrs. Troyle paused again, with the self-applauding air of one who has 
detected an asp lurking in an apple-charlotte. 

Mrs. Riversedge snipped vigorously at the nearest rose bush, incidentally 
decapitating a Viscountess Folkestone that was just coming into bloom. 

“What was on the paper?” she asked. 

“Just the words in pencil, ‘I love you, Florrie,’ and then underneath, crossed 
out with a faint line, but perfectly plain to read, ‘Meet me in the garden by the 
yew.” 

“There IS a yew tree at the bottom of the garden,” admitted Mrs. Riversedge. 

“At any rate he appears to be truthful,” commented Clovis. 

“To think that a scandal of this sort should be going on under my roof!” said 
Mrs. Riversedge indignantly. 

“I wonder why it is that scandal seems so much worse under a roof,” 
observed Clovis; “I’ve always regarded it as a proof of the superior delicacy of 
the cat tribe that it conducts most of its scandals above the slates.” 

“Now I come to think of it,’ resumed Mrs. Riversedge, “there are things 
about Mr. Brope that I’ve never been able to account for. His income, for 
instance: he only gets two hundred a year as editor of the CATHEDRAL 
MONTHLY, and I know that his people are quite poor, and he hasn’t any private 
means. Yet he manages to afford a flat somewhere in Westminster, and he goes 
abroad to Bruges and those sorts of places every year, and always dresses well, 
and gives quite nice luncheon-parties in the season. You can’t do all that on two 
hundred a year, can you?” 

“Does he write for any other papers?” queried Mrs. Troyle. 

“No, you see he specializes so entirely on liturgy and ecclesiastical 
architecture that his field is rather restricted. He once tried the SPORTING AND 
DRAMATIC with an article on church edifices in famous fox-hunting centres, 
but it wasn’t considered of sufficient general interest to be accepted. No, I don’t 
see how he can support himself in his present style merely by what he writes.” 

“Perhaps he sells spurious transepts to American enthusiasts,” suggested 
Clovis. 

“How could you sell a transept?” said Mrs. Riversedge; “such a thing would 
be impossible.” 

“Whatever he may do to eke out his income,” interrupted Mrs. Troyle, “he is 
certainly not going to fill in his leisure moments by making love to my maid.” 


“Of course not,” agreed her hostess; “that must be put a stop to at once. But I 
don’t quite know what we ought to do.” 

“You might put a barbed wire entanglement round the yew tree as a 
precautionary measure,” said Clovis. 

“I don’t think that the disagreeable situation that has arisen is improved by 
flippancy,” said Mrs. Riversedge; “a good maid is a treasure—” 

“I am sure I don’t know what I should do without Florinda,” admitted Mrs. 
Troyle; “she understands my hair. I’ve long ago given up trying to do anything 
with it myself. I regard one’s hair as I regard husbands: as long as one is seen 
together in public one’s private divergences don’t matter. Surely that was the 
luncheon gong.” 

Septimus Brope and Clovis had the smoking-room to themselves after lunch. 
The former seemed restless and preoccupied, the latter quietly observant. 

“What is a lorry?” asked Septimus suddenly; “I don’t mean the thing on 
wheels, of course I know what that is, but isn’t there a bird with a name like that, 
the larger form of a lorikeet?” 

“T fancy it’s a lory, with one 
good to you.” 

Septimus Brope stared in some astonishment. 

“How do you mean, no good to me?” he asked, with more than a trace of 
uneasiness in his voice. 

“Won’t rhyme with Florrie,” explained Clovis briefly. 

Septimus sat upright in his chair, with unmistakable alarm on his face. 

“How did you find out? I mean how did you know I was trying to get a rhyme 
to Florrie?” he asked sharply. 

“I didn’t know,” said Clovis, “I only guessed. When you wanted to turn the 
prosaic lorry of commerce into a feathered poem flitting through the verdure of a 
tropical forest, I knew you must be working up a sonnet, and Florrie was the 
only female name that suggested itself as rhyming with lorry.” 

Septimus still looked uneasy. 

“I believe you know more,” he said. 

Clovis laughed quietly, but said nothing. 

“How much do you know?” Septimus asked desperately. 

“The yew tree in the garden,” said Clovis. 

“There! I felt certain I’d dropped it somewhere. But you must have guessed 
something before. Look here, you have surprised my secret. You won’t give me 
away, will you? It is nothing to be ashamed of, but it wouldn’t do for the editor 
of the CATHEDRAL MONTHLY to go in openly for that sort of thing, would 
it?” 
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said Clovis lazily, “in which case it’s no 


“Well, I suppose not,” admitted Clovis. 

“You see,” continued Septimus, “I get quite a decent lot of money out of it. I 
could never live in the style I do on what I get as editor of the CATHEDRAL 
MONTHLY.” 

Clovis was even more startled than Septimus had been earlier in the 
conversation, but he was better skilled in repressing surprise. 

“Do you mean to say you get money out of — Florrie?” he asked. 

“Not out of Florrie, as yet,” said Septimus; “in fact, I don’t mind saying that 
I’m having a good deal of trouble over Florrie. But there are a lot of others.” 

Clovis’s cigarette went out. 

“This is VERY interesting,” he said slowly. And then, with Septimus Brope’s 
next words, illumination dawned on him. 

“There are heaps of others; for instance: 


‘Cora with the lips of coral,. You and I will never quarrel.’ 


That was one of my earliest successes, and it still brings me in royalties. And 
then there is— ‘Esmeralda, when I first beheld her,’ and ‘Fair Teresa, how I love 
to please her,’ both of those have been fairly popular. And there is one rather 
dreadful one,” continued Septimus, flushing deep carmine, “which has brought 
me in more money than any of the others: 


‘Lively little Lucie. With her naughty nez retroussé.’ 


Of course, I loathe the whole lot of them; in fact, Pm rapidly becoming 
something of a woman-hater under their influence, but I can’t afford to disregard 
the financial aspect of the matter. And at the same time you can understand that 
my position as an authority on ecclesiastical architecture and liturgical subjects 
would be weakened, if not altogether ruined, if it once got about that I was the 
author of ‘Cora with the lips of coral’ and all the rest of them.” 

Clovis had recovered sufficiently to ask in a sympathetic, if rather unsteady, 
voice what was the special trouble with “Florrie.” 

“I can’t get her into lyric shape, try as I will,” said Septimus mournfully. 
“You see, one has to work in a lot of sentimental, sugary compliment with a 
catchy rhyme, and a certain amount of personal biography or prophecy. They’ve 
all of them got to have a long string of past successes recorded about them, or 
else you’ve got to foretell blissful things about them and yourself in the future. 
For instance, there is: 


‘Dainty little girlie Mavis,. She is such a rara avis,. All the money I can save is. 
All to be for Mavis mine.’ 


It goes to a sickening namby-pamby waltz tune, and for months nothing else 
was sung and hummed in Blackpool and other popular centres.” 

This time Clovis’s self-control broke down badly. 

“Please excuse me,” he gurgled, “but I can’t help it when I remember the 
awful solemnity of that article of yours that you so kindly read us last night, on 
the Coptic Church in its relation to early Christian worship.” 

Septimus groaned. 

“You see how it would be,” he said; “as soon as people knew me to be the 
author of that miserable sentimental twaddle, all respect for the serious labours 
of my life would be gone. I dare say I know more about memorial brasses than 
anyone living, in fact I hope one day to publish a monograph on the subject, but 
I should be pointed out everywhere as the man whose ditties were in the mouths 
of nigger minstrels along the entire coast-line of our Island home. Can you 
wonder that I positively hate Florrie all the time that I’m trying to grind out 
sugar-coated rhapsodies about her.” 

“Why not give free play to your emotions, and be brutally abusive? An 
uncomplimentary refrain would have an instant success as a novelty if you were 
sufficiently outspoken.” 

“Tve never thought of that,” said Septimus, “and I’m afraid I couldn’t break 
away from the habit of fulsome adulation and suddenly change my style.” 

“You needn’t change your style in the least,” said Clovis; “merely reverse the 
sentiment and keep to the inane phraseology of the thing. If you’ ll do the body of 
the song Pll knock off the refrain, which is the thing that principally matters, I 
believe. I shall charge half-shares in the royalties, and throw in my silence as to 
your guilty secret. In the eyes of the world you shall still be the man who has 
devoted his life to the study of transepts and Byzantine ritual; only sometimes, in 
the long winter evenings, when the wind howls drearily down the chimney and 
the rain beats against the windows, I shall think of you as the author of ‘Cora 
with the lips of coral.’ Of course, if in sheer gratitude at my silence you like to 
take me for a much-needed holiday to the Adriatic or somewhere equally 
interesting, paying all expenses, I shouldn’t dream of refusing.” 

Later in the afternoon Clovis found his aunt and Mrs. Riversedge indulging in 
gentle exercise in the Jacobean garden. 

“T’ve spoken to Mr. Brope about F.,” he announced. 

“How splendid of you! What did he say?” came in a quick chorus from the 
two ladies. 


“He was quite frank and straightforward with me when he saw that I knew his 
secret,” said Clovis, “and it seems that his intentions were quite serious, if 
slightly unsuitable. I tried to show him the impracticability of the course that he 
was following. He said he wanted to be understood, and he seemed to think that 
Florinda would excel in that requirement, but I pointed out that there were 
probably dozens of delicately nurtured, pure-hearted young English girls who 
would be capable of understanding him, while Florinda was the only person in 
the world who understood my aunt’s hair. That rather weighed with him, for he’s 
not really a selfish animal, if you take him in the right way, and when I appealed 
to the memory of his happy childish days, spent amid the daisied fields of 
Leighton Buzzard (I suppose daisies do grow there), he was obviously affected. 
Anyhow, he gave me his word that he would put Florinda absolutely out of his 
mind, and he has agreed to go for a short trip abroad as the best distraction for 
his thoughts. I am going with him as far as Ragusa. If my aunt should wish to 
give me a really nice scarf-pin (to be chosen by myself), as a small recognition 
of the very considerable service I have done her, I shouldn’t dream of refusing. 
I’m not one of those who think that because one is abroad one can go about 
dressed anyhow.” 

A few weeks later in Blackpool and places where they sing, the following 
refrain held undisputed sway: 


“How you bore me, Florrie,. With those eyes of vacant blue;. You’ll be very 
sorry, Florrie,. If I marry you. Though I’m easygoin’, Florrie,. This I swear is 
true,. PI throw you down a quarry, Florrie,. If I marry you.” 


MINISTERS OF GRACE 


Although he was scarcely yet out of his teens, the Duke of Scaw was already 
marked out as a personality widely differing from others of his caste and period. 
Not in externals; therein he conformed correctly to type. His hair was faintly 
reminiscent of Houbigant, and at the other end of him his shoes exhaled the right 
SOUPCON of harness-room; his socks compelled one’s attention without losing 
one’s respect; and his attitude in repose had just that suggestion of Whistler’s 
mother, so becoming in the really young. It was within that the trouble lay, if 
trouble it could be accounted, which marked him apart from his fellows. The 
Duke was religious. Not in any of the ordinary senses of the word; he took small 
heed of High Church or Evangelical standpoints, he stood outside of all the 
movements and missions and cults and crusades of the day, uncaring and 
uninterested. Yet in a mystical-practical way of his own, which had served him 
unscathed and unshaken through the fickle years of boyhood, he was intensely 
and intensively religious. His family were naturally, though unobtrusively, 
distressed about it. “I am so afraid it may affect his bridge,” said his mother. 

The Duke sat in a pennyworth of chair in St. James’s Park, listening to the 
pessimisms of Belturbet, who reviewed the existing political situation from the 
gloomiest of standpoints. 

“Where I think you political spade-workers are so silly,” said the Duke, “is in 
the misdirection of your efforts. You spend thousands of pounds of money, and 
Heaven knows how much dynamic force of brain power and personal energy, in 
trying to elect or displace this or that man, whereas you could gain your ends so 
much more simply by making use of the men as you find them. If they don’t suit 
your purpose as they are, transform them into something more satisfactory.” 

“Do you refer to hypnotic suggestion?” asked Belturbet, with the air of one 
who is being trifled with. 

“Nothing of the sort. Do you understand what I mean by the verb to 
koepenick? That is to say, to replace an authority by a spurious imitation that 
would carry just as much weight for the moment as the displaced original; the 
advantage, of course, being that the koepenick replica would do what you 
wanted, whereas the original does what seems best in its own eyes.” 

“T suppose every public man has a double, if not two or three,” said Belturbet; 
“but it would be a pretty hard task to koepenick a whole bunch of them and keep 
the originals out of the way.” 

“There have been instances in European history of highly successful 
koepenickery,” said the Duke dreamily. 


“Oh, of course, there have been False Dimitris and Perkin Warbecks, who 
imposed on the world for a time,” assented Belturbet, “but they personated 
people who were dead or safely out of the way. That was a comparatively simple 
matter. It would be far easier to pass oneself of as dead Hannibal than as living 
Haldane, for instance.” 

“I was thinking,” said the Duke, “of the most famous case of all, the angel 
who koepenicked King Robert of Sicily with such brilliant results. Just imagine 
what an advantage it would be to have angels deputizing, to use a horrible but 
convenient word, for Quinston and Lord Hugo Sizzle, for example. How much 
smoother the Parliamentary machine would work than at present!” 

“Now you’re talking nonsense,” said Belturbet; “angels don’t exist nowadays, 
at least, not in that way, so what is the use of dragging them into a serious 
discussion? It’s merely silly.” 

“Tf you talk to me like that I shall just DO it,” said the Duke. 

“Do what?” asked Belturbet. There were times when his young friend’s 
uncanny remarks rather frightened him. 

“T shall summon angelic forces to take over some of the more troublesome 
personalities of our public life, and I shall send the ousted originals into 
temporary retirement in suitable animal organisms. It’s not every one who would 
have the knowledge or the power necessary to bring such a thing off—” 

“Oh, stop that inane rubbish,” said Belturbet angrily; “it’s getting wearisome. 
Here’s Quinston coming,” he added, as there approached along the almost 
deserted path the well-known figure of a young Cabinet Minister, whose 
personality evoked a curious mixture of public interest and unpopularity. 

“Hurry along, my dear man,” said the young Duke to the Minister, who had 
given him a condescending nod; “your time is running short,” he continued in a 
provocative strain; “the whole inept crowd of you will shortly be swept away 
into the world’s waste-paper basket.” 

“You poor little strawberry-leafed nonentity,” said the Minister, checking 
himself for a moment in his stride and rolling out his words spasmodically; “who 
is going to sweep us away, I should like to know? The voting masses are on our 
side, and all the ability and administrative talent is on our side too. No power of 
earth or Heaven is going to move us from our place till we choose to quit it. No 
power of earth or—” 

Belturbet saw, with bulging eyes, a sudden void where a moment earlier had 
been a Cabinet Minister; a void emphasized rather than relieved by the presence 
of a puffed-out bewildered-looking sparrow, which hopped about for a moment 
in a dazed fashion and then fell to a violent cheeping and scolding. 


“If we could understand sparrow-language,” said the Duke serenely, “I fancy 
we should hear something infinitely worse than ‘strawberry-leafed nonentity.’” 

“But good Heavens, Eugène,” said Belturbet hoarsely, “what has become of 
— Why, there he is! How on earth did he get there?” And he pointed with a 
shaking finger towards a semblance of the vanished Minister, which approached 
once more along the unfrequented path. 

The Duke laughed. 

“Tt is Quinston to all outward appearance,” he said composedly, “but I fancy 
you will find, on closer investigation, that it is an angel understudy of the real 
article.” 

The Angel-Quinston greeted them with a friendly smile. 

“How beastly happy you two look sitting there!” he said wistfully. 

“I don’t suppose you’d care to change places with poor little us,” replied the 
Duke chaffingly. 

“How about poor little me?” said the Angel modestly. “I’ve got to run about 
behind the wheels of popularity, like a spotted dog behind a carriage, getting all 
the dust and trying to look as if I was an important part of the machine. I must 
seem a perfect fool to you onlookers sometimes.” 

“T think you are a perfect angel,” said the Duke. 

The Angel-that-had-been-Quinston smiled and passed on his way, pursued 
across the breadth of the Horse Guards Parade by a tiresome little sparrow that 
cheeped incessantly and furiously at him. 

“That’s only the beginning,” said the Duke complacently; “I’ve made it 
operative with all of them, irrespective of parties.” 

Belturbet made no coherent reply; he was engaged in feeling his pulse. The 
Duke fixed his attention with some interest on a black swan that was swimming 
with haughty, stiff-necked aloofness amid the crowd of lesser water-fowl that 
dotted the ornamental water. For all its pride of bearing, something was 
evidently ruffling and enraging it; in its way it seemed as angry and amazed as 
the sparrow had been. 

At the same moment a human figure came along the pathway. Belturbet 
looked up apprehensively. 

“Kedzon,” he whispered briefly. 

“An Angel-Kedzon, if I am not mistaken,” said the Duke. “Look, he is talking 
affably to a human being. That settles it.” 

A shabbily dressed lounger had accosted the man who had been Viceroy in 
the splendid East, and who still reflected in his mien some of the cold dignity of 
the Himalayan snow-peaks. 


“Could you tell me, sir, if them white birds is storks or halbatrosses? I had an 
argyment—” 

The cold dignity thawed at once into genial friendliness. 

“Those are pelicans, my dear sir. Are you interested in birds? If you would 
join me in a bun and a glass of milk at the stall yonder, I could tell you some 
interesting things about Indian birds. Right oh! Now the hill-mynah, for instance 


The two men disappeared in the direction of the bun stall, chatting volubly as 
they went, and shadowed from the other side of the railed enclosure by a black 
swan, whose temper seemed to have reached the limit of inarticulate rage. 

Belturbet gazed in an open-mouthed wonder after the retreating couple, then 
transferred his attention to the infuriated swan, and finally turned with a look of 
scared comprehension at his young friend lolling unconcernedly in his chair. 
There was no longer any room to doubt what was happening. The “silly talk” 
had been translated into terrifying action. 

“T think a prairie oyster on the top of a stiffish brandy-and-soda might save 
my reason,” said Belturbet weakly, as he limped towards his club. 

It was late in the day before he could steady his nerves sufficiently to glance 
at the evening papers. The Parliamentary report proved significant reading, and 
confirmed the fears that he had been trying to shake off. Mr. Ap Dave, the 
Chancellor, whose lively controversial style endeared him to his supporters and 
embittered him, politically speaking, to his opponents, had risen in his place to 
make an unprovoked apology for having alluded in a recent speech to certain 
protesting taxpayers as “skulkers.” He had realized on reflection that they were 
in all probability perfectly honest in their inability to understand certain legal 
technicalities of the new finance laws. The House had scarcely recovered from 
this sensation when Lord Hugo Sizzle caused a further flutter of astonishment by 
going out of his way to indulge in an outspoken appreciation of the fairness, 
loyalty, and straightforwardness not only of the Chancellor, but of all the 
members of the Cabinet. A wit had gravely suggested moving the adjournment 
of the House in view of the unexpected circumstances that had arisen. 

Belturbet anxiously skimmed over a further item of news printed immediately 
below the Parliamentary report: “Wild cat found in an exhausted condition in 
Palace Yard.” 

“Now I wonder which of them—” he mused, and then an appalling idea came 
to him. “Supposing he’s put them both into the same beast!” He hurriedly 
ordered another prairie oyster. 

Belturbet was known in his club as a strictly moderate drinker; his 
consumption of alcoholic stimulants that day gave rise to considerable comment. 


The events of the next few days were piquantly bewildering to the world at 
large; to Belturbet, who knew dimly what was happening, the situation was 
fraught with recurring alarms. The old saying that in politics it’s the unexpected 
that always happens received a justification that it had hitherto somewhat lacked, 
and the epidemic of startling personal changes of front was not wholly confined 
to the realm of actual politics. The eminent chocolate magnate, Sadbury, whose 
antipathy to the Turf and everything connected with it was a matter of general 
knowledge, had evidently been replaced by an Angel-Sadbury, who proceeded to 
electrify the public by blossoming forth as an owner of race-horses, giving as a 
reason his matured conviction that the sport was, after all, one which gave 
healthy open-air recreation to large numbers of people drawn from all classes of 
the community, and incidentally stimulated the important industry of horse- 
breeding. His colours, chocolate and cream hoops spangled with pink stars, 
promised to become as popular as any on the Turf. At the same time, in order to 
give effect to his condemnation of the evils resulting from the spread of the 
gambling habit among wage-earning classes, who lived for the most part from 
hand to mouth, he suppressed all betting news and tipsters’ forecasts in the 
popular evening paper that was under his control. His action received instant 
recognition and support from the Angel-proprietor of the EVENING VIEWS, 
the principal rival evening halfpenny paper, who forthwith issued an ukase 
decreeing a similar ban on betting news, and in a short while the regular evening 
Press was purged of all mention of starting prices and probable winners. A 
considerable drop in the circulation of all these papers was the immediate result, 
accompanied, of course, by a falling-off in advertisement value, while a crop of 
special betting broadsheets sprang up to supply the newly-created want. Under 
their influence the betting habit became if anything rather wore widely diffused 
than before. The Duke had possibly overlooked the futility of koepenicking the 
leaders of the nation with excellently intentioned angel under-studies, while 
leaving the mass of the people in its original condition. 

Further sensation and dislocation was caused in the Press world by the sudden 
and dramatic RAPPROCHEMENT which took place between the Angel-Editor 
of the SCRUTATOR and the Angel-Editor of the ANGLIAN REVIEW, who not 
only ceased to criticize and disparage the tone and tendencies of each other’s 
publication, but agreed to exchange editorships for alternating periods. Here 
again public support was not on the side of the angels; constant readers of the 
SCRUTATOR complained bitterly of the strong meat which was thrust upon 
them at fitful intervals in place of the almost vegetarian diet to which they had 
become confidently accustomed; even those who were not mentally averse to 
strong meat as a separate course were pardonably annoyed at being supplied 


with it in the pages of the SCRUTATOR. To be suddenly confronted with a 
pungent herring salad when one had attuned oneself to tea and toast, or to 
discover a richly truffled segment of PATE DE FOIE dissembled in a bowl of 
bread and milk, would be an experience that might upset the equanimity of the 
most placidly disposed mortal. An equally vehement outcry arose from the 
regular subscribers of the ANGLIAN REVIEW who protested against being 
served from time to time with literary fare which no young person of sixteen 
could possibly want to devour in secret. To take infinite precautions, they 
complained, against the juvenile perusal of such eminently innocuous literature 
was like reading the Riot Act on an uninhabited island. Both reviews suffered a 
serious falling-off in circulation and influence. Peace hath its devastations as 
well as war. 

The wives of noted public men formed another element of discomfiture which 
the young Duke had almost entirely left out of his calculations. It is sufficiently 
embarrassing to keep abreast of the possible wobblings and veerings-round of a 
human husband, who, from the strength or weakness of his personal character, 
may leap over or slip through the barriers which divide the parties; for this 
reason a merciful politician usually marries late in life, when he has definitely 
made up his mind on which side he wishes his wife to be socially valuable. But 
these trials were as nothing compared to the bewilderment caused by the Angel- 
husbands who seemed in some cases to have revolutionized their outlook on life 
in the interval between breakfast and dinner, without premonition or preparation 
of any kind, and apparently without realizing the least need for subsequent 
explanation. The temporary peace which brooded over the Parliamentary 
situation was by no means reproduced in the home circles of the leading 
statesmen and politicians. It had been frequently and extensively remarked of 
Mrs. Exe that she would try the patience of an angel; now the tables were 
reversed, and she unwittingly had an opportunity for discovering that the 
capacity for exasperating behaviour was not all on one side. 

And then, with the introduction of the Navy Estimates, Parliamentary peace 
suddenly dissolved. It was the old quarrel between Ministers and the Opposition 
as to the adequacy or the reverse of the Government’s naval programme. The 
Angel-Quinston and the Angel-Hugo-Sizzle contrived to keep the debates free 
from personalities and pinpricks, but an enormous sensation was created when 
the elegant lackadaisical Halfan Halfour threatened to bring up fifty thousand 
stalwarts to wreck the House if the Estimates were not forthwith revised on a 
Two-Power basis. It was a memorable scene when he rose in his place, in 
response to the scandalized shouts of his opponents, and thundered forth, 
“Gentlemen, I glory in the name of Apache.” 


Belturbet, who had made several fruitless attempts to ring up his young friend 
since the fateful morning in St. James’s Park, ran him to earth one afternoon at 
his club, smooth and spruce and unruffled as ever. 

“Tell me, what on earth have you turned Cocksley Coxon into?” Belturbet 
asked anxiously, mentioning the name of one of the pillars of unorthodoxy in the 
Anglican Church. “I don’t fancy he BELIEVES in angels, and if he finds an 
angel preaching orthodox sermons from his pulpit while he’s been turned into a 
fox-terrier, he’ll develop rabies in less than no time.” 

“T rather think it was a fox-terrier,” said the Duke lazily. 

Belturbet groaned heavily, and sank into a chair. 

“Look here, Eugéne,” he whispered hoarsely, having first looked well round 
to see that no one was within hearing range, “you’ve got to stop it. Consols are 
jumping up and down like bronchos, and that speech of Halfour’s in the House 
last night has simply startled everybody out of their wits. And then on the top of 
it, Thistlebery—” 

“What has he been saying?” asked the Duke quickly. 

“Nothing. That’s just what’s so disturbing. Every one thought it was simply 
inevitable that he should come out with a great epoch-making speech at this 
juncture, and I’ve just seen on the tape that he has refused to address any 
meetings at present, giving as a reason his opinion that something more than 
mere speech-making was wanted.” 

The young Duke said nothing, but his eyes shone with quiet exultation. 

“Its so unlike Thistlebery,” continued Belturbet; “at least,” he said 
suspiciously, “it’s unlike the REAL Thistlebery—” 

“The real Thistlebery is flying about somewhere as a vocally-industrious 
lapwing,” said the Duke calmly; “I expect great things of the Angel- 
Thistlebery,” he added. 

At this moment there was a magnetic stampede of members towards the 
lobby, where the tape-machines were ticking out some news of more than 
ordinary import. 

“COUP D’ETAT in the North. Thistlebery seizes Edinburgh Castle. 
Threatens civil war unless Government expands naval programme.” 

In the babel which ensued Belturbet lost sight of his young friend. For the 
best part of the afternoon he searched one likely haunt after another, spurred on 
by the sensational posters which the evening papers were displaying broadcast 
over the West End. “General Baden-Baden mobilizes Boy-Scouts. Another 
COUP D’ETAT feared. Is Windsor Castle safe?” This was one of the earlier 
posters, and was followed by one of even more sinister purport: “Will the Test- 
match have to be postponed?” It was this disquietening question which brought 


home the real seriousness of the situation to the London public, and made people 
wonder whether one might not pay too high a price for the advantages of party 
government. Belturbet, questing round in the hope of finding the originator of 
the trouble, with a vague idea of being able to induce him to restore matters to 
their normal human footing, came across an elderly club acquaintance who 
dabbled extensively in some of the more sensitive market securities. He was pale 
with indignation, and his pallor deepened as a breathless newsboy dashed past 
with a poster inscribed: “Premier’s constituency harried by moss-troopers. 
Halfour sends encouraging telegram to rioters. Letchworth Garden City threatens 
reprisals. Foreigners taking refuge in Embassies and National Liberal Club.” 

“This is devils’ work!” he said angrily. 

Belturbet knew otherwise. 

At the bottom of St. James’s Street a newspaper motor-cart, which had just 
come rapidly along Pall Mall, was surrounded by a knot of eagerly talking 
people, and for the first time that afternoon Belturbet heard expressions of relief 
and congratulation. 

It displayed a placard with the welcome announcement: “Crisis ended. 
Government gives way. Important expansion of naval programme.” 

There seemed to be no immediate necessity for pursuing the quest of the 
errant Duke, and Belturbet turned to make his way homeward through St. 
James’s Park. His mind, attuned to the alarums and excursions of the afternoon, 
became dimly aware that some excitement of a detached nature was going on 
around him. In spite of the political ferment which reigned in the streets, quite a 
large crowd had gathered to watch the unfolding of a tragedy that had taken 
place on the shore of the ornamental water. A large black swan, which had 
recently shown signs of a savage and dangerous disposition, had suddenly 
attacked a young gentleman who was walking by the water’s edge, dragged him 
down under the surface, and drowned him before anyone could come to his 
assistance. At the moment when Belturbet arrived on the spot several park- 
keepers were engaged in lifting the corpse into a punt. Belturbet stooped to pick 
up a hat that lay near the scene of the struggle. It was a smart soft felt hat, faintly 
reminiscent of Houbigant. 

More than a month elapsed before Belturbet had sufficiently recovered from 
his attack of nervous prostration to take an interest once more in what was going 
on in the world of politics. The Parliamentary Session was still in full swing, and 
a General Election was looming in the near future. He called for a batch of 
morning papers and skimmed rapidly through the speeches of the Chancellor, 
Quinston, and other Ministerial leaders, as well as those of the principal 
Opposition champions, and then sank back in his chair with a sigh of relief. 


Evidently the spell had ceased to act after the tragedy which had overtaken its 
invoker. There was no trace of angel anywhere. 


THE REMOULDING OF GROBY LINGTON 
“A man is known by the company he keeps.” 


In the morning-room of his sister-in-law’s house Groby Lington fidgeted 
away the passing minutes with the demure restlessness of advanced middle age. 
About a quarter of an hour would have to elapse before it would be time to say 
his good-byes and make his way across the village green to the station, with a 
selected escort of nephews and nieces. He was a good-natured, kindly 
dispositioned man, and in theory he was delighted to pay periodical visits to the 
wife and children of his dead brother William; in practice, he infinitely preferred 
the comfort and seclusion of his own house and garden, and the companionship 
of his books and his parrot to these rather meaningless and tiresome incursions 
into a family circle with which he had little in common. It was not so much the 
spur of his own conscience that drove him to make the occasional short journey 
by rail to visit his relatives, as an obedient concession to the more insistent but 
vicarious conscience of his brother, Colonel John, who was apt to accuse him of 
neglecting poor old William’s family. Groby usually forgot or ignored the 
existence of his neighbour kinsfolk until such time as he was threatened with a 
visit from the Colonel, when he would put matters straight by a hurried 
pilgrimage across the few miles of intervening country to renew his 
acquaintance with the young people and assume a kindly if rather forced interest 
in the well-being of his sister-in-law. On this occasion he had cut matters so fine 
between the timing of his exculpatory visit and the coming of Colonel John, that 
he would scarcely be home before the latter was due to arrive. Anyhow, Groby 
had got it over, and six or seven months might decently elapse before he need 
again sacrifice his comforts and inclinations on the altar of family sociability. He 
was inclined to be distinctly cheerful as he hopped about the room, picking up 
first one object, then another, and subjecting each to a brief bird-like scrutiny. 

Presently his cheerful listlessness changed sharply to an attitude of vexed 
attention. In a scrap-book of drawings and caricatures belonging to one of his 
nephews he had come across an unkindly clever sketch of himself and his parrot, 
solemnly confronting each other in postures of ridiculous gravity and repose, and 
bearing a likeness to one another that the artist had done his utmost to 
accentuate. After the first flush of annoyance had passed away, Groby laughed 
good-naturedly and admitted to himself the cleverness of the drawing. Then the 
feeling of resentment repossessed him, resentment not against the caricaturist 
who had embodied the idea in pen and ink, but against the possible truth that the 


idea represented. Was it really the case that people grew in time to resemble the 
animals they kept as pets, and had he unconsciously become more and more like 
the comically solemn bird that was his constant companion? Groby was 
unusually silent as he walked to the train with his escort of chattering nephews 
and nieces, and during the short railway journey his mind was more and more 
possessed with an introspective conviction that he had gradually settled down 
into a sort of parrot-like existence. What, after all, did his daily routine amount 
to but a sedate meandering and pecking and perching, in his garden, among his 
fruit trees, in his wicker chair on the lawn, or by the fireside in his library? And 
what was the sum total of his conversation with chance-encountered neighbours? 
“Quite a spring day, isn’t it?” “It looks as though we should have some rain.” 
“Glad to see you about again; you must take care of yourself.” “How the young 
folk shoot up, don’t they?” Strings of stupid, inevitable perfunctory remarks 
came to his mind, remarks that were certainly not the mental exchange of human 
intelligences, but mere empty parrot-talk. One might really just as well salute 
one’s acquaintances with “Pretty polly. Puss, puss, miaow!” Groby began to 
fume against the picture of himself as a foolish feathered fowl which his 
nephew’s sketch had first suggested, and which his own accusing imagination 
was filling in with such unflattering detail. 

“PII give the beastly bird away,” he said resentfully; though he knew at the 
same time that he would do no such thing. It would look so absurd after all the 
years that he had kept the parrot and made much of it suddenly to try and find it 
anew home. 

“Has my brother arrived?” he asked of the stable-boy, who had come with the 
pony-carriage to meet him. 

“Yessir, came down by the two-fifteen. Your parrot’s dead.” The boy made 
the latter announcement with the relish which his class finds in proclaiming a 
catastrophe. 

“My parrot dead?” said Groby. “What caused its death?” 

“The ipe,” said the boy briefly. 

“The ipe?” queried Groby. “Whatever’s that?” 

“The ipe what the Colonel brought down with him,” came the rather alarming 
answer. 

“Do you mean to say my brother is ill?” asked Groby. “Is it something 
infectious?” 

“Th’ Colonel’s so well as ever he was,” said the boy; and as no further 
explanation was forthcoming Groby had to possess himself in mystified patience 
till he reached home. His brother was waiting for him at the hall door. 


“Have you heard about the parrot?” he asked at once. “‘Pon my soul I’m 
awfully sorry. The moment he saw the monkey I’d brought down as a surprise 
for you he squawked out ‘Rats to you, sir!’ and the blessed monkey made one 
spring at him, got him by the neck and whirled him round like a rattle. He was as 
dead as mutton by the time I’d got him out of the little beggar’s paws. Always 
been such a friendly little beast, the monkey has, should never have thought he’d 
got it in him to see red like that. Can’t tell you how sorry I feel about it, and now 
of course you’ll hate the sight of the monkey.” 

“Not at all,” said Groby sincerely. A few hours earlier the tragic end which 
had befallen his parrot would have presented itself to him as a calamity; now it 
arrived almost as a polite attention on the part of the Fates. 

“The bird was getting old, you know,” he went on, in explanation of his 
obvious lack of decent regret at the loss of his pet. “I was really beginning to 
wonder if it was an unmixed kindness to let him go on living till he succumbed 
to old age. What a charming little monkey!” he added, when he was introduced 
to the culprit. 

The new-comer was a small, long-tailed monkey from the Western 
Hemisphere, with a gentle, half-shy, half-trusting manner that instantly captured 
Groby’s confidence; a student of simian character might have seen in the fitful 
red light in its eyes some indication of the underlying temper which the parrot 
had so rashly put to the test with such dramatic consequences for itself. The 
servants, who had come to regard the defunct bird as a regular member of the 
household, and one who gave really very little trouble, were scandalized to find 
his bloodthirsty aggressor installed in his place as an honoured domestic pet. 

“A nasty heathen ipe what don’t never say nothing sensible and cheerful, 
same as pore Polly did,” was the unfavourable verdict of the kitchen quarters. 


One Sunday morning, some twelve or fourteen months after the visit of 
Colonel John and the parrot-tragedy, Miss Wepley sat decorously in her pew in 
the parish church, immediately in front of that occupied by Groby Lington. She 
was, Comparatively speaking a new-comer in the neighbourhood, and was not 
personally acquainted with her fellow-worshipper in the seat behind, but for the 
past two years the Sunday morning service had brought them regularly within 
each other’s sphere of consciousness. Without having paid particular attention to 
the subject, she could probably have given a correct rendering of the way in 
which he pronounced certain words occurring in the responses, while he was 
well aware of the trivial fact that, in addition to her prayer book and 
handkerchief, a small paper packet of throat lozenges always reposed on the seat 
beside her. Miss Wepley rarely had recourse to her lozenges, but in case she 


should be taken with a fit of coughing she wished to have the emergency duly 
provided for. On this particular Sunday the lozenges occasioned an unusual 
diversion in the even tenor of her devotions, far more disturbing to her 
personally than a prolonged attack of coughing would have been. As she rose to 
take part in the singing of the first hymn, she fancied that she saw the hand of 
her neighbour, who was alone in the pew behind her, make a furtive downward 
grab at the packet lying on the seat; on turning sharply round she found that the 
packet had certainly disappeared, but Mr. Lington was to all outward seeming 
serenely intent on his hymnbook. No amount of interrogatory glaring on the part 
of the despoiled lady could bring the least shade of conscious guilt to his face. 

“Worse was to follow,” as she remarked afterwards to a scandalized audience 
of friends and acquaintances. “I had scarcely knelt in prayer when a lozenge, one 
of my lozenges, came whizzing into the pew, just under my nose. I turned round 
and stared, but Mr. Lington had his eyes closed and his lips moving as though 
engaged in prayer. The moment I resumed my devotions another lozenge came 
rattling in, and then another. I took no notice for awhile, and then turned round 
suddenly just as the dreadful man was about to flip another one at me. He hastily 
pretended to be turning over the leaves of his book, but I was not to be taken in 
that time. He saw that he had been discovered and no more lozenges came. Of 
course I have changed my pew.” 

“No gentleman would have acted in such a disgraceful manner,” said one of 
her listeners; “and yet Mr. Lington used to be so respected by everybody. He 
seems to have behaved like a little ill-bred schoolboy.” 

“He behaved like a monkey,” said Miss Wepley. 

Her unfavourable verdict was echoed in other quarters about the same time. 
Groby Lington had never been a hero in the eyes of his personal retainers, but he 
had shared the approval accorded to his defunct parrot as a cheerful, well- 
dispositioned body, who gave no particular trouble. Of late months, however, 
this character would hardly have been endorsed by the members of his domestic 
establishment. The stolid stable-boy, who had first announced to him the tragic 
end of his feathered pet, was one of the first to give voice to the murmurs of 
disapproval which became rampant and general in the servants’ quarters, and he 
had fairly substantial grounds for his disaffection. In a burst of hot summer 
weather he had obtained permission to bathe in a modest-sized pond in the 
orchard, and thither one afternoon Groby had bent his steps, attracted by loud 
imprecations of anger mingled with the shriller chattering of monkey-language. 
He beheld his plump diminutive servitor, clad only in a waistcoat and a pair of 
socks, storming ineffectually at the monkey which was seated on a low branch of 


an apple tree, abstractedly fingering the remainder of the boy’s outfit, which he 
had removed just out of has reach. 

“The ipe’s been an’ took my clothes;” whined the boy, with the passion of his 
kind for explaining the obvious. His incomplete toilet effect rather embarrassed 
him, but he hailed the arrival of Groby with relief, as promising moral and 
material support in his efforts to get back his raided garments. The monkey had 
ceased its defiant jabbering, and doubtless with a little coaxing from its master it 
would hand back the plunder. 

“If I lift you up,” suggested Groby, “you will just be able to reach the 
clothes.” 

The boy agreed, and Groby clutched him firmly by the waistcoat, which was 
about all there was to catch hold of, and lifted, him clear of the ground. Then, 
with a deft swing he sent him crashing into a clump of tall nettles, which closed 
receptively round him. The victim had not been brought up in a school which 
teaches one to repress one’s emotions — if a fox had attempted to gnaw at his 
vitals he would have flown to complain to the nearest hunt committee rather than 
have affected an attitude of stoical indifference. On this occasion the volume of 
sound which he produced under the stimulus of pain and rage and astonishment 
was generous and sustained, but above his bellowings he could distinctly hear 
the triumphant chattering of his enemy in the tree, and a peal of shrill laughter 
from Groby. 

When the boy had finished an improvised St. Vitus caracole, which would 
have brought him fame on the boards of the Coliseum, and which indeed met 
with ready appreciation and applause from the retreating figure of Groby 
Lington, he found that the monkey had also discreetly retired, while his clothes 
were scattered on the grass at the foot of the tree. 

“They’m two ipes, that’s what they be,” he muttered angrily, and if his 
judgment was severe, at least he spoke under the sting of considerable 
provocation. 

It was a week or two later that the parlour-maid gave notice, having been 
terrified almost to tears by an outbreak of sudden temper on the part of the 
master anent some underdone cutlets. “‘E gnashed ‘is teeth at me, ‘e did reely,” 
she informed a sympathetic kitchen audience. 

“Td like to see ‘im talk like that to me, I would,” said the cook defiantly, but 
her cooking from that moment showed a marked improvement. 

It was seldom that Groby Lington so far detached himself from his 
accustomed habits as to go and form one of a house-party, and he was not a little 
piqued that Mrs. Glenduff should have stowed him away in the musty old 


Georgian wing of the house, in the next room, moreover, to Leonard Spabbink, 
the eminent pianist. 

“He plays Liszt like an angel,” had been the hostess’s enthusiastic 
testimonial. 

“He may play him like a trout for all I care,” had been Groby’s mental 
comment, “but I wouldn’t mind betting that he snores. He’s just the sort and 
shape that would. And if I hear him snoring through those ridiculous thin- 
panelled walls, there’ ll be trouble.” 

He did, and there was. 

Groby stood it for about two and a quarter minutes, and then made his way 
through the corridor into Spabbink’s room. Under Groby’s vigorous measures 
the musician’s flabby, redundant figure sat up in bewildered semi-consciousness 
like an ice-cream that has been taught to beg. Groby prodded him into complete 
wakefulness, and then the pettish self-satisfied pianist fairly lost his temper and 
slapped his domineering visitant on the hand. In another moment Spabbink was 
being nearly stifled and very effectually gagged by a pillow-case tightly bound 
round his head, while his plump pyjama’d limbs were hauled out of bed and 
smacked, pinched, kicked, and bumped in a catch-as-catch-can progress across 
the floor, towards the flat shallow bath in whose utterly inadequate depths Groby 
perseveringly strove to drown him. For a few moments the room was almost in 
darkness: Groby’s candle had overturned in an early stage of the scuffle, and its 
flicker scarcely reached to the spot where splashings, smacks, muffled cries, and 
splutterings, and a chatter of ape-like rage told of the struggle that was being 
waged round the shores of the bath. A few instants later the one-sided combat 
was brightly lit up by the flare of blazing curtains and rapidly kindling panelling. 

When the hastily aroused members of the house-party stampeded out on to 
the lawn, the Georgian wing was well alight and belching forth masses of 
smoke, but some moments elapsed before Groby appeared with the half- 
drowned pianist in his arms, having just bethought him of the superior drowning 
facilities offered by the pond at the bottom of the lawn. The cool night air 
sobered his rage, and when he found that he was innocently acclaimed as the 
heroic rescuer of poor Leonard Spabbink, and loudly commended for his 
presence of mind in tying a wet cloth round his head to protect him from smoke 
suffocation, he accepted the situation, and subsequently gave a graphic account 
of his finding the musician asleep with an overturned candle by his side and the 
conflagration well started. Spabbink gave HIS version some days later, when he 
had partially recovered from the shock of his midnight castigation and 
immersion, but the gentle pitying smiles and evasive comments with which his 
story was greeted warned him that the public ear was not at his disposal. He 


refused, however, to attend the ceremonial presentation of the Royal Humane 
Society’s life-saving medal. 

It was about this time that Groby’s pet monkey fell a victim to the disease 
which attacks so many of its kind when brought under the influence of a 
northern climate. Its master appeared to be profoundly affected by its loss, and 
never quite recovered the level of spirits that he had recently attained. In 
company with the tortoise, which Colonel John presented to him on his last visit, 
he potters about his lawn and kitchen garden, with none of his erstwhile 
sprightliness; and his nephews and nieces are fairly well justified in alluding to 
him as “Old Uncle Groby.” 


ACKNOWLEDGMENT 


“The Background” originally appeared in the LEINSTERS’ MAGAZINE; “The 
Stampeding of Lady Bastable” in the DAILY MAIL; “Mrs. Packletide’s Tiger,” 
“The Chaplet,” “The Peace Offering,’ “Filboid Studge” and “Ministers of 
Grace” (in an abbreviated form) in the BYSTANDER; and the remainder of the 
stories (with the exception of “The Music on the Hill,” “The Story of St. 
Vespaluus,” “The Secret Sin of Septimus Brope,” “The Remoulding of Groby 
Lington,” and “The Way to the Dairy,” which have never previously been 
published) in the WESTMINSTER GAZETTE. To the Editors of these papers I 
am indebted for courteous permission to reprint them. 


BEASTS AND SUPER-BEASTS 


CONTENTS 








THE SHE-WOLF 

LAURA 

THE BOAR-PIG 

THE BROGUE 

THE HEN 

THE OPEN WINDOW 

THE TREASURE SHIP 

THE COBWEB 

THE LULL 

THE UNKINDEST BLOW 

THE ROMANCERS 

THE SCHARTZ-METTERKLUME METHOD 
THE SEVENTH PULLET 

THE BLIND SPOT 

DUSK 

A TOUCH OF REALISM 
COUSIN TERESA 

THE YARKAND MANNER 
THE BYZANTINE OMELETTE 
THE FEAST OF NEMESIS 
THE DREAMER 

THE QUINCE TREE 

THE FORBIDDEN BUZZARDS 
THE STAKE 

CLOVIS ON PARENTAL RESPONSIBILITIES 
A HOLIDAY TASK 

THE STALLED OX 

THE STORY-TELLER 

A DEFENSIVE DIAMOND 
THE ELK 

DOWN PENS 


THE NAME-DAY 
THE LUMBER ROOM 

FUR 

THE PHILANTHROPIST AND THE HAPPY CAT 





AUTHOR’S NOTE 


“The Open Window,” “The Schartz-Metterklume Method,” and “Clovis on 
Parental Responsibilities,” originally appeared in the Westminster Gazette, “The 
Elk” in the Bystander, and the remaining stories in the Morning Post. To the 
Editors of these papers I am indebted for their courtesy in allowing me to reprint 
them. 

H. H. M. 


THE SHE-WOLF 


Leonard Bilsiter was one of those people who have failed to find this world 
attractive or interesting, and who have sought compensation in an “unseen 
world” of their own experience or imagination — or invention. Children do that 
sort of thing successfully, but children are content to convince themselves, and 
do not vulgarise their beliefs by trying to convince other people. Leonard 
Bilsiter’s beliefs were for “the few,” that is to say, anyone who would listen to 
him. 

His dabblings in the unseen might not have carried him beyond the customary 
platitudes of the drawing-room visionary if accident had not reinforced his 
stock-in-trade of mystical lore. In company with a friend, who was interested in 
a Ural mining concern, he had made a trip across Eastern Europe at a moment 
when the great Russian railway strike was developing from a threat to a reality; 
its outbreak caught him on the return journey, somewhere on the further side of 
Perm, and it was while waiting for a couple of days at a wayside station in a state 
of suspended locomotion that he made the acquaintance of a dealer in harness 
and metalware, who profitably whiled away the tedium of the long halt by 
initiating his English travelling companion in a fragmentary system of folk-lore 
that he had picked up from Trans-Baikal traders and natives. Leonard returned 
to his home circle garrulous about his Russian strike experiences, but 
oppressively reticent about certain dark mysteries, which he alluded to under the 
resounding title of Siberian Magic. The reticence wore off in a week or two 
under the influence of an entire lack of general curiosity, and Leonard began to 
make more detailed allusions to the enormous powers which this new esoteric 
force, to use his own description of it, conferred on the initiated few who knew 
how to wield it. His aunt, Cecilia Hoops, who loved sensation perhaps rather 
better than she loved the truth, gave him as clamorous an advertisement as 
anyone could wish for by retailing an account of how he had turned a vegetable 
marrow into a wood pigeon before her very eyes. As a manifestation of the 
possession of supernatural powers, the story was discounted in some quarters by 
the respect accorded to Mrs. Hoops’ powers of imagination. 

However divided opinion might be on the question of Leonard’s status as a 
wonderworker or a charlatan, he certainly arrived at Mary Hampton’s house- 
party with a reputation for pre-eminence in one or other of those professions, and 
he was not disposed to shun such publicity as might fall to his share. Esoteric 
forces and unusual powers figured largely in whatever conversation he or his 


aunt had a share in, and his own performances, past and potential, were the 
subject of mysterious hints and dark avowals. 

“I wish you would turn me into a wolf, Mr. Bilsiter,” said his hostess at 
luncheon the day after his arrival. 

“My dear Mary,” said Colonel Hampton, “I never knew you had a craving in 
that direction.” 

“A she-wolf, of course,” continued Mrs. Hampton; “it would be too confusing 
to change one’s sex as well as one’s species at a moment’s notice.” 

“T don’t think one should jest on these subjects,” said Leonard. 

“Tm not jesting, I’m quite serious, I assure you. Only don’t do it to-day; we 
have only eight available bridge players, and it would break up one of our 
tables. To-morrow we shall be a larger party. To-morrow night, after dinner—” 

“In our present imperfect understanding of these hidden forces I think one 
should approach them with humbleness rather than mockery,” observed 
Leonard, with such severity that the subject was forthwith dropped. 

Clovis Sangrail had sat unusually silent during the discussion on the 
possibilities of Siberian Magic; after lunch he side-tracked Lord Pabham into the 
comparative seclusion of the billiard-room and delivered himself of a searching 
question. 

“Have you such a thing as a she-wolf in your collection of wild animals? A 
she-wolf of moderately good temper?” 

Lord Pabham considered. “There is Louisa,” he said, “a rather fine specimen 
of the timber-wolf. I got her two years ago in exchange for some Arctic foxes. 
Most of my animals get to be fairly tame before they’ve been with me very long; 
I think I can say Louisa has an angelic temper, as she-wolves go. Why do you 
ask?” 

“I was wondering whether you would lend her to me for to-morrow night,” 
said Clovis, with the careless solicitude of one who borrows a collar stud or a 
tennis racquet. 

“To-morrow night?” 

“Yes, wolves are nocturnal animals, so the late hours won’t hurt her,” said 
Clovis, with the air of one who has taken everything into consideration; “one of 
your men could bring her over from Pabham Park after dusk, and with a little 
help he ought to be able to smuggle her into the conservatory at the same 
moment that Mary Hampton makes an unobtrusive exit.” 

Lord Pabham stared at Clovis for a moment in pardonable bewilderment; then 
his face broke into a wrinkled network of laughter. 

“Oh, that’s your game, is it? You are going to do a little Siberian Magic on 
your own account. And is Mrs. Hampton willing to be a fellow-conspirator?” 


“Mary is pledged to see me through with it, if you will guarantee Louisa’s 
temper.” 

“Pll answer for Louisa,” said Lord Pabham. 

By the following day the house-party had swollen to larger proportions, and 
Bilsiter’s instinct for self-advertisement expanded duly under the stimulant of an 
increased audience. At dinner that evening he held forth at length on the subject 
of unseen forces and untested powers, and his flow of impressive eloquence 
continued unabated while coffee was being served in the drawing-room 
preparatory to a general migration to the card-room. 

His aunt ensured a respectful hearing for his utterances, but her sensation- 
loving soul hankered after something more dramatic than mere vocal 
demonstration. 

“Won’t you do something to convince them of your powers, Leonard?” she 
pleaded; “change something into another shape. He can, you know, if he only 
chooses to,” she informed the company. 

“Oh, do,” said Mavis Pellington earnestly, and her request was echoed by 
nearly everyone present. Even those who were not open to conviction were 
perfectly willing to be entertained by an exhibition of amateur conjuring. 

Leonard felt that something tangible was expected of him. 

“Has anyone present,” he asked, “got a three-penny bit or some small object 
of no particular value — ?” 

“You’re surely not going to make coins disappear, or something primitive of 
that sort?” said Clovis contemptuously. 

“T think it very unkind of you not to carry out my suggestion of turning me 
into a wolf,” said Mary Hampton, as she crossed over to the conservatory to give 
her macaws their usual tribute from the dessert dishes. 

“I have already warned you of the danger of treating these powers in a 
mocking spirit,” said Leonard solemnly. 

“I don’t believe you can do it,” laughed Mary provocatively from the 
conservatory; “I dare you to do it if you can. I defy you to turn me into a wolf.” 

As she said this she was lost to view behind a clump of azaleas. 

“Mrs. Hampton—” began Leonard with increased solemnity, but he got no 
further. A breath of chill air seemed to rush across the room, and at the same 
time the macaws broke forth into ear-splitting screams. 

“What on earth is the matter with those confounded birds, Mary?” exclaimed 
Colonel Hampton; at the same moment an even more piercing scream from 
Mavis Pellington stampeded the entire company from their seats. In various 
attitudes of helpless horror or instinctive defence they confronted the evil- 


looking grey beast that was peering at them from amid a setting of fern and 
azalea. 

Mrs. Hoops was the first to recover from the general chaos of fright and 
bewilderment. 

“Leonard!” she screamed shrilly to her nephew, “turn it back into Mrs. 
Hampton at once! It may fly at us at any moment. Turn it back!” 

“I — I don’t know how to,” faltered Leonard, who looked more scared and 
horrified than anyone. 

“What!” shouted Colonel Hampton, “you’ve taken the abominable liberty of 
turning my wife into a wolf, and now you stand there calmly and say you can’t 
turn her back again!” 

To do strict justice to Leonard, calmness was not a distinguishing feature of 
his attitude at the moment. 

“T assure you I didn’t turn Mrs. Hampton into a wolf; nothing was farther 
from my intentions,” he protested. 

“Then where is she, and how came that animal into the conservatory?” 
demanded the Colonel. 

“Of course we must accept your assurance that you didn’t turn Mrs. Hampton 
into a wolf,” said Clovis politely, “but you will agree that appearances are 
against you.” 

“Are we to have all these recriminations with that beast standing there ready 
to tear us to pieces?” wailed Mavis indignantly. 

“Lord Pabham, you know a good deal about wild beasts— 
Colonel Hampton. 

“The wild beasts that I have been accustomed to,” said Lord Pabham, “have 
come with proper credentials from well-known dealers, or have been bred in my 
own menagerie. I’ve never before been confronted with an animal that walks 
unconcernedly out of an azalea bush, leaving a charming and popular hostess 
unaccounted for. As far as one can judge from outward characteristics,” he 
continued, “it has the appearance of a well-grown female of the North American 
timber-wolf, a variety of the common species canis lupus.” 

“Oh, never mind its Latin name,” screamed Mavis, as the beast came a step or 
two further into the room; “can’t you entice it away with food, and shut it up 
where it can’t do any harm?” 

“Tf it is really Mrs. Hampton, who has just had a very good dinner, I don’t 
suppose food will appeal to it very strongly,” said Clovis. 

“Leonard,” beseeched Mrs. Hoops tearfully, “even if this is none of your 
doing can’t you use your great powers to turn this dreadful beast into something 
harmless before it bites us all — a rabbit or something?” 
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suggested 


“I don’t suppose Colonel Hampton would care to have his wife turned into a 
succession of fancy animals as though we were playing a round game with her,” 
interposed Clovis. 

“T absolutely forbid it,” thundered the Colonel. 

“Most wolves that I’ve had anything to do with have been inordinately fond 
of sugar,” said Lord Pabham; “if you like Pl try the effect on this one.” 

He took a piece of sugar from the saucer of his coffee cup and flung it to the 
expectant Louisa, who snapped it in mid-air. There was a sigh of relief from the 
company; a wolf that ate sugar when it might at the least have been employed in 
tearing macaws to pieces had already shed some of its terrors. The sigh 
deepened to a gasp of thanks-giving when Lord Pabham decoyed the animal out 
of the room by a pretended largesse of further sugar. There was an instant rush 
to the vacated conservatory. There was no trace of Mrs. Hampton except the 
plate containing the macaws’ supper. 

“The door is locked on the inside!” exclaimed Clovis, who had deftly turned 
the key as he affected to test it. 

Everyone turned towards Bilsiter. 

“Tf you haven’t turned my wife into a wolf,” said Colonel Hampton, “will you 
kindly explain where she has disappeared to, since she obviously could not have 
gone through a locked door? I will not press you for an explanation of how a 
North American timber-wolf suddenly appeared in the conservatory, but I think I 
have some right to inquire what has become of Mrs. Hampton.” 

Bilsiter’s reiterated disclaimer was met with a general murmur of impatient 
disbelief. 

“T refuse to stay another hour under this roof,” declared Mavis Pellington. 

“If our hostess has really vanished out of human form,” said Mrs. Hoops, 
“none of the ladies of the party can very well remain. I absolutely decline to be 
chaperoned by a wolf!” 

“Tt’s a she-wolf,” said Clovis soothingly. 

The correct etiquette to be observed under the unusual circumstances received 
no further elucidation. The sudden entry of Mary Hampton deprived the 
discussion of its immediate interest. 

“Some one has mesmerised me,” she exclaimed crossly; “I found myself in 
the game larder, of all places, being fed with sugar by Lord Pabham. I hate 
being mesmerised, and the doctor has forbidden me to touch sugar.” 

The situation was explained to her, as far as it permitted of anything that 
could be called explanation. 

“Then you really did turn me into a wolf, Mr. Bilsiter?” she exclaimed 
excitedly. 


But Leonard had burned the boat in which he might now have embarked on a 
sea of glory. He could only shake his head feebly. 

“Tt was I who took that liberty,” said Clovis; “you see, I happen to have lived 
for a couple of years in North-Eastern Russia, and I have more than a tourist’s 
acquaintance with the magic craft of that region. One does not care to speak 
about these strange powers, but once in a way, when one hears a lot of nonsense 
being talked about them, one is tempted to show what Siberian magic can 
accomplish in the hands of someone who really understands it. I yielded to that 
temptation. May I have some brandy? the effort has left me rather faint.” 

If Leonard Bilsiter could at that moment have transformed Clovis into a 
cockroach and then have stepped on him he would gladly have performed both 
operations. 


LAURA 


“You are not really dying, are you?” asked Amanda. 

“T have the doctor’s permission to live till Tuesday,” said Laura. 

“But to-day is Saturday; this is serious!” gasped Amanda. 

“T don’t know about it being serious; it is certainly Saturday,” said Laura. 

“Death is always serious,” said Amanda. 

“T never said I was going to die. I am presumably going to leave off being 
Laura, but I shall go on being something. An animal of some kind, I suppose. 
You see, when one hasn’t been very good in the life one has just lived, one 
reincarnates in some lower organism. And I haven’t been very good, when one 
comes to think of it. I’ve been petty and mean and vindictive and all that sort of 
thing when circumstances have seemed to warrant it.” 

“Circumstances never warrant that sort of thing,” said Amanda hastily. 

“If you don’t mind my saying so,” observed Laura, “Egbert is a circumstance 
that would warrant any amount of that sort of thing. You’re married to him — 
that’s different; you’ve sworn to love, honour, and endure him: I haven’t.” 

“T don’t see what’s wrong with Egbert,” protested Amanda. 

“Oh, I daresay the wrongness has been on my part,” admitted Laura 
dispassionately; “he has merely been the extenuating circumstance. He made a 
thin, peevish kind of fuss, for instance, when I took the collie puppies from the 
farm out for a run the other day.” 

“They chased his young broods of speckled Sussex and drove two sitting hens 
off their nests, besides running all over the flower beds. You know how devoted 
he is to his poultry and garden.” 

“Anyhow, he needn’t have gone on about it for the entire evening and then 
have said, ‘Let’s say no more about it’ just when I was beginning to enjoy the 
discussion. That’s where one of my petty vindictive revenges came in,” added 
Laura with an unrepentant chuckle; “I turned the entire family of speckled 
Sussex into his seedling shed the day after the puppy episode.” 

“How could you?” exclaimed Amanda. 

“Tt came quite easy,” said Laura; “two of the hens pretended to be laying at 
the time, but I was firm.” 

“And we thought it was an accident!” 

“You see,” resumed Laura, “I really have some grounds for supposing that 
my next incarnation will be in a lower organism. I shall be an animal of some 
kind. On the other hand, I haven’t been a bad sort in my way, so I think I may 


count on being a nice animal, something elegant and lively, with a love of fun. 
An otter, perhaps.” 

“T can’t imagine you as an otter,” said Amanda. 

“Well, I don’t suppose you can imagine me as an angel, if it comes to that,” 
said Laura. 

Amanda was silent. She couldn’t. 

“Personally I think an otter life would be rather enjoyable,” continued Laura; 
“salmon to eat all the year round, and the satisfaction of being able to fetch the 
trout in their own homes without having to wait for hours till they condescend to 
rise to the fly you’ve been dangling before them; and an elegant svelte figure—” 

“Think of the otter hounds,” interposed Amanda; “how dreadful to be hunted 
and harried and finally worried to death!” 

“Rather fun with half the neighbourhood looking on, and anyhow not worse 
than this Saturday-to-Tuesday business of dying by inches; and then I should go 
on into something else. If I had been a moderately good otter I suppose I should 
get back into human shape of some sort; probably something rather primitive — 
a little brown, unclothed Nubian boy, I should think.” 

“I wish you would be serious,” sighed Amanda; “you really ought to be if 
you’re only going to live till Tuesday.” 

As a matter of fact Laura died on Monday. 

“So dreadfully upsetting,” Amanda complained to her uncle-in-law, Sir 
Lulworth Quayne. “I’ve asked quite a lot of people down for golf and fishing, 
and the rhododendrons are just looking their best.” 

“Laura always was inconsiderate,” said Sir Lulworth; “she was born during 
Goodwood week, with an Ambassador staying in the house who hated babies.” 

“She had the maddest kind of ideas,” said Amanda; “do you know if there 
was any insanity in her family?” 

“Insanity? No, I never heard of any. Her father lives in West Kensington, 
but I believe he’s sane on all other subjects.” 

“She had an idea that she was going to be reincarnated as an otter,” said 
Amanda. 

“One meets with those ideas of reincarnation so frequently, even in the 
West,” said Sir Lulworth, “that one can hardly set them down as being mad. 
And Laura was such an unaccountable person in this life that I should not like to 
lay down definite rules as to what she might be doing in an after state.” 

“You think she really might have passed into some animal form?” asked 
Amanda. She was one of those who shape their opinions rather readily from the 
standpoint of those around them. 


Just then Egbert entered the breakfast-room, wearing an air of bereavement 
that Laura’s demise would have been insufficient, in itself, to account for. 

“Four of my speckled Sussex have been killed,” he exclaimed; “the very four 
that were to go to the show on Friday. One of them was dragged away and eaten 
right in the middle of that new carnation bed that I’ve been to such trouble and 
expense over. My best flower bed and my best fowls singled out for destruction; 
it almost seems as if the brute that did the deed had special knowledge how to be 
as devastating as possible in a short space of time.” 

“Was it a fox, do you think?” asked Amanda. 

“Sounds more like a polecat,” said Sir Lulworth. 

“No,” said Egbert, “there were marks of webbed feet all over the place, and 
we followed the tracks down to the stream at the bottom of the garden; evidently 
an otter.” 

Amanda looked quickly and furtively across at Sir Lulworth. 

Egbert was too agitated to eat any breakfast, and went out to superintend the 
strengthening of the poultry yard defences. 

“T think she might at least have waited till the funeral was over,” said Amanda 
in a scandalised voice. 

“Its her own funeral, you know,” said Sir Lulworth; “it’s a nice point in 
etiquette how far one ought to show respect to one’s own mortal remains.” 

Disregard for mortuary convention was carried to further lengths next day; 
during the absence of the family at the funeral ceremony the remaining survivors 
of the speckled Sussex were massacred. The marauder’s line of retreat seemed 
to have embraced most of the flower beds on the lawn, but the strawberry beds 
in the lower garden had also suffered. 

“T shall get the otter hounds to come here at the earliest possible moment,” 
said Egbert savagely. 

“On no account! You can’t dream of such a thing!” exclaimed Amanda. “I 
mean, it wouldn’t do, so soon after a funeral in the house.” 

“It’s a case of necessity,” said Egbert; “once an otter takes to that sort of thing 
it won’t stop.” 

“Perhaps it will go elsewhere now there are no more fowls left,” suggested 
Amanda. 

“One would think you wanted to shield the beast,” said Egbert. 

“There’s been so little water in the stream lately,’ objected Amanda; “it 
seems hardly sporting to hunt an animal when it has so little chance of taking 
refuge anywhere.” 

“Good gracious!” fumed Egbert, “I’m not thinking about sport. I want to 
have the animal killed as soon as possible.” 
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Even Amanda’s opposition weakened when, during church time on the 
following Sunday, the otter made its way into the house, raided half a salmon 
from the larder and worried it into scaly fragments on the Persian rug in Egbert’s 
studio. 

“We shall have it hiding under our beds and biting pieces out of our feet 
before long,” said Egbert, and from what Amanda knew of this particular otter 
she felt that the possibility was not a remote one. 

On the evening preceding the day fixed for the hunt Amanda spent a solitary 
hour walking by the banks of the stream, making what she imagined to be hound 
noises. It was charitably supposed by those who overheard her performance, 
that she was practising for farmyard imitations at the forth-coming village 
entertainment. 

It was her friend and neighbour, Aurora Burret, who brought her news of the 
day’s sport. 

“Pity you weren’t out; we had quite a good day. We found at once, in the 
pool just below your garden.” 

“Did you — kill?” asked Amanda. 

“Rather. A fine she-otter. Your husband got rather badly bitten in trying to 
‘tail it.’ Poor beast, I felt quite sorry for it, it had such a human look in its eyes 
when it was killed. You’ll call me silly, but do you know who the look 
reminded me of? My dear woman, what is the matter?” 

When Amanda had recovered to a certain extent from her attack of nervous 
prostration Egbert took her to the Nile Valley to recuperate. Change of scene 
speedily brought about the desired recovery of health and mental balance. The 
escapades of an adventurous otter in search of a variation of diet were viewed in 
their proper light. Amanda’s normally placid temperament reasserted itself. 
Even a hurricane of shouted curses, coming from her husband’s dressing-room, 
in her husband’s voice, but hardly in his usual vocabulary, failed to disturb her 
serenity as she made a leisurely toilet one evening in a Cairo hotel. 

“What is the matter? What has happened?” she asked in amused curiosity. 

“The little beast has thrown all my clean shirts into the bath! Wait till I catch 
you, you little—” 

“What little beast?” asked Amanda, suppressing a desire to laugh; Egbert’s 
language was so hopelessly inadequate to express his outraged feelings. 

“A little beast of a naked brown Nubian boy,” spluttered Egbert. 

And now Amanda is seriously ill. 


THE BOAR-PIG 


“There is a back way on to the lawn,” said Mrs. Philidore Stossen to her 
daughter, “through a small grass paddock and then through a walled fruit garden 
full of gooseberry bushes. I went all over the place last year when the family 
were away. There is a door that opens from the fruit garden into a shrubbery, 
and once we emerge from there we can mingle with the guests as if we had come 
in by the ordinary way. It’s much safer than going in by the front entrance and 
running the risk of coming bang up against the hostess; that would be so 
awkward when she doesn’t happen to have invited us.” 

“Isn’t it a lot of trouble to take for getting admittance to a garden party?” 

“To a garden party, yes; to the garden party of the season, certainly not. 
Every one of any consequence in the county, with the exception of ourselves, 
has been asked to meet the Princess, and it would be far more troublesome to 
invent explanations as to why we weren’t there than to get in by a roundabout 
way. I stopped Mrs. Cuvering in the road yesterday and talked very pointedly 
about the Princess. If she didn’t choose to take the hint and send me an 
invitation it’s not my fault, is it? Here we are: we just cut across the grass and 
through that little gate into the garden.” 

Mrs. Stossen and her daughter, suitably arrayed for a county garden party 
function with an infusion of Almanack de Gotha, sailed through the narrow grass 
paddock and the ensuing gooseberry garden with the air of state barges making 
an unofficial progress along a rural trout stream. There was a certain amount of 
furtive haste mingled with the stateliness of their advance, as though hostile 
search-lights might be turned on them at any moment; and, as a matter of fact, 
they were not unobserved. Matilda Cuvering, with the alert eyes of thirteen 
years old and the added advantage of an exalted position in the branches of a 
medlar tree, had enjoyed a good view of the Stossen flanking movement and had 
foreseen exactly where it would break down in execution. 

“They’ll find the door locked, and they’ll jolly well have to go back the way 
they came,” she remarked to herself. “Serves them right for not coming in by 
the proper entrance. What a pity Tarquin Superbus isn’t loose in the paddock. 
After all, as every one else is enjoying themselves, I don’t see why Tarquin 
shouldn’t have an afternoon out.” 

Matilda was of an age when thought is action; she slid down from the 
branches of the medlar tree, and when she clambered back again Tarquin, the 
huge white Yorkshire boar-pig, had exchanged the narrow limits of his stye for 
the wider range of the grass paddock. ‘The discomfited Stossen expedition, 


returning in recriminatory but otherwise orderly retreat from the unyielding 
obstacle of the locked door, came to a sudden halt at the gate dividing the 
paddock from the gooseberry garden. 

“What a villainous-looking animal,” exclaimed Mrs. Stossen; “it wasn’t there 
when we came in.” 

“Tt’s there now, anyhow,” said her daughter. “What on earth are we to do? I 
wish we had never come.” 

The boar-pig had drawn nearer to the gate for a closer inspection of the 
human intruders, and stood champing his jaws and blinking his small red eyes in 
a manner that was doubtless intended to be disconcerting, and, as far as the 
Stossens were concerned, thoroughly achieved that result. 

“Shoo! Hish! Hish! Shoo!” cried the ladies in chorus. 

“Tf they think they’re going to drive him away by reciting lists of the kings of 
Israel and Judah they’re laying themselves out for disappointment,” observed 
Matilda from her seat in the medlar tree. As she made the observation aloud 
Mrs. Stossen became for the first time aware of her presence. A moment or two 
earlier she would have been anything but pleased at the discovery that the garden 
was not as deserted as it looked, but now she hailed the fact of the child’s 
presence on the scene with absolute relief. 

“Little girl, can you find some one to drive away—’” she began hopefully. 

“Comment? Comprends pas,” was the response. 

“Oh, are you French? Etes vous francaise?” 

“Pas de tous. ‘Suis anglaise.” 

“Then why not talk English? I want to know if—” 

“Permettez-moi expliquer. You see, I’m rather under a cloud,” said Matilda. 
“T’m staying with my aunt, and I was told I must behave particularly well to-day, 
as lots of people were coming for a garden party, and I was told to imitate 
Claude, that’s my young cousin, who never does anything wrong except by 
accident, and then is always apologetic about it. It seems they thought I ate too 
much raspberry trifle at lunch, and they said Claude never eats too much 
raspberry trifle. Well, Claude always goes to sleep for half an hour after lunch, 
because he’s told to, and I waited till he was asleep, and tied his hands and 
started forcible feeding with a whole bucketful of raspberry trifle that they were 
keeping for the garden-party. Lots of it went on to his sailor-suit and some of it 
on to the bed, but a good deal went down Claude’s throat, and they can’t say 
again that he has never been known to eat too much raspberry trifle. That is why 
I am not allowed to go to the party, and as an additional punishment I must 
speak French all the afternoon. I’ve had to tell you all this in English, as there 


were words like ‘forcible feeding’ that I didn’t know the French for; of course I 
could have invented them, but if I had said nourriture obligatoire you wouldn’t 
have had the least idea what I was talking about. Mais maintenant, nous parlons 
francais.” 

“Oh, very well, trés bien,” said Mrs. Stossen reluctantly; in moments of flurry 
such French as she knew was not under very good control. “La, a Pautre côté de 
la porte, est un cochon—” 

“Un cochon? Ah, le petit charmant!” exclaimed Matilda with enthusiasm. 

“Mais non, pas du tout petit, et pas du tout charmant; un bête féroce—” 

“Une béte,” corrected Matilda; “a pig is masculine as long as you call it a pig, 
but if you lose your temper with it and call it a ferocious beast it becomes one of 
us at once. French is a dreadfully unsexing language.” 

“For goodness’ sake let us talk English then,” said Mrs. Stossen. “Is there 
any way out of this garden except through the paddock where the pig is?” 

“T always go over the wall, by way of the plum tree,” said Matilda. 

“Dressed as we are we could hardly do that,” said Mrs. Stossen; it was 
difficult to imagine her doing it in any costume. 

“Do you think you could go and get some one who would drive the pig 
away?” asked Miss Stossen. 

“T promised my aunt I would stay here till five o’clock; it’s not four yet.” 

“T am sure, under the circumstances, your aunt would permit—” 

“My conscience would not permit,” said Matilda with cold dignity. 

“We can’t stay here till five o’clock,” exclaimed Mrs. Stossen with growing 
exasperation. 

“Shall I recite to you to make the time pass quicker?” asked Matilda 
obligingly. “‘Belinda, the little Breadwinner,’ is considered my best piece, or, 
perhaps, it ought to be something in French. Henri Quatre’s address to his 
soldiers is the only thing I really know in that language.” 

“If you will go and fetch some one to drive that animal away I will give you 
something to buy yourself a nice present,” said Mrs. Stossen. 

Matilda came several inches lower down the medlar tree. 

“That is the most practical suggestion you have made yet for getting out of 
the garden,” she remarked cheerfully; “Claude and I are collecting money for the 
Children’s Fresh Air Fund, and we are seeing which of us can collect the biggest 
sum.” 

“T shall be very glad to contribute half a crown, very glad indeed,” said Mrs. 
Stossen, digging that coin out of the depths of a receptacle which formed a 
detached outwork of her toilet. 


“Claude is a long way ahead of me at present,” continued Matilda, taking no 
notice of the suggested offering; “you see, he’s only eleven, and has golden hair, 
and those are enormous advantages when you’re on the collecting job. Only the 
other day a Russian lady gave him ten shillings. Russians understand the art of 
giving far better than we do. I expect Claude will net quite twenty-five shillings 
this afternoon; he’ll have the field to himself, and he’ll be able to do the pale, 
fragile, not-long-for-this-world business to perfection after his raspberry trifle 
experience. Yes, he’ll be quite two pounds ahead of me by now.” 

With much probing and plucking and many regretful murmurs the 
beleaguered ladies managed to produce seven-and-sixpence between them. 

“T am afraid this is all we’ve got,” said Mrs. Stossen. 

Matilda showed no sign of coming down either to the earth or to their figure. 

“I could not do violence to my conscience for anything less than ten 
shillings,” she announced stiffly. 

Mother and daughter muttered certain remarks under their breath, in which 
the word “beast” was prominent, and probably had no reference to Tarquin. 

“I find I have got another half-crown,” said Mrs. Stossen in a shaking voice; 
“here you are. Now please fetch some one quickly.” 

Matilda slipped down from the tree, took possession of the donation, and 
proceeded to pick up a handful of over-ripe medlars from the grass at her feet. 
Then she climbed over the gate and addressed herself affectionately to the boar- 
pig. 

“Come, Tarquin, dear old boy; you know you can’t resist medlars when 
they’re rotten and squashy.” 

Tarquin couldn’t. By dint of throwing the fruit in front of him at judicious 
intervals Matilda decoyed him back to his stye, while the delivered captives 
hurried across the paddock. 

“Well, I never! The little minx!” exclaimed Mrs. Stossen when she was 
safely on the high road. “The animal wasn’t savage at all, and as for the ten 
shillings, I don’t believe the Fresh Air Fund will see a penny of it!” 

There she was unwatrantably harsh in her judgment. If you examine the 
books of the fund you will find the acknowledgment: “Collected by Miss 
Matilda Cuvering, 2s. 6d.” 


THE BROGUE 


The hunting season had come to an end, and the Mullets had not succeeded in 
selling the Brogue. There had been a kind of tradition in the family for the past 
three or four years, a sort of fatalistic hope, that the Brogue would find a 
purchaser before the hunting was over; but seasons came and went without 
anything happening to justify such ill-founded optimism. The animal had been 
named Berserker in the earlier stages of its career; it had been rechristened the 
Brogue later on, in recognition of the fact that, once acquired, it was extremely 
difficult to get rid of. The unkinder wits of the neighbourhood had been known 
to suggest that the first letter of its name was superfluous. The Brogue had been 
variously described in sale catalogues as a light-weight hunter, a lady’s hack, 
and, more simply, but still with a touch of imagination, as a useful brown 
gelding, standing 15.1. Toby Mullet had ridden him for four seasons with the 
West Wessex; you can ride almost any sort of horse with the West Wessex as 
long as it is an animal that knows the country. The Brogue knew the country 
intimately, having personally created most of the gaps that were to be met with 
in banks and hedges for many miles round. His manners and characteristics 
were not ideal in the hunting field, but he was probably rather safer to ride to 
hounds than he was as a hack on country roads. According to the Mullet family, 
he was not really road-shy, but there were one or two objects of dislike that 
brought on sudden attacks of what Toby called the swerving sickness. Motors 
and cycles he treated with tolerant disregard, but pigs, wheelbarrows, piles of 
stones by the roadside, perambulators in a village street, gates painted too 
aggressively white, and sometimes, but not always, the newer kind of beehives, 
turned him aside from his tracks in vivid imitation of the zigzag course of forked 
lightning. If a pheasant rose noisily from the other side of a hedgerow the 
Brogue would spring into the air at the same moment, but this may have been 
due to a desire to be companionable. The Mullet family contradicted the widely 
prevalent report that the horse was a confirmed crib-biter. 

It was about the third week in May that Mrs. Mullet, relict of the late 
Sylvester Mullet, and mother of Toby and a bunch of daughters, assailed Clovis 
Sangrail on the outskirts of the village with a breathless catalogue of local 
happenings. 

“You know our new neighbour, Mr. Penricarde?” she vociferated; “awfully 
rich, owns tin mines in Cornwall, middle-aged and rather quiet. He’s taken the 
Red House on a long lease and spent a lot of money on alterations and 
improvements. Well, Toby’s sold him the Brogue!” 


Clovis spent a moment or two in assimilating the astonishing news; then he 
broke out into unstinted congratulation. If he had belonged to a more emotional 
race he would probably have kissed Mrs. Mullet. 

“How wonderfully lucky to have pulled it off at last! Now you can buy a 
decent animal. I’ve always said that Toby was clever. Ever so many 
congratulations.” 

“Don’t congratulate me. It’s the most unfortunate thing that could have 
happened!” said Mrs. Mullet dramatically. 

Clovis stared at her in amazement. 

“Mr. Penricarde,” said Mrs. Mullet, sinking her voice to what she imagined to 
be an impressive whisper, though it rather resembled a hoarse, excited squeak, 
“Mr. Penricarde has just begun to pay attentions to Jessie. Slight at first, but 
now unmistakable. I was a fool not to have seen it sooner. Yesterday, at the 
Rectory garden party, he asked her what her favourite flowers were, and she told 
him carnations, and to-day a whole stack of carnations has arrived, clove and 
malmaison and lovely dark red ones, regular exhibition blooms, and a box of 
chocolates that he must have got on purpose from London. And he’s asked her 
to go round the links with him to-morrow. And now, just at this critical moment, 
Toby has sold him that animal. It’s a calamity!” 

“But you’ve been trying to get the horse off your hands for years,” said 
Clovis. 

“T’ve got a houseful of daughters,” said Mrs. Mullet, “and I’ve been trying — 
well, not to get them off my hands, of course, but a husband or two wouldn’t be 
amiss among the lot of them; there are six of them, you know.” 

“T don’t know,” said Clovis, “I’ve never counted, but I expect you’re right as 
to the number; mothers generally know these things.” 

“And now,” continued Mrs. Mullet, in her tragic whisper, “when there’s a 
rich husband-in-prospect imminent on the horizon Toby goes and sells him that 
miserable animal. It will probably kill him if he tries to ride it; anyway it will 
kill any affection he might have felt towards any member of our family. What is 
to be done? We can’t very well ask to have the horse back; you see, we praised 
it up like anything when we thought there was a chance of his buying it, and said 
it was just the animal to suit him.” 

“Couldn’t you steal it out of his stable and send it to grass at some farm miles 
away?” suggested Clovis; “write ‘Votes for Women’ on the stable door, and the 
thing would pass for a Suffragette outrage. No one who knew the horse could 
possibly suspect you of wanting to get it back again.” 

“Every newspaper in the country would ring with the affair,” said Mrs. 
Mullet; “can’t you imagine the headline, ‘Valuable Hunter Stolen by 


Suffragettes’? The police would scour the countryside till they found the 
animal.” 

“Well, Jessie must try and get it back from Penricarde on the plea that it’s an 
old favourite. She can say it was only sold because the stable had to be pulled 
down under the terms of an old repairing lease, and that now it has been 
arranged that the stable is to stand for a couple of years longer.” 

“Tt sounds a queer proceeding to ask for a horse back when you’ve just sold 
him,” said Mrs. Mullet, “but something must be done, and done at once. The 
man is not used to horses, and I believe I told him it was as quiet as a lamb. 
After all, lambs go kicking and twisting about as if they were demented, don’t 
they?” 

“The lamb has an entirely unmerited character for sedateness,” agreed Clovis. 

Jessie came back from the golf links next day in a state of mingled elation and 
concern. 

“It’s all right about the proposal,” she announced; “he came out with it at the 
sixth hole. I said I must have time to think it over. I accepted him at the 
seventh.” 

“My dear,” said her mother, “I think a little more maidenly reserve and 
hesitation would have been advisable, as you’ve known him so short a time. 
You might have waited till the ninth hole.” 

“The seventh is a very long hole,” said Jessie; “besides, the tension was 
putting us both off our game. By the time we’d got to the ninth hole we’d settled 
lots of things. The honeymoon is to be spent in Corsica, with perhaps a flying 
visit to Naples if we feel like it, and a week in London to wind up with. Two of 
his nieces are to be asked to be bridesmaids, so with our lot there will be seven, 
which is rather a lucky number. You are to wear your pearl grey, with any 
amount of Honiton lace jabbed into it. By the way, he’s coming over this 
evening to ask your consent to the whole affair. So far all’s well, but about the 
Brogue it’s a different matter. I told him the legend about the stable, and how 
keen we were about buying the horse back, but he seems equally keen on 
keeping it. He said he must have horse exercise now that he’s living in the 
country, and he’s going to start riding to-morrow. He’s ridden a few times in the 
Row, on an animal that was accustomed to carry octogenarians and people 
undergoing rest cures, and that’s about all his experience in the saddle — oh, and 
he rode a pony once in Norfolk, when he was fifteen and the pony twenty-four; 
and to-morrow he’s going to ride the Brogue! I shall be a widow before I’m 
married, and I do so want to see what Corsica’s like; it looks so silly on the 
map.” 


Clovis was sent for in haste, and the developments of the situation put before 
him. 

“Nobody can ride that animal with any safety,” said Mrs. Mullet, “except 
Toby, and he knows by long experience what it is going to shy at, and manages 
to swerve at the same time.” 

“I did hint to Mr. Penricarde — to Vincent, I should say — that the Brogue 
didn’t like white gates,” said Jessie. 

“White gates!” exclaimed Mrs. Mullet; “did you mention what effect a pig 
has on him? He’ll have to go past Lockyer’s farm to get to the high road, and 
there’s sure to be a pig or two grunting about in the lane.” 

“He’s taken rather a dislike to turkeys lately,” said Toby. 

“It’s obvious that Penricarde mustn’t be allowed to go out on that animal,” 
said Clovis, “at least not till Jessie has married him, and tired of him. I tell you 
what: ask him to a picnic to-morrow, starting at an early hour; he’s not the sort 
to go out for a ride before breakfast. The day after Pll get the rector to drive him 
over to Crowleigh before lunch, to see the new cottage hospital they’re building 
there. The Brogue will be standing idle in the stable and Toby can offer to 
exercise it; then it can pick up a stone or something of the sort and go 
conveniently lame. If you hurry on the wedding a bit the lameness fiction can be 
kept up till the ceremony is safely over.” 

Mrs. Mullet belonged to an emotional race, and she kissed Clovis. 

It was nobody’s fault that the rain came down in torrents the next morning, 
making a picnic a fantastic impossibility. It was also nobody’s fault, but sheer 
ill-luck, that the weather cleared up sufficiently in the afternoon to tempt Mr. 
Penricarde to make his first essay with the Brogue. They did not get as far as the 
pigs at Lockyer’s farm; the rectory gate was painted a dull unobtrusive green, 
but it had been white a year or two ago, and the Brogue never forgot that he had 
been in the habit of making a violent curtsey, a back-pedal and a swerve at this 
particular point of the road. Subsequently, there being apparently no further call 
on his services, he broke his way into the rectory orchard, where he found a hen 
turkey in a coop; later visitors to the orchard found the coop almost intact, but 
very little left of the turkey. 

Mr. Penricarde, a little stunned and shaken, and suffering from a bruised knee 
and some minor damages, good-naturedly ascribed the accident to his own 
inexperience with horses and country roads, and allowed Jessie to nurse him 
back into complete recovery and golf-fitness within something less than a week. 

In the list of wedding presents which the local newspaper published a 
fortnight or so later appeared the following item: 

“Brown saddle-horse, “The Brogue,’ bridegroom’s gift to bride.” 


“Which shows,” said Toby Mullet, “that he knew nothing.” 
“Or else,” said Clovis, “that he has a very pleasing wit.” 


THE HEN 


“Dora Bittholz is coming on Thursday,” said Mrs. Sangrail. 

“This next Thursday?” asked Clovis 

His mother nodded. 

“You’ve rather done it, haven’t you?” he chuckled; “Jane Martlet has only 
been here five days, and she never stays less than a fortnight, even when she’s 
asked definitely for a week. You’ll never get her out of the house by Thursday.” 

“Why should I?” asked Mrs. Sangrail; “she and Dora are good friends, aren’t 
they? They used to be, as far as I remember.” 

“They used to be; that’s what makes them all the more bitter now. Each feels 
that she has nursed a viper in her bosom. Nothing fans the flame of human 
resentment so much as the discovery that one’s bosom has been utilised as a 
snake sanatorium.” 

“But what has happened? Has some one been making mischief?” 

“Not exactly,” said Clovis; “a hen came between them.” 

“A hen? What hen?” 

“Tt was a bronze Leghorn or some such exotic breed, and Dora sold it to Jane 
at a rather exotic price. They both go in for prize poultry, you know, and Jane 
thought she was going to get her money back in a large family of pedigree 
chickens. The bird turned out to be an abstainer from the egg habit, and I’m told 
that the letters which passed between the two women were a revelation as to how 
much invective could be got on to a sheet of notepaper.” 

“How ridiculous!” said Mrs. Sangrail. “Couldn’t some of their friends 
compose the quarrel?” 

“People tried,” said Clovis, “but it must have been rather like composing the 
storm music of the ‘Fliegende Hollander.’ Jane was willing to take back some 
of her most libellous remarks if Dora would take back the hen, but Dora said that 
would be owning herself in the wrong, and you know she’d as soon think of 
owning slum property in Whitechapel as do that.” 

“Its a most awkward situation,” said Mrs. Sangrail. “Do you suppose they 
wont speak to one another?” 

“On the contrary, the difficulty will be to get them to leave off. Their 
remarks on each other’s conduct and character have hitherto been governed by 
the fact that only four ounces of plain speaking can be sent through the post for a 
penny.” 

“I can’t put Dora off,” said Mrs. Sangrail. “I’ve already postponed her visit 
once, and nothing short of a miracle would make Jane leave before her self- 


allotted fortnight is over.” 

“Miracles are rather in my line,” said Clovis. “I don’t pretend to be very 
hopeful in this case but I’ll do my best.” 

“As long as you don’t drag me into it—” stipulated his mother. 
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“Servants are a bit of a nuisance,” muttered Clovis, as he sat in the smoking- 
room after lunch, talking fitfully to Jane Martlet in the intervals of putting 
together the materials of a cocktail, which he had irreverently patented under the 
name of an Ella Wheeler Wilcox. It was partly compounded of old brandy and 
partly of curaçoa; there were other ingredients, but they were never 
indiscriminately revealed. 

“Servants a nuisance!” exclaimed Jane, bounding into the topic with the 
exuberant plunge of a hunter when it leaves the high road and feels turf under its 
hoofs; “I should think they were! The trouble I’ve had in getting suited this year 
you would hardly believe. But I don’t see what you have to complain of — your 
mother is so wonderfully lucky in her servants. Sturridge, for instance — he’s 
been with you for years, and I’m sure he’s a paragon as butlers go.” 

“That’s just the trouble,” said Clovis. “It’s when servants have been with you 
for years that they become a really serious nuisance. The ‘here to-day and gone 
to-morrow’ sort don’t matter — you’ve simply got to replace them; it’s the 
stayers and the paragons that are the real worry.” 

“But if they give satisfaction—” 

“That doesn’t prevent them from giving trouble. Now, you’ve mentioned 
Sturridge — it was Sturridge I was particularly thinking of when I made the 
observation about servants being a nuisance.” 

“The excellent Sturridge a nuisance! I can’t believe it.” 

“I know he’s excellent, and we just couldn’t get along without him; he’s the 
one reliable element in this rather haphazard household. But his very orderliness 
has had an effect on him. Have you ever considered what it must be like to go 
on unceasingly doing the correct thing in the correct manner in the same 
surroundings for the greater part of a lifetime? To know and ordain and 
superintend exactly what silver and glass and table linen shall be used and set 
out on what occasions, to have cellar and pantry and plate-cupboard under a 
minutely devised and undeviating administration, to be noiseless, impalpable, 
omnipresent, and, as far as your own department is concerned, omniscient?” 

“T should go mad,” said Jane with conviction. 


“Exactly,” said Clovis thoughtfully, swallowing his completed Ella Wheeler 
Wilcox. 

“But Sturridge hasn’t gone mad,” said Jane with a flutter of inquiry in her 
voice. 

“On most points he’s thoroughly sane and reliable,” said Clovis, “but at times 
he is subject to the most obstinate delusions, and on those occasions he becomes 
not merely a nuisance but a decided embarrassment.” 

“What sort of delusions?” 

“Unfortunately they usually centre round one of the guests of the house party, 
and that is where the awkwardness comes in. For instance, he took it into his 
head that Matilda Sheringham was the Prophet Elijah, and as all that he 
remembered about Elijah’s history was the episode of the ravens in the 
wilderness he absolutely declined to interfere with what he imagined to be 
Matilda’s private catering arrangements, wouldn’t allow any tea to be sent up to 
her in the morning, and if he was waiting at table he passed her over altogether 
in handing round the dishes.” 

“How very unpleasant. Whatever did you do about it?” 

“Oh, Matilda got fed, after a fashion, but it was judged to be best for her to 
cut her visit short. It was really the only thing to be done,” said Clovis with 
some emphasis. 

“T shouldn’t have done that,” said Jane, “I should have humoured him in some 
way. I certainly shouldn’t have gone away.” 

Clovis frowned. 

“Tt is not always wise to humour people when they get these ideas into their 
heads. There’s no knowing to what lengths they may go if you encourage 
them.” 

“You don’t mean to say he might be dangerous, do you?” asked Jane with 
some anxiety. 

“One can never be certain,” said Clovis; “now and then he gets some idea 
about a guest which might take an unfortunate turn. That is precisely what is 
worrying me at the present moment.” 

“What, has he taken a fancy about some one here now?” asked Jane 
excitedly; “how thrilling! Do tell me who it is.” 

“You,” said Clovis briefly. 

“Me?” 

Clovis nodded. 

“Who on earth does he think I am?” 

“Queen Anne,” was the unexpected answer. 


“Queen Anne! What an idea. But, anyhow, there’s nothing dangerous about 
her; she’s such a colourless personality.” 

“What does posterity chiefly say about Queen Anne?” asked Clovis rather 
sternly. 

“The only thing that I can remember about her,” said Jane, “is the saying 
‘Queen Anne’s dead.’” 

“Exactly,” said Clovis, staring at the glass that had held the Ella Wheeler 
Wilcox, “dead.” 

“Do you mean he takes me for the ghost of Queen Anne?” asked Jane. 

“Ghost? Dear no. No one ever heard of a ghost that came down to breakfast 
and ate kidneys and toast and honey with a healthy appetite. No, it’s the fact of 
you being so very much alive and flourishing that perplexes and annoys him. 
All his life he has been accustomed to look on Queen Anne as the 
personification of everything that is dead and done with, ‘as dead as Queen 
Anne,’ you know; and now he has to fill your glass at lunch and dinner and 
listen to your accounts of the gay time you had at the Dublin Horse Show, and 
naturally he feels that something’s very wrong with you.” 

“But he wouldn’t be downright hostile to me on that account, would he?” 
Jane asked anxiously. 

“T didn’t get really alarmed about it till lunch to-day,” said Clovis; “I caught 
him glowering at you with a very sinister look and muttering: ‘Ought to be dead 
long ago, she ought, and some one should see to it.’ That’s why I mentioned the 
matter to you.” 

“This is awful,” said Jane; “your mother must be told about it at once.” 

“My mother mustn’t hear a word about it,” said Clovis earnestly; “it would 
upset her dreadfully. She relies on Sturridge for everything.” 

“But he might kill me at any moment,” protested Jane. 

“Not at any moment; he’s busy with the silver all the afternoon.” 

“You'll have to keep a sharp look-out all the time and be on your guard to 
frustrate any murderous attack,” said Jane, adding in a tone of weak obstinacy: 
“Tt’s a dreadful situation to be in, with a mad butler dangling over you like the 
sword of What’s-his-name, but I’m certainly not going to cut my visit short.” 

Clovis swore horribly under his breath; the miracle was an obvious misfire. 

It was in the hall the next morning after a late breakfast that Clovis had his 
final inspiration as he stood engaged in coaxing rust spots from an old putter. 

“Where is Miss Martlet?” he asked the butler, who was at that moment 
crossing the hall. 

“Writing letters in the morning-room, sir,” said Sturridge, announcing a fact 
of which his questioner was already aware. 


“She wants to copy the inscription on that old basket-hilted sabre,” said 
Clovis, pointing to a venerable weapon hanging on the wall. “I wish you’d take 
it to her; my hands are all over oil. Take it without the sheath, it will be less 
trouble.” 

The butler drew the blade, still keen and bright in its well-cared for old age, 
and carried it into the morning-room. There was a door near the writing-table 
leading to a back stairway; Jane vanished through it with such lightning rapidity 
that the butler doubted whether she had seen him come in. Half an hour later 
Clovis was driving her and her hastily-packed luggage to the station. 

“Mother will be awfully vexed when she comes back from her ride and finds 
you have gone,” he observed to the departing guest, “but PII make up some story 
about an urgent wire having called you away. It wouldn’t do to alarm her 
unnecessarily about Sturridge.” 

Jane sniffed slightly at Clovis’ ideas of unnecessary alarm, and was almost 
rude to the young man who came round with thoughtful inquiries as to luncheon- 
baskets. 

The miracle lost some of its usefulness from the fact that Dora wrote the same 
day postponing the date of her visit, but, at any rate, Clovis holds the record as 
the only human being who ever hustled Jane Martlet out of the time-table of her 
migrations. 


THE OPEN WINDOW 


“My aunt will be down presently, Mr. Nuttel,” said a very self-possessed young 
lady of fifteen; “in the meantime you must try and put up with me.” 

Framton Nuttel endeavoured to say the correct something which should duly 
flatter the niece of the moment without unduly discounting the aunt that was to 
come. Privately he doubted more than ever whether these formal visits on a 
succession of total strangers would do much towards helping the nerve cure 
which he was supposed to be undergoing. 

“I know how it will be,” his sister had said when he was preparing to migrate 
to this rural retreat; “you will bury yourself down there and not speak to a living 
soul, and your nerves will be worse than ever from moping. I shall just give you 
letters of introduction to all the people I know there. Some of them, as far as I 
can remember, were quite nice.” 

Framton wondered whether Mrs. Sappleton, the lady to whom he was 
presenting one of the letters of introduction, came into the nice division. 

“Do you know many of the people round here?” asked the niece, when she 
judged that they had had sufficient silent communion. 

“Hardly a soul,” said Framton. “My sister was staying here, at the rectory, 
you know, some four years ago, and she gave me letters of introduction to some 
of the people here.” 

He made the last statement in a tone of distinct regret. 

“Then you know practically nothing about my aunt?” pursued the self- 
possessed young lady. 

“Only her name and address,” admitted the caller. He was wondering 
whether Mrs. Sappleton was in the married or widowed state. An undefinable 
something about the room seemed to suggest masculine habitation. 

“Her great tragedy happened just three years ago,” said the child; “that would 
be since your sister’s time.” 

“Her tragedy?” asked Framton; somehow in this restful country spot tragedies 
seemed out of place. 

“You may wonder why we keep that window wide open on an October 
afternoon,” said the niece, indicating a large French window that opened on to a 
lawn. 

“Tt is quite warm for the time of the year,” said Framton; “but has that 
window got anything to do with the tragedy?” 

“Out through that window, three years ago to a day, her husband and her two 
young brothers went off for their day’s shooting. They never came back. In 


crossing the moor to their favourite snipe-shooting ground they were all three 
engulfed in a treacherous piece of bog. It had been that dreadful wet summer, 
you know, and places that were safe in other years gave way suddenly without 
warning. Their bodies were never recovered. That was the dreadful part of it.” 
Here the child’s voice lost its self-possessed note and became falteringly 
human. “Poor aunt always thinks that they will come back some day, they and 
the little brown spaniel that was lost with them, and walk in at that window just 
as they used to do. That is why the window is kept open every evening till it is 
quite dusk. Poor dear aunt, she has often told me how they went out, her 
husband with his white waterproof coat over his arm, and Ronnie, her youngest 
brother, singing ‘Bertie, why do you bound?’ as he always did to tease her, 
because she said it got on her nerves. Do you know, sometimes on still, quiet 
evenings like this, I almost get a creepy feeling that they will all walk in through 
that window—” 

She broke off with a little shudder. It was a relief to Framton when the aunt 
bustled into the room with a whirl of apologies for being late in making her 
appearance. 

“I hope Vera has been amusing you?” she said. 

“She has been very interesting,” said Framton. 

“T hope you don’t mind the open window,” said Mrs. Sappleton briskly; “my 
husband and brothers will be home directly from shooting, and they always 
come in this way. They’ve been out for snipe in the marshes to-day, so they’ll 
make a fine mess over my poor carpets. So like you men-folk, isn’t it?” 

She rattled on cheerfully about the shooting and the scarcity of birds, and the 
prospects for duck in the winter. To Framton it was all purely horrible. He 
made a desperate but only partially successful effort to turn the talk on to a less 
ghastly topic; he was conscious that his hostess was giving him only a fragment 
of her attention, and her eyes were constantly straying past him to the open 
window and the lawn beyond. It was certainly an unfortunate coincidence that 
he should have paid his visit on this tragic anniversary. 

“The doctors agree in ordering me complete rest, an absence of mental 
excitement, and avoidance of anything in the nature of violent physical 
exercise,” announced Framton, who laboured under the tolerably widespread 
delusion that total strangers and chance acquaintances are hungry for the least 
detail of one’s ailments and infirmities, their cause and cure. “On the matter of 
diet they are not so much in agreement,” he continued. 

“No?” said Mrs. Sappleton, in a voice which only replaced a yawn at the last 
moment. Then she suddenly brightened into alert attention — but not to what 
Framton was saying. 


“Here they are at last!” she cried. “Just in time for tea, and don’t they look as 
if they were muddy up to the eyes!” 

Framton shivered slightly and turned towards the niece with a look intended 
to convey sympathetic comprehension. The child was staring out through the 
open window with dazed horror in her eyes. In a chill shock of nameless fear 
Framton swung round in his seat and looked in the same direction. 

In the deepening twilight three figures were walking across the lawn towards 
the window; they all carried guns under their arms, and one of them was 
additionally burdened with a white coat hung over his shoulders. A tired brown 
spaniel kept close at their heels. Noiselessly they neared the house, and then a 
hoarse young voice chanted out of the dusk: “I said, Bertie, why do you bound?” 

Framton grabbed wildly at his stick and hat; the hall-door, the gravel-drive, 
and the front gate were dimly-noted stages in his headlong retreat. A cyclist 
coming along the road had to run into the hedge to avoid an imminent collision. 

“Here we are, my dear,” said the bearer of the white mackintosh, coming in 
through the window; “fairly muddy, but most of it’s dry. Who was that who 
bolted out as we came up?” 

“A most extraordinary man, a Mr. Nuttel,” said Mrs. Sappleton; “could only 
talk about his illnesses, and dashed off without a word of good-bye or apology 
when you arrived. One would think he had seen a ghost.” 

“T expect it was the spaniel,” said the niece calmly; “he told me he had a 
horror of dogs. He was once hunted into a cemetery somewhere on the banks of 
the Ganges by a pack of pariah dogs, and had to spend the night in a newly dug 
grave with the creatures snarling and grinning and foaming just above him. 
Enough to make anyone lose their nerve.” 

Romance at short notice was her speciality. 


THE TREASURE SHIP 


The great galleon lay in semi-retirement under the sand and weed and water of 
the northern bay where the fortune of war and weather had long ago ensconced 
it. Three and a quarter centuries had passed since the day when it had taken the 
high seas as an important unit of a fighting squadron — precisely which 
squadron the learned were not agreed. The galleon had brought nothing into the 
world, but it had, according to tradition and report, taken much out of it. But 
how much? There again the learned were in disagreement. Some were as 
generous in their estimate as an income-tax assessor, others applied a species of 
higher criticism to the submerged treasure chests, and debased their contents to 
the currency of goblin gold. Of the former school was Lulu, Duchess of 
Dulverton. 

The Duchess was not only a believer in the existence of a sunken treasure of 
alluring proportions; she also believed that she knew of a method by which the 
said treasure might be precisely located and cheaply disembedded. An aunt on 
her mother’s side of the family had been Maid of Honour at the Court of 
Monaco, and had taken a respectful interest in the deep-sea researches in which 
the Throne of that country, impatient perhaps of its terrestrial restrictions, was 
wont to immerse itself. It was through the instrumentality of this relative that 
the Duchess learned of an invention, perfected and very nearly patented by a 
Monegaskan savant, by means of which the home-life of the Mediterranean 
sardine might be studied at a depth of many fathoms in a cold white light of 
more than ball-room brilliancy. Implicated in this invention (and, in the 
Duchess’s eyes, the most attractive part of it) was an electric suction dredge, 
specially designed for dragging to the surface such objects of interest and value 
as might be found in the more accessible levels of the ocean-bed. The rights of 
the invention were to be acquired for a matter of eighteen hundred francs, and 
the apparatus for a few thousand more. The Duchess of Dulverton was rich, as 
the world counted wealth; she nursed the hope, of being one day rich at her own 
computation. Companies had been formed and efforts had been made again and 
again during the course of three centuries to probe for the alleged treasures of the 
interesting galleon; with the aid of this invention she considered that she might 
go to work on the wreck privately and independently. After all, one of her 
ancestors on her mother’s side was descended from Medina Sidonia, so she was 
of opinion that she had as much right to the treasure as anyone. She acquired the 
invention and bought the apparatus. 


Among other family ties and encumbrances, Lulu possessed a nephew, Vasco 
Honiton, a young gentleman who was blessed with a small income and a large 
circle of relatives, and lived impartially and precariously on both. The name 
Vasco had been given him possibly in the hope that he might live up to its 
adventurous tradition, but he limited himself strictly to the home industry of 
adventurer, preferring to exploit the assured rather than to explore the unknown. 
Lulu’s intercourse with him had been restricted of recent years to the negative 
processes of being out of town when he called on her, and short of money when 
he wrote to her. Now, however, she bethought herself of his eminent suitability 
for the direction of a treasure-seeking experiment; if anyone could extract gold 
from an unpromising situation it would certainly be Vasco — of course, under 
the necessary safeguards in the way of supervision. Where money was in 
question Vasco’s conscience was liable to fits of obstinate silence. 

Somewhere on the west coast of Ireland the Dulverton property included a 
few acres of shingle, rock, and heather, too barren to support even an agrarian 
outrage, but embracing a small and fairly deep bay where the lobster yield was 
good in most seasons. There was a bleak little house on the property, and for 
those who liked lobsters and solitude, and were able to accept an Irish cook’s 
ideas as to what might be perpetrated in the name of mayonnaise, Innisgluther 
was a tolerable exile during the summer months. Lulu seldom went there 
herself, but she lent the house lavishly to friends and relations. She put it now at 
Vasco’s disposal. 

“Tt will be the very place to practise and experiment with the salvage 
apparatus,” she said; “the bay is quite deep in places, and you will be able to test 
everything thoroughly before starting on the treasure hunt.” 

In less than three weeks Vasco turned up in town to report progress. 

“The apparatus works beautifully,” he informed his aunt; “the deeper one got 
the clearer everything grew. We found something in the way of a sunken wreck 
to operate on, too!” 

“A wreck in Innisgluther Bay!” exclaimed Lulu. 

“A submerged motor-boat, the Sub-Rosa,” said Vasco. 

“No! really?” said Lulu; “poor Billy Yuttley’s boat. I remember it went down 
somewhere off that coast some three years ago. His body was washed ashore at 
the Point. People said at the time that the boat was capsized intentionally — a 
case of suicide, you know. People always say that sort of thing when anything 
tragic happens.” 

“In this case they were right,” said Vasco. 

“What do you mean?” asked the Duchess hurriedly. “What makes you think 
so?” 


“I know,” said Vasco simply. 

“Know? How can you know? How can anyone know? The thing happened 
three years ago.” 

“In a locker of the Sub-Rosa I found a water-tight strong-box. It contained 
papers.” Vasco paused with dramatic effect and searched for a moment in the 
inner breast-pocket of his coat. He drew out a folded slip of paper. The Duchess 
snatched at it in almost indecent haste and moved appreciably nearer the 
fireplace. 

“Was this in the Sub-Rosa’s strong-box?” she asked. 

“Oh no,” said Vasco carelessly, “that is a list of the well-known people who 
would be involved in a very disagreeable scandal if the Sub-Rosa’s papers were 
made public. I’ve put you at the head of it, otherwise it follows alphabetical 
order.” 

The Duchess gazed helplessly at the string of names, which seemed for the 
moment to include nearly every one she knew. As a matter of fact, her own 
name at the head of the list exercised an almost paralysing effect on her thinking 
faculties. 

“Of course you have destroyed the papers?” she asked, when she had 
somewhat recovered herself. She was conscious that she made the remark with 
an entire lack of conviction. 

Vasco shook his head. 

“But you should have,” said Lulu angrily; “if, as you say, they are highly 
compromising—” 

“Oh, they are, I assure you of that,” interposed the young man. 

“Then you should put them out of harm’s way at once. Supposing anything 
should leak out, think of all these poor, unfortunate people who would be 
involved in the disclosures,” and Lulu tapped the list with an agitated gesture. 

“Unfortunate, perhaps, but not poor,” corrected Vasco; “if you read the list 
carefully you’ll notice that I haven’t troubled to include anyone whose financial 
standing isn’t above question.” 

Lulu glared at her nephew for some moments in silence. Then she asked 
hoarsely: “What are you going to do?” 

“Nothing — for the remainder of my life,” he answered meaningly. “A little 
hunting, perhaps,” he continued, “and I shall have a villa at Florence. The Villa 
Sub-Rosa would sound rather quaint and picturesque, don’t you think, and quite 
a lot of people would be able to attach a meaning to the name. And I suppose I 
must have a hobby; I shall probably collect Raeburns.” 

Lulu’s relative, who lived at the Court of Monaco, got quite a snappish 
answer when she wrote recommending some further invention in the realm of 


marine research. 


THE COBWEB 


The farmhouse kitchen probably stood where it did as a matter of accident or 
haphazard choice; yet its situation might have been planned by a master- 
strategist in farmhouse architecture. Dairy and poultry-yard, and herb garden, 
and all the busy places of the farm seemed to lead by easy access into its wide 
flagged haven, where there was room for everything and where muddy boots left 
traces that were easily swept away. And yet, for all that it stood so well in the 
centre of human bustle, its long, latticed window, with the wide window-seat, 
built into an embrasure beyond the huge fireplace, looked out on a wild 
spreading view of hill and heather and wooded combe. The window nook made 
almost a little room in itself, quite the pleasantest room in the farm as far as 
situation and capabilities went. Young Mrs. Ladbruk, whose husband had just 
come into the farm by way of inheritance, cast covetous eyes on this snug 
comer, and her fingers itched to make it bright and cosy with chintz curtains and 
bowls of flowers, and a shelf or two of old china. The musty farm parlour, 
looking out on to a prim, cheerless garden imprisoned within high, blank walls, 
was not a room that lent itself readily either to comfort or decoration. 

“When we are more settled I shall work wonders in the way of making the 
kitchen habitable,” said the young woman to her occasional visitors. There was 
an unspoken wish in those words, a wish which was unconfessed as well as 
unspoken. Emma Ladbruk was the mistress of the farm; jointly with her 
husband she might have her say, and to a certain extent her way, in ordering its 
affairs. But she was not mistress of the kitchen. 

On one of the shelves of an old dresser, in company with chipped sauce- 
boats, pewter jugs, cheese-graters, and paid bills, rested a worn and ragged 
Bible, on whose front page was the record, in faded ink, of a baptism dated 
ninety-four years ago. “Martha Crale?” was the name written on that yellow 
page. The yellow, wrinkled old dame who hobbled and muttered about the 
kitchen, looking like a dead autumn leaf which the winter winds still pushed 
hither and thither, had once been Martha Crale; for seventy odd years she had 
been Martha Mountjoy. For longer than anyone could remember she had 
pattered to and fro between oven and wash-house and dairy, and out to chicken- 
run and garden, grumbling and muttering and scolding, but working 
unceasingly. Emma Ladbruk, of whose coming she took as little notice as she 
would of a bee wandering in at a window on a summer’s day, used at first to 
watch her with a kind of frightened curiosity. She was so old and so much a part 
of the place, it was difficult to think of her exactly as a living thing. Old Shep, 


the white-nozzled, stiff-limbed collie, waiting for his time to die, seemed almost 
more human than the withered, dried-up old woman. He had been a riotous, 
roystering puppy, mad with the joy of life, when she was already a tottering, 
hobbling dame; now he was just a blind, breathing carcase, nothing more, and 
she still worked with frail energy, still swept and baked and washed, fetched and 
carried. If there were something in these wise old dogs that did not perish utterly 
with death, Emma used to think to herself, what generations of ghost-dogs there 
must be out on those hills, that Martha had reared and fed and tended and spoken 
a last good-bye word to in that old kitchen. And what memories she must have 
of human generations that had passed away in her time. It was difficult for 
anyone, let alone a stranger like Emma, to get her to talk of the days that had 
been; her shrill, quavering speech was of doors that had been left unfastened, 
pails that had got mislaid, calves whose feeding-time was overdue, and the 
various little faults and lapses that chequer a farmhouse routine. Now and again, 
when election time came round, she would unstore her recollections of the old 
names round which the fight had waged in the days gone by. There had been a 
Palmerston, that had been a name down Tiverton way; Tiverton was not a far 
journey as the crow flies, but to Martha it was almost a foreign country. Later 
there had been Northcotes and Aclands, and many other newer names that she 
had forgotten; the names changed, but it was always Libruls and Toories, 
Yellows and Blues. And they always quarrelled and shouted as to who was right 
and who was wrong. ‘The one they quarrelled about most was a fine old 
gentleman with an angry face — she had seen his picture on the walls. She had 
seen it on the floor too, with a rotten apple squashed over it, for the farm had 
changed its politics from time to time. Martha had never been on one side or the 
other; none of “they” had ever done the farm a stroke of good. Such was her 
sweeping verdict, given with all a peasant’s distrust of the outside world. 

When the half-frightened curiosity had somewhat faded away, Emma 
Ladbruk was uncomfortably conscious of another feeling towards the old 
woman. She was a quaint old tradition, lingering about the place, she was part 
and parcel of the farm itself, she was something at once pathetic and picturesque 
— but she was dreadfully in the way. Emma had come to the farm full of plans 
for little reforms and improvements, in part the result of training in the newest 
ways and methods, in part the outcome of her own ideas and fancies. Reforms 
in the kitchen region, if those deaf old ears could have been induced to give them 
even a hearing, would have met with short shrift and scornful rejection, and the 
kitchen region spread over the zone of dairy and market business and half the 
work of the household. Emma, with the latest science of dead-poultry dressing 
at her finger-tips, sat by, an unheeded watcher, while old Martha trussed the 


chickens for the market-stall as she had trussed them for nearly fourscore years 
— all leg and no breast. And the hundred hints anent effective cleaning and 
labour-lightening and the things that make for wholesomeness which the young 
woman was ready to impart or to put into action dropped away into nothingness 
before that wan, muttering, unheeding presence. Above all, the coveted window 
comer, that was to be a dainty, cheerful oasis in the gaunt old kitchen, stood now 
choked and lumbered with a litter of odds and ends that Emma, for all her 
nominal authority, would not have dared or cared to displace; over them seemed 
to be spun the protection of something that was like a human cobweb. 
Decidedly Martha was in the way. It would have been an unworthy meanness to 
have wished to see the span of that brave old life shortened by a few paltry 
months, but as the days sped by Emma was conscious that the wish was there, 
disowned though it might be, lurking at the back of her mind. 

She felt the meanness of the wish come over her with a qualm of self- 
reproach one day when she came into the kitchen and found an unaccustomed 
state of things in that usually busy quarter. Old Martha was not working. A 
basket of corn was on the floor by her side, and out in the yard the poultry were 
beginning to clamour a protest of overdue feeding-time. But Martha sat huddled 
in a shrunken bunch on the window seat, looking out with her dim old eyes as 
though she saw something stranger than the autumn landscape. 

“Is anything the matter, Martha?” asked the young woman. 

“Tis death, ’tis death a-coming,” answered the quavering voice; “I knew 
‘twere coming. I knew it. ‘Tweren’t for nothing that old Shep’s been howling 
all morning. An’ last night I heard the screech-owl give the death-cry, and there 
were something white as run across the yard yesterday; ‘tweren’t a cat nor a 
stoat, ‘twere something. The fowls knew ‘twere something; they all drew off to 
one side. Ay, there’s been warnings. I knew it were a-coming.” 

The young woman’s eyes clouded with pity. The old thing sitting there so 
white and shrunken had once been a merry, noisy child, playing about in lanes 
and hay-lofts and farmhouse garrets; that had been eighty odd years ago, and 
now she was just a frail old body cowering under the approaching chill of the 
death that was coming at last to take her. It was not probable that much could be 
done for her, but Emma hastened away to get assistance and counsel. Her 
husband, she knew, was down at a tree-felling some little distance off, but she 
might find some other intelligent soul who knew the old woman better than she 
did. The farm, she soon found out, had that faculty common to farmyards of 
swallowing up and losing its human population. The poultry followed her in 
interested fashion, and swine grunted interrogations at her from behind the bars 
of their styes, but barnyard and rickyard, orchard and stables and dairy, gave no 


reward to her search. Then, as she retraced her steps towards the kitchen, she 
came suddenly on her cousin, young Mr. Jim, as every one called him, who 
divided his time between amateur horse-dealing, rabbit-shooting, and flirting 
with the farm maids. 

“I’m afraid old Martha is dying,” said Emma. Jim was not the sort of person 
to whom one had to break news gently. 

“Nonsense,” he said; “Martha means to live to a hundred. She told me so, 
and she’ ll do it.” 

“She may be actually dying at this moment, or it may just be the beginning of 
the break-up,” persisted Emma, with a feeling of contempt for the slowness and 
dulness of the young man. 

A grin spread over his good-natured features. 

“Tt don’t look like it,” he said, nodding towards the yard. Emma turned to 
catch the meaning of his remark. Old Martha stood in the middle of a mob of 
poultry scattering handfuls of grain around her. The turkey-cock, with the 
bronzed sheen of his feathers and the purple-red of his wattles, the gamecock, 
with the glowing metallic lustre of his Eastern plumage, the hens, with their 
ochres and buffs and umbers and their scarlet combs, and the drakes, with their 
bottle-green heads, made a medley of rich colour, in the centre of which the old 
woman looked like a withered stalk standing amid a riotous growth of gaily- 
hued flowers. But she threw the grain deftly amid the wilderness of beaks, and 
her quavering voice carried as far as the two people who were watching her. She 
was still harping on the theme of death coming to the farm. 

“I knew ‘twere a-coming. There’s been signs an’ warnings.” 

“Who’s dead, then, old Mother?” called out the young man. 

“Tis young Mister Ladbruk,” she shrilled back; “they’ve just a-carried his 
body in. Run out of the way of a tree that was coming down an’ ran hisself on to 
an iron post. Dead when they picked un up. Aye, I knew ‘twere coming.” 

And she turned to fling a handful of barley at a belated group of guinea-fowl 
that came racing toward her. 


OK OOK OK k OK 


The farm was a family property, and passed to the rabbit-shooting cousin as the 
next-of-kin. Emma Ladbruk drifted out of its history as a bee that had wandered 
in at an open window might flit its way out again. On a cold grey morning she 
stood waiting, with her boxes already stowed in the farm cart, till the last of the 
market produce should be ready, for the train she was to catch was of less 
importance than the chickens and butter and eggs that were to be offered for 


sale. From where she stood she could see an angle of the long latticed window 
that was to have been cosy with curtains and gay with bowls of flowers. Into her 
mind came the thought that for months, perhaps for years, long after she had 
been utterly forgotten, a white, unheeding face would be seen peering out 
through those latticed panes, and a weak muttering voice would be heard 
quavering up and down those flagged passages. She made her way to a narrow 
barred casement that opened into the farm larder. Old Martha was standing at a 
table trussing a pair of chickens for the market stall as she had trussed them for 
nearly fourscore years. 


THE LULL 


“T’ve asked Latimer Springfield to spend Sunday with us and stop the night,” 
announced Mrs. Durmot at the breakfast-table. 

“T thought he was in the throes of an election,” remarked her husband. 

“Exactly; the poll is on Wednesday, and the poor man will have worked 
himself to a shadow by that time. Imagine what electioneering must be like in 
this awful soaking rain, going along slushy country roads and speaking to damp 
audiences in draughty schoolrooms, day after day for a fortnight. He’ll have to 
put in an appearance at some place of worship on Sunday morning, and he can 
come to us immediately afterwards and have a thorough respite from everything 
connected with politics. I won’t let him even think of them. I’ve had the picture 
of Cromwell dissolving the Long Parliament taken down from the staircase, and 
even the portrait of Lord Rosebery’s ‘Ladas’ removed from the smoking-room. 
And Vera,” added Mrs. Durmot, turning to her sixteen-year-old niece, “be 
careful what colour ribbon you wear in your hair; not blue or yellow on any 
account; those are the rival party colours, and emerald green or orange would be 
almost as bad, with this Home Rule business to the fore.” 

“On state occasions I always wear a black ribbon in my hair,” said Vera with 
crushing dignity. 

Latimer Springfield was a rather cheerless, oldish young man, who went into 
politics somewhat in the spirit in which other people might go into half- 
mourning. Without being an enthusiast, however, he was a fairly strenuous 
plodder, and Mrs. Durmot had been reasonably near the mark in asserting that he 
was working at high pressure over this election. The restful lull which his 
hostess enforced on him was decidedly welcome, and yet the nervous excitement 
of the contest had too great a hold on him to be totally banished. 

“I know he’s going to sit up half the night working up points for his final 
speeches,” said Mrs. Durmot regretfully; “however, we’ve kept politics at arm’s 
length all the afternoon and evening. More than that we cannot do.” 

“That remains to be seen,” said Vera, but she said it to herself. 

Latimer had scarcely shut his bedroom door before he was immersed in a 
sheaf of notes and pamphlets, while a fountain-pen and pocket-book were 
brought into play for the due marshalling of useful facts and discreet fictions. 
He had been at work for perhaps thirty-five minutes, and the house was 
seemingly consecrated to the healthy slumber of country life, when a stifled 
squealing and scuffling in the passage was followed by a loud tap at his door. 


Before he had time to answer, a much-encumbered Vera burst into the room with 
the question; “I say, can I leave these here?” 

“These” were a small black pig and a lusty specimen of black-red gamecock. 

Latimer was moderately fond of animals, and particularly interested in small 
livestock rearing from the economic point of view; in fact, one of the pamphlets 
on which he was at that moment engaged warmly advocated the further 
development of the pig and poultry industry in our rural districts; but he was 
pardonably unwilling to share even a commodious bedroom with samples of 
henroost and stye products. 

“Wouldn’t they be happier somewhere outside?” he asked, tactfully 
expressing his own preference in the matter in an apparent solicitude for theirs. 

“There is no outside,” said Vera impressively, “nothing but a waste of dark, 
swirling waters. The reservoir at Brinkley has burst.” 

“T didn’t know there was a reservoir at Brinkley,” said Latimer. 

“Well, there isn’t now, it’s jolly well all over the place, and as we stand 
particularly low we’re the centre of an inland sea just at present. You see the 
river has overflowed its banks as well.” 

“Good gracious! Have any lives been lost?” 

“Heaps, I should say. The second housemaid has already identified three 
bodies that have floated past the billiard-room window as being the young man 
she’s engaged to. Either she’s engaged to a large assortment of the population 
round here or else she’s very careless at identification. Of course it may be the 
same body coming round again and again in a swirl; I hadn’t thought of that.” 

“But we ought to go out and do rescue work, oughtn’t we?” said Latimer, 
with the instinct of a Parliamentary candidate for getting into the local limelight. 

“We can’t,” said Vera decidedly, “we haven’t any boats and we’re cut off by 
a raging torrent from any human habitation. My aunt particularly hoped you 
would keep to your room and not add to the confusion, but she thought it would 
be so kind of you if you would take in Hartlepool’s Wonder, the gamecock, you 
know, for the night. You see, there are eight other gamecocks, and they fight 
like furies if they get together, so we’re putting one in each bedroom. The fowl- 
houses are all flooded out, you know. And then I thought perhaps you wouldn’t 
mind taking in this wee piggie; he’s rather a little love, but he has a vile temper. 
He gets that from his mother — not that I like to say things against her when 
she’s lying dead and drowned in her stye, poor thing. What he really wants is a 
man’s firm hand to keep him in order. I’d try and grapple with him myself, only 
I’ve got my chow in my room, you know, and he goes for pigs wherever he finds 
them.” 


“Couldn’t the pig go in the bathroom?” asked Latimer faintly, wishing that he 
had taken up as determined a stand on the subject of bedroom swine as the chow 
had. 

“The bathroom?” Vera laughed shrilly. “It'll be full of Boy Scouts till 
morning if the hot water holds out.” 

“Boy Scouts?” 

“Yes, thirty of them came to rescue us while the water was only waist-high; 
then it rose another three feet or so and we had to rescue them. We’re giving 
them hot baths in batches and drying their clothes in the hot-air cupboard, but, of 
course, drenched clothes don’t dry in a minute, and the corridor and staircase are 
beginning to look like a bit of coast scenery by Tuke. Two of the boys are 
wearing your Melton overcoat; I hope you don’t mind.” 

“Its a new overcoat,” said Latimer, with every indication of minding 
dreadfully. 

“You'll take every care of Hartlepool’s Wonder, won’t you?” said Vera. “His 
mother took three firsts at Birmingham, and he was second in the cockerel class 
last year at Gloucester. He’ll probably roost on the rail at the bottom of your 
bed. I wonder if he’d feel more at home if some of his wives were up here with 
him? The hens are all in the pantry, and I think I could pick out Hartlepool 
Helen; she’s his favourite.” 

Latimer showed a belated firmness on the subject of Hartlepool Helen, and 
Vera withdrew without pressing the point, having first settled the gamecock on 
his extemporised perch and taken an affectionate farewell of the pigling. 
Latimer undressed and got into bed with all due speed, judging that the pig 
would abate its inquisitorial restlessness once the light was turned out. As a 
substitute for a cosy, straw-bedded sty the room offered, at first inspection, few 
attractions, but the disconsolate animal suddenly discovered an appliance in 
which the most luxuriously contrived piggeries were notably deficient. The 
sharp edge of the underneath part of the bed was pitched at exactly the right 
elevation to permit the pigling to scrape himself ecstatically backwards and 
forwards, with an artistic humping of the back at the crucial moment and an 
accompanying gurgle of long-drawn delight. The gamecock, who may have 
fancied that he was being rocked in the branches of a pine-tree, bore the motion 
with greater fortitude than Latimer was able to command. A series of slaps 
directed at the pig’s body were accepted more as an additional and pleasing 
irritant than as a criticism of conduct or a hint to desist; evidently something 
more than a man’s firm hand was needed to deal with the case. Latimer slipped 
out of bed in search of a weapon of dissuasion. There was sufficient light in the 
room to enable the pig to detect this manceuvre, and the vile temper, inherited 


from the drowned mother, found full play. Latimer bounded back into bed, and 
his conqueror, after a few threatening snorts and champings of its jaws, resumed 
its Massage operations with renewed zeal. During the long wakeful hours which 
ensued Latimer tried to distract his mind from his own immediate troubles by 
dwelling with decent sympathy on the second housemaid’s bereavement, but he 
found himself more often wondering how many Boy Scouts were sharing his 
Melton overcoat. The role of Saint Martin malgré lui was not one which 
appealed to him. 

Towards dawn the pigling fell into a happy slumber, and Latimer might have 
followed its example, but at about the same time Stupor Hartlepooli gave a 
rousing crow, clattered down to the floor and forthwith commenced a spirited 
combat with his reflection in the wardrobe mirror. Remembering that the bird 
was more or less under his care Latimer performed Hague Tribunal offices by 
draping a bath-towel over the provocative mirror, but the ensuing peace was 
local and short-lived. The deflected energies of the gamecock found new outlet 
in a sudden and sustained attack on the sleeping and temporarily inoffensive 
pigling, and the duel which followed was desperate and embittered beyond any 
possibility of effective intervention. The feathered combatant had the advantage 
of being able, when hard pressed, to take refuge on the bed, and freely availed 
himself of this circumstance; the pigling never quite succeeded in hurling 
himself on to the same eminence, but it was not from want of trying. 

Neither side could claim any decisive success, and the struggle had been 
practically fought to a standstill by the time that the maid appeared with the early 
morning tea. 

“Lor, sir,” she exclaimed in undisguised astonishment, “do you want those 
animals in your room?” 

Want! 

The pigling, as though aware that it might have outstayed its welcome, 
dashed out at the door, and the gamecock followed it at a more dignified pace. 

“If Miss Vera’s dog sees that pig — !” exclaimed the maid, and hurried off to 
avert such a catastrophe. 

A cold suspicion was stealing over Latimer’s mind; he went to the window 
and drew up the blind. A light, drizzling rain was falling, but there was not the 
faintest trace of any inundation. 

Some half-hour later he met Vera on the way to the breakfast-room. 

“I should not like to think of you as a deliberate liar,” he observed coldly, 
“but one occasionally has to do things one does not like.” 

“At any rate I kept your mind from dwelling on politics all the night,” said 
Vera. 


Which was, of course, perfectly true. 


THE UNKINDEST BLOW 


The season of strikes seemed to have run itself to a standstill. Almost every 
trade and industry and calling in which a dislocation could possibly be 
engineered had indulged in that luxury. The last and least successful convulsion 
had been the strike of the World’s Union of Zoological Garden attendants, who, 
pending the settlement of certain demands, refused to minister further to the 
wants of the animals committed to their charge or to allow any other keepers to 
take their place. In this case the threat of the Zoological Gardens authorities that 
if the men “came out” the animals should come out also had intensified and 
precipitated the crisis. The imminent prospect of the larger carnivores, to say 
nothing of rhinoceroses and bull bison, roaming at large and unfed in the heart of 
London, was not one which permitted of prolonged conferences. The 
Government of the day, which from its tendency to be a few hours behind the 
course of events had been nicknamed the Government of the afternoon, was 
obliged to intervene with promptitude and decision. A strong force of 
Bluejackets was despatched to Regent’s Park to take over the temporarily 
abandoned duties of the strikers. Bluejackets were chosen in preference to land 
forces, partly on account of the traditional readiness of the British Navy to go 
anywhere and do anything, partly by reason of the familiarity of the average 
sailor with monkeys, parrots, and other tropical fauna, but chiefly at the urgent 
request of the First Lord of the Admiralty, who was keenly desirous of an 
opportunity for performing some personal act of unobtrusive public service 
within the province of his department. 

“Tf he insists on feeding the infant jaguar himself, in defiance of its mother’s 
wishes, there may be another by-election in the north,” said one of his 
colleagues, with a hopeful inflection in his voice. “By-elections are not very 
desirable at present, but we must not be selfish.” 

As a matter of fact the strike collapsed peacefully without any outside 
intervention. The majority of the keepers had become so attached to their 
charges that they returned to work of their own accord. 

And then the nation and the newspapers turned with a sense of relief to 
happier things. It seemed as if a new era of contentment was about to dawn. 
Everybody had struck who could possibly want to strike or who could possibly 
be cajoled or bullied into striking, whether they wanted to or not. The lighter 
and brighter side of life might now claim some attention. And conspicuous 
among the other topics that sprang into sudden prominence was the pending 
Falvertoon divorce suit. 


The Duke of Falvertoon was one of those human hors d’ceuvres that stimulate 
the public appetite for sensation without giving it much to feed on. As a mere 
child he had been precociously brilliant; he had declined the editorship of the 
Anglian Review at an age when most boys are content to have declined mensa, a 
table, and though he could not claim to have originated the Futurist movement in 
literature, his “Letters to a possible Grandson,” written at the age of fourteen, 
had attracted considerable notice. In later days his brilliancy had been less 
conspicuously displayed. During a debate in the House of Lords on affairs in 
Morocco, at a moment when that country, for the fifth time in seven years, had 
brought half Europe to the verge of war, he had interpolated the remark “a little 
Moor and how much it is,” but in spite of the encouraging reception accorded to 
this one political utterance he was never tempted to a further display in that 
direction. It began to be generally understood that he did not intend to 
supplement his numerous town and country residences by living overmuch in the 
public eye. 

And then had come the unlooked-for tidings of the imminent proceedings for 
divorce. And such a divorce! There were cross-suits and allegations and 
counter-allegations, charges of cruelty and desertion, everything in fact that was 
necessary to make the case one of the most complicated and sensational of its 
kind. And the number of distinguished people involved or cited as witnesses not 
only embraced both political parties in the realm and several Colonial governors, 
but included an exotic contingent from France, Hungary, the United States of 
North America, and the Grand Duchy of Baden. Hotel accommodation of the 
more expensive sort began to experience a strain on its resources. “It will be 
quite like the Durbar without the elephants,” exclaimed an enthusiastic lady 
who, to do her justice, had never seen a Durbar. The general feeling was one of 
thankfulness that the last of the strikes had been got over before the date fixed 
for the hearing of the great suit. 

As a reaction from the season of gloom and industrial strife that had just 
passed away the agencies that purvey and stage-manage sensations laid 
themselves out to do their level best on this momentous occasion. Men who had 
made their reputations as special descriptive writers were mobilised from distant 
comers of Europe and the further side of the Atlantic in order to enrich with their 
pens the daily printed records of the case; one word-painter, who specialised in 
descriptions of how witnesses turn pale under cross-examination, was 
summoned hurriedly back from a famous and prolonged murder trial in Sicily, 
where indeed his talents were being decidedly wasted. Thumb-nail artists and 
expert kodak manipulators were retained at extravagant salaries, and special 
dress reporters were in high demand. An enterprising Paris firm of costume 


builders presented the defendant Duchess with three special creations, to be 
worn, marked, learned, and extensively reported at various critical stages of the 
trial; and as for the cinematograph agents, their industry and persistence was 
untiring. Films representing the Duke saying good-bye to his favourite canary 
on the eve of the trial were in readiness weeks before the event was due to take 
place; other films depicted the Duchess holding imaginary consultations with 
fictitious lawyers or making a light repast off specially advertised vegetarian 
sandwiches during a supposed luncheon interval. As far as human foresight and 
human enterprise could go nothing was lacking to make the trial a success. 

Two days before the case was down for hearing the advance reporter of an 
important syndicate obtained an interview with the Duke for the purpose of 
gleaning some final grains of information concerning his Grace’s personal 
arrangements during the trial. 

“T suppose I may say this will be one of the biggest affairs of its kind during 
the lifetime of a generation,” began the reporter as an excuse for the unsparing 
minuteness of detail that he was about to make quest for. 

“T suppose so — if it comes off,” said the Duke lazily. 

“Tf?” queried the reporter, in a voice that was something between a gasp and a 
scream. 

“The Duchess and I are both thinking of going on strike,” said the Duke. 

“Strike!” 

The baleful word flashed out in all its old hideous familiarity. Was there to 
be no end to its recurrence? 

“Do you mean,” faltered the reporter, “that you are contemplating a mutual 
withdrawal of the charges?” 

“Precisely,” said the Duke. 

“But think of the arrangements that have been made, the special reporting, the 
cinematographs, the catering for the distinguished foreign witnesses, the 
prepared music-hall allusions; think of all the money that has been sunk—” 

“Exactly,” said the Duke coldly, “the Duchess and I have realised that it is we 
who provide the material out of which this great far-reaching industry has been 
built up. Widespread employment will be given and enormous profits made 
during the duration of the case, and we, on whom all the stress and racket falls, 
will get — what? An unenviable notoriety and the privilege of paying heavy 
legal expenses whichever way the verdict goes. Hence our decision to strike. 
We don’t wish to be reconciled; we fully realise that it is a grave step to take, but 
unless we get some reasonable consideration out of this vast stream of wealth 
and industry that we have called into being we intend coming out of court and 
staying out. Good afternoon.” 


The news of this latest strike spread universal dismay. Its inaccessibility to 
the ordinary methods of persuasion made it peculiarly formidable. If the Duke 
and Duchess persisted in being reconciled the Government could hardly be 
called on to interfere. Public opinion in the shape of social ostracism might be 
brought to bear on them, but that was as far as coercive measures could go. 
There was nothing for it but a conference, with powers to propose liberal terms. 
As it was, several of the foreign witnesses had already departed and others had 
telegraphed cancelling their hotel arrangements. 

The conference, protracted, uncomfortable, and occasionally acrimonious, 
succeeded at last in arranging for a resumption of litigation, but it was a fruitless 
victory. The Duke, with a touch of his earlier precocity, died of premature decay 
a fortnight before the date fixed for the new trial. 


THE ROMANCERS 


It was autumn in London, that blessed season between the harshness of winter 
and the insincerities of summer; a trustful season when one buys bulbs and sees 
to the registration of one’s vote, believing perpetually in spring and a change of 
Government. 

Morton Crosby sat on a bench in a secluded corner of Hyde Park, lazily 
enjoying a cigarette and watching the slow grazing promenade of a pair of snow- 
geese, the male looking rather like an albino edition of the russet-hued female. 
Out of the corner of his eye Crosby also noted with some interest the hesitating 
hoverings of a human figure, which had passed and repassed his seat two or 
three times at shortening intervals, like a wary crow about to alight near some 
possibly edible morsel. Inevitably the figure came to an anchorage on the bench, 
within easy talking distance of its original occupant. The uncared-for clothes, 
the aggressive, grizzled beard, and the furtive, evasive eye of the new-comer 
bespoke the professional cadger, the man who would undergo hours of 
humiliating tale-spinning and rebuff rather than adventure on half a day’s decent 
work. 

For a while the new-comer fixed his eyes straight in front of him in a 
strenuous, unseeing gaze; then his voice broke out with the insinuating inflection 
of one who has a story to retail well worth any loiterer’s while to listen to. 

“Tt’s a strange world,” he said. 

As the statement met with no response he altered it to the form of a question. 

“I daresay you’ve found it to be a strange world, mister?” 

“As far as I am concerned,” said Crosby, “the strangeness has worn off in the 
course of thirty-six years.” 

“Ah,” said the greybeard, “I could tell you things that you’d hardly believe. 
Marvellous things that have really happened to me.” 

“Nowadays there is no demand for marvellous things that have really 
happened,” said Crosby discouragingly; “the professional writers of fiction turn 
these things out so much better. For instance, my neighbours tell me wonderful, 
incredible things that their Aberdeens and chows and borzois have done; I never 
listen to them. On the other hand, I have read ‘The Hound of the Baskervilles’ 
three times.” 

The greybeard moved uneasily in his seat; then he opened up new country. 

“T take it that you are a professing Christian,” he observed. 

“I am a prominent and I think I may say an influential member of the 
Mussulman community of Eastern Persia,” said Crosby, making an excursion 


himself into the realms of fiction. 

The greybeard was obviously disconcerted at this new check to introductory 
conversation, but the defeat was only momentary. 

“Persia. I should never have taken you for a Persian,” he remarked, with a 
somewhat aggrieved air. 

“T am not,” said Crosby; “my father was an Afghan.” 

“An Afghan!” said the other, smitten into bewildered silence for a moment. 
Then he recovered himself and renewed his attack. 

“Afghanistan. Ah! We’ve had some wars with that country; now, I daresay, 
instead of fighting it we might have learned something from it. A very wealthy 
country, I believe. No real poverty there.” 

He raised his voice on the word “poverty” with a suggestion of intense 
feeling. Crosby saw the opening and avoided it. 

“It possesses, nevertheless, a number of highly talented and ingenious 
beggars,” he said; “if I had not spoken so disparagingly of marvellous things that 
have really happened I would tell you the story of Ibrahim and the eleven camel- 
loads of blotting-paper. Also I have forgotten exactly how it ended.” 

“My own life-story is a curious one,” said the stranger, apparently stifling all 
desire to hear the history of Ibrahim; “I was not always as you see me now.” 

“We are supposed to undergo complete change in the course of every seven 
years,” said Crosby, as an explanation of the foregoing announcement. 

“I mean I was not always in such distressing circumstances as I am at 
present,” pursued the stranger doggedly. 

“That sounds rather rude,” said Crosby stiffly, “considering that you are at 
present talking to a man reputed to be one of the most gifted conversationalists 
of the Afghan border.” 

“T don’t mean in that way,” said the greybeard hastily; “I’ve been very much 
interested in your conversation. I was alluding to my unfortunate financial 
situation. You mayn’t hardly believe it, but at the present moment I am 
absolutely without a farthing. Don’t see any prospect of getting any money, 
either, for the next few days. I don’t suppose you’ve ever found yourself in such 
a position,” he added. 

“In the town of Yom,” said Crosby, “which is in Southern Afghanistan, and 
which also happens to be my birthplace, there was a Chinese philosopher who 
used to say that one of the three chiefest human blessings was to be absolutely 
without money. I forget what the other two were.” 

“Ah, I daresay,” said the stranger, in a tone that betrayed no enthusiasm for 
the philosopher’s memory; “and did he practise what he preached? That’s the 
test.” 


“He lived happily with very little money or resources,” said Crosby. 

“Then I expect he had friends who would help him liberally whenever he was 
in difficulties, such as I am in at present.” 

“In Yom,” said Crosby, “it is not necessary to have friends in order to obtain 
help. Any citizen of Yom would help a stranger as a matter of course.” 

The greybeard was now genuinely interested. 

The conversation had at last taken a favourable turn. 

“If someone, like me, for instance, who was in undeserved difficulties, asked 
a citizen of that town you speak of for a small loan to tide over a few days’ 
impecuniosity — five shillings, or perhaps a rather larger sum — would it be 
given to him as a matter of course?” 

“There would be a certain preliminary,” said Crosby; “one would take him to 
a wine-shop and treat him to a measure of wine, and then, after a little high- 
flown conversation, one would put the desired sum in his hand and wish him 
good-day. It is a roundabout way of performing a simple transaction, but in the 
East all ways are roundabout.” 

The listener’s eyes were glittering. 

“Ah,” he exclaimed, with a thin sneer ringing meaningly through his words, 
“T suppose you’ve given up all those generous customs since you left your town. 
Don’t practise them now, I expect.” 

“No one who has lived in Yom,” said Crosby fervently, “and remembers its 
green hills covered with apricot and almond trees, and the cold water that rushes 
down like a caress from the upland snows and dashes under the little wooden 
bridges, no one who remembers these things and treasures the memory of them 
would ever give up a single one of its unwritten laws and customs. To me they 
are as binding as though I still lived in that hallowed home of my youth.” 

“Then if I was to ask you for a small loan—” began the greybeard fawningly, 
edging nearer on the seat and hurriedly wondering how large he might safely 
make his request, “if I was to ask you for, say—” 

“At any other time, certainly,” said Crosby; “in the months of November and 
December, however, it is absolutely forbidden for anyone of our race to give or 
receive loans or gifts; in fact, one does not willingly speak of them. It is 
considered unlucky. We will therefore close this discussion.” 

“But it is still October!” exclaimed the adventurer with an eager, angry 
whine, as Crosby rose from his seat; “wants eight days to the end of the month!” 

“The Afghan November began yesterday,” said Crosby severely, and in 
another moment he was striding across the Park, leaving his recent companion 
scowling and muttering furiously on the seat. 


“I don’t believe a word of his story,” he chattered to himself; “pack of nasty 
lies from beginning to end. Wish I’d told him so to his face. Calling himself an 
Afghan!” 

The snorts and snarls that escaped from him for the next quarter of an hour 
went far to support the truth of the old saying that two of a trade never agree. 


THE SCHARTZ-METTERKLUME METHOD 


Lady Carlotta stepped out on to the platform of the small wayside station and 
took a turn or two up and down its uninteresting length, to kill time till the train 
should be pleased to proceed on its way. Then, in the roadway beyond, she saw 
a horse struggling with a more than ample load, and a carter of the sort that 
seems to bear a sullen hatred against the animal that helps him to earn a living. 
Lady Carlotta promptly betook her to the roadway, and put rather a different 
complexion on the struggle. Certain of her acquaintances were wont to give her 
plentiful admonition as to the undesirability of interfering on behalf of a 
distressed animal, such interference being “none of her business.” Only once 
had she put the doctrine of non-interference into practice, when one of its most 
eloquent exponents had been besieged for nearly three hours in a small and 
extremely uncomfortable may-tree by an angry boar-pig, while Lady Carlotta, on 
the other side of the fence, had proceeded with the water-colour sketch she was 
engaged on, and refused to interfere between the boar and his prisoner. It is to 
be feared that she lost the friendship of the ultimately rescued lady. On this 
occasion she merely lost the train, which gave way to the first sign of impatience 
it had shown throughout the journey, and steamed off without her. She bore the 
desertion with philosophical indifference; her friends and relations were 
thoroughly well used to the fact of her luggage arriving without her. She wired a 
vague non-committal message to her destination to say that she was coming on 
“by another train.” Before she had time to think what her next move might be 
she was confronted by an imposingly attired lady, who seemed to be taking a 
prolonged mental inventory of her clothes and looks. 

“You must be Miss Hope, the governess I’ve come to meet,” said the 
apparition, in a tone that admitted of very little argument. 

“Very well, if I must I must,” said Lady Carlotta to herself with dangerous 
meekness. 

“T am Mrs. Quabarl,” continued the lady; “and where, pray, is your luggage?” 

“It’s gone astray,” said the alleged governess, falling in with the excellent 
rule of life that the absent are always to blame; the luggage had, in point of fact, 
behaved with perfect correctitude. “I’ve just telegraphed about it,” she added, 
with a nearer approach to truth. 

“How provoking,” said Mrs. Quabarl; “these railway companies are so 
careless. However, my maid can lend you things for the night,” and she led the 
way to her car. 


During the drive to the Quabarl mansion Lady Carlotta was impressively 
introduced to the nature of the charge that had been thrust upon her; she learned 
that Claude and Wilfrid were delicate, sensitive young people, that Irene had the 
artistic temperament highly developed, and that Viola was something or other 
else of a mould equally commonplace among children of that class and type in 
the twentieth century. 

“I wish them not only to be taught,” said Mrs. Quabarl, “but interested in 
what they learn. In their history lessons, for instance, you must try to make them 
feel that they are being introduced to the life-stories of men and women who 
really lived, not merely committing a mass of names and dates to memory. 
French, of course, I shall expect you to talk at meal-times several days in the 
week.” 

“T shall talk French four days of the week and Russian in the remaining 
three.” 

“Russian? My dear Miss Hope, no one in the house speaks or understands 
Russian.” 

“That will not embarrass me in the least,” said Lady Carlotta coldly. 

Mrs. Quabarl, to use a colloquial expression, was knocked off her perch. She 
was one of those imperfectly self-assured individuals who are magnificent and 
autocratic as long as they are not seriously opposed. ‘The least show of 
unexpected resistance goes a long way towards rendering them cowed and 
apologetic. When the new governess failed to express wondering admiration of 
the large newly-purchased and expensive car, and lightly alluded to the superior 
advantages of one or two makes which had just been put on the market, the 
discomfiture of her patroness became almost abject. Her feelings were those 
which might have animated a general of ancient warfaring days, on beholding 
his heaviest battle-elephant ignominiously driven off the field by slingers and 
javelin throwers. 

At dinner that evening, although reinforced by her husband, who usually 
duplicated her opinions and lent her moral support generally, Mrs. Quabarl 
regained none of her lost ground. The governess not only helped herself well 
and truly to wine, but held forth with considerable show of critical knowledge on 
various vintage matters, concerning which the Quabarls were in no wise able to 
pose as authorities. Previous governesses had limited their conversation on the 
wine topic to a respectful and doubtless sincere expression of a preference for 
water. When this one went as far as to recommend a wine firm in whose hands 
you could not go very far wrong Mrs. Quabarl thought it time to turn the 
conversation into more usual channels. 


“We got very satisfactory references about you from Canon Teep,” she 
observed; “a very estimable man, I should think.” 

“Drinks like a fish and beats his wife, otherwise a very lovable character,” 
said the governess imperturbably. 

“My dear Miss Hope! I trust you are exaggerating,” exclaimed the Quabarls 
in unison. 

“One must in justice admit that there is some provocation,” continued the 
romancer. “Mrs. Teep is quite the most irritating bridge-player that I have ever 
sat down with; her leads and declarations would condone a certain amount of 
brutality in her partner, but to souse her with the contents of the only soda-water 
syphon in the house on a Sunday afternoon, when one couldn’t get another, 
argues an indifference to the comfort of others which I cannot altogether 
overlook. You may think me hasty in my judgments, but it was practically on 
account of the syphon incident that I left.” 

“We will talk of this some other time,” said Mrs. Quabarl hastily. 

“T shall never allude to it again,” said the governess with decision. 

Mr. Quabarl made a welcome diversion by asking what studies the new 
instructress proposed to inaugurate on the morrow. 

“History to begin with,” she informed him. 

“Ah, history,” he observed sagely; “now in teaching them history you must 
take care to interest them in what they learn. You must make them feel that they 
are being introduced to the life-stories of men and women who really lived—” 

“T’ve told her all that,” interposed Mrs. Quabarl. 

“I teach history on the Schartz-Metterklume method,” said the governess 
loftily. 

“Ah, yes,” said her listeners, thinking it expedient to assume an acquaintance 
at least with the name. 
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“What are you children doing out here?” demanded Mrs. Quabarl the next 
morning, on finding Irene sitting rather glumly at the head of the stairs, while her 
sister was perched in an attitude of depressed discomfort on the window-seat 
behind her, with a wolf-skin rug almost covering her. 

“We are having a history lesson,” came the unexpected reply. “I am 
supposed to be Rome, and Viola up there is the she-wolf; not a real wolf, but the 
figure of one that the Romans used to set store by — I forget why. Claude and 
Wilfrid have gone to fetch the shabby women.” 

“The shabby women?” 


“Yes, they’ve got to carry them off. They didn’t want to, but Miss Hope got 
one of father’s fives-bats and said she’d give them a number nine spanking if 
they didn’t, so they’ve gone to do it.” 

A loud, angry screaming from the direction of the lawn drew Mrs. Quabarl 
thither in hot haste, fearful lest the threatened castigation might even now be in 
process of infliction. The outcry, however, came principally from the two small 
daughters of the lodge-keeper, who were being hauled and pushed towards the 
house by the panting and dishevelled Claude and Wilfrid, whose task was 
rendered even more arduous by the incessant, if not very effectual, attacks of the 
captured maidens’ small brother. The governess, fives-bat in hand, sat 
negligently on the stone balustrade, presiding over the scene with the cold 
impartiality of a Goddess of Battles. A furious and repeated chorus of “Tl tell 
muvver” rose from the lodge-children, but the lodge-mother, who was hard of 
hearing, was for the moment immersed in the preoccupation of her washtub. 

After an apprehensive glance in the direction of the lodge (the good woman 
was gifted with the highly militant temper which is sometimes the privilege of 
deafness) Mrs. Quabarl flew indignantly to the rescue of the struggling captives. 

“Wilfrid! Claude! Let those children go at once. Miss Hope, what on earth 
is the meaning of this scene?” 

“Early Roman history; the Sabine Women, don’t you know? It’s the Schartz- 
Metterklume method to make children understand history by acting it 
themselves; fixes it in their memory, you know. Of course, if, thanks to your 
interference, your boys go through life thinking that the Sabine women 
ultimately escaped, I really cannot be held responsible.” 

“You may be very clever and modern, Miss Hope,” said Mrs. Quabarl firmly, 
“but I should like you to leave here by the next train. Your luggage will be sent 
after you as soon as it arrives.” 

“Tm not certain exactly where I shall be for the next few days,” said the 
dismissed instructress of youth; “you might keep my luggage till I wire my 
address. There are only a couple of trunks and some golf-clubs and a leopard 
cub.” 

“A leopard cub!” gasped Mrs. Quabarl. Even in her departure this 
extraordinary person seemed destined to leave a trail of embarrassment behind 
her. 

“Well, it’s rather left off being a cub; it’s more than half-grown, you know. 
A fowl every day and a rabbit on Sundays is what it usually gets. Raw beef 
makes it too excitable. Don’t trouble about getting the car for me, I’m rather 
inclined for a walk.” 

And Lady Carlotta strode out of the Quabar! horizon. 


The advent of the genuine Miss Hope, who had made a mistake as to the day 
on which she was due to arrive, caused a turmoil which that good lady was quite 
unused to inspiring. Obviously the Quabarl family had been woefully befooled, 
but a certain amount of relief came with the knowledge. 

“How tiresome for you, dear Carlotta,” said her hostess, when the overdue 
guest ultimately arrived; “how very tiresome losing your train and having to stop 
overnight in a strange place.” 

“Oh dear, no,” said Lady Carlotta; “not at all tiresome — for me.” 


THE SEVENTH PULLET 


“Tt’s not the daily grind that I complain of,” said Blenkinthrope resentfully; “it’s 
the dull grey sameness of my life outside of office hours. Nothing of interest 
comes my way, nothing remarkable or out of the common. Even the little things 
that I do try to find some interest in don’t seem to interest other people. Things 
in my garden, for instance.” 

“The potato that weighed just over two pounds,” said his friend Gorworth. 

“Did I tell you about that?” said Blenkinthrope; “I was telling the others in 
the train this morning. I forgot if I’d told you.” 

“To be exact you told me that it weighed just under two pounds, but I took 
into account the fact that abnormal vegetables and freshwater fish have an after- 
life, in which growth is not arrested.” 

“You’re just like the others,” said Blenkinthrope sadly, “you only make fun 
of it.” 

“The fault is with the potato, not with us,” said Gorworth; “we are not in the 
least interested in it because it is not in the least interesting. The men you go up 
in the train with every day are just in the same case as yourself; their lives are 
commonplace and not very interesting to themselves, and they certainly are not 
going to wax enthusiastic over the commonplace events in other men’s lives. 
Tell them something startling, dramatic, piquant that has happened to yourself or 
to someone in your family, and you will capture their interest at once. They will 
talk about you with a certain personal pride to all their acquaintances. ‘Man I 
know intimately, fellow called Blenkinthrope, lives down my way, had two of 
his fingers clawed clean off by a lobster he was carrying home to supper. Doctor 
says entire hand may have to come off.’ Now that is conversation of a very high 
order. But imagine walking into a tennis club with the remark: ‘I know a man 
who has grown a potato weighing two and a quarter pounds.’” 

“But hang it all, my dear fellow,” said Blenkinthrope impatiently, “haven’t I 
just told you that nothing of a remarkable nature ever happens to me?” 

“Invent something,” said Gorworth. Since winning a prize for excellence in 
Scriptural knowledge at a preparatory school he had felt licensed to be a little 
more unscrupulous than the circle he moved in. Much might surely be excused 
to one who in early life could give a list of seventeen trees mentioned in the Old 
Testament. 

“What sort of thing?” asked Blenkinthrope, somewhat snappishly. 

“A snake got into your hen-run yesterday morning and killed six out of seven 
pullets, first mesmerising them with its eyes and then biting them as they stood 


helpless. The seventh pullet was one of that French sort, with feathers all over 
its eyes, so it escaped the mesmeric snare, and just flew at what it could see of 
the snake and pecked it to pieces.” 

“Thank you,” said Blenkinthrope stiffly; “it’s a very clever invention. If such 
a thing had really happened in my poultry-run I admit I should have been proud 
and interested to tell people about it. But I’d rather stick to fact, even if it is 
plain fact.” All the same his mind dwelt wistfully on the story of the Seventh 
Pullet. He could picture himself telling it in the train amid the absorbed interest 
of his fellow-passengers. Unconsciously all sorts of little details and 
improvements began to suggest themselves. 

Wistfulness was still his dominant mood when he took his seat in the railway 
carriage the next morning. Opposite him sat Stevenham, who had attained to a 
recognised brevet of importance through the fact of an uncle having dropped 
dead in the act of voting at a Parliamentary election. That had happened three 
years ago, but Stevenham was still deferred to on all questions of home and 
foreign politics. 

“Hullo, how’s the giant mushroom, or whatever it was?” was all the notice 
Blenkinthrope got from his fellow travellers. 

Young Duckby, whom he mildly disliked, speedily monopolised the general 
attention by an account of a domestic bereavement. 

“Had four young pigeons carried off last night by a whacking big rat. Oh, a 
monster he must have been; you could tell by the size of the hole he made 
breaking into the loft.” 

No moderate-sized rat ever seemed to carry out any predatory operations in 
these regions; they were all enormous in their enormity. 

“Pretty hard lines that,” continued Duckby, seeing that he had secured the 
attention and respect of the company; “four squeakers carried off at one swoop. 
You’d find it rather hard to match that in the way of unlooked-for bad luck.” 

“T had six pullets out of a pen of seven killed by a snake yesterday afternoon,” 
said Blenkinthrope, in a voice which he hardly recognised as his own. 

“By a snake?” came in excited chorus. 

“Tt fascinated them with its deadly, glittering eyes, one after the other, and 
struck them down while they stood helpless. A bedridden neighbour, who 
wasn’t able to call for assistance, witnessed it all from her bedroom window.” 

“Well, I never!” broke in the chorus, with variations. 

“The interesting part of it is about the seventh pullet, the one that didn’t get 
killed,” resumed Blenkinthrope, slowly lighting a cigarette. His diffidence had 
left him, and he was beginning to realise how safe and easy depravity can seem 
once one has the courage to begin. “The six dead birds were Minorcas; the 


seventh was a Houdan with a mop of feathers all over its eyes. It could hardly 
see the snake at all, so of course it wasn’t mesmerised like the others. It just 
could see something wriggling on the ground, and went for it and pecked it to 
death.” 

“Well, I’m blessed!” exclaimed the chorus. 

In the course of the next few days Blenkinthrope discovered how little the 
loss of one’s self-respect affects one when one has gained the esteem of the 
world. His story found its way into one of the poultry papers, and was copied 
thence into a daily news-sheet as a matter of general interest. A lady wrote from 
the North of Scotland recounting a similar episode which she had witnessed as 
occurring between a stoat and a blind grouse. Somehow a lie seems so much 
less reprehensible when one can call it a lee. 

For awhile the adapter of the Seventh Pullet story enjoyed to the full his 
altered standing as a person of consequence, one who had had some share in the 
strange events of his times. Then he was thrust once again into the cold grey 
background by the sudden blossoming into importance of Smith-Paddon, a daily 
fellow-traveller, whose little girl had been knocked down and nearly hurt by a 
car belonging to a musical-comedy actress. The actress was not in the car at the 
time, but she was in numerous photographs which appeared in the illustrated 
papers of Zoto Dobreen inquiring after the well-being of Maisie, daughter of 
Edmund Smith-Paddon, Esq. With this new human interest to absorb them the 
travelling companions were almost rude when Blenkinthrope tried to explain his 
contrivance for keeping vipers and peregrine falcons out of his chicken-run. 

Gorworth, to whom he unburdened himself in private, gave him the same 
counsel as heretofore. 

“Invent something.” 

“Yes, but what?” 

The ready affirmative coupled with the question betrayed a significant 
shifting of the ethical standpoint. 

It was a few days later that Blenkinthrope revealed a chapter of family history 
to the customary gathering in the railway carriage. 

“Curious thing happened to my aunt, the one who lives in Paris,” he began. 
He had several aunts, but they were all geographically distributed over Greater 
London. 

“She was sitting on a seat in the Bois the other afternoon, after lunching at the 
Roumanian Legation.” 

Whatever the story gained in picturesqueness from the dragging-in of 
diplomatic “atmosphere,” it ceased from that moment to command any 
acceptance as a record of current events. Gorworth had warned his neophyte 


that this would be the case, but the traditional enthusiasm of the neophyte had 
triumphed over discretion. 

“She was feeling rather drowsy, the effect probably of the champagne, which 
she’s not in the habit of taking in the middle of the day.” 

A subdued murmur of admiration went round the company. Blenkinthrope’s 
aunts were not used to taking champagne in the middle of the year, regarding it 
exclusively as a Christmas and New Year accessory. 

“Presently a rather portly gentleman passed by her seat and paused an instant 
to light a cigar. At that moment a youngish man came up behind him, drew the 
blade from a swordstick, and stabbed him half a dozen times through and 
through. ‘Scoundrel,’ he cried to his victim, ‘you do not know me. My name is 
Henri Leturc.’ The elder man wiped away some of the blood that was spattering 
his clothes, turned to his assailant, and said: ‘And since when has an attempted 
assassination been considered an introduction?’ Then he finished lighting his 
cigar and walked away. My aunt had intended screaming for the police, but 
seeing the indifference with which the principal in the affair treated the matter 
she felt that it would be an impertinence on her part to interfere. Of course I 
need hardly say she put the whole thing down to the effects of a warm, drowsy 
afternoon and the Legation champagne. Now comes the astonishing part of my 
story. A fortnight later a bank manager was stabbed to death with a swordstick 
in that very part of the Bois. His assassin was the son of a charwoman formerly 
working at the bank, who had been dismissed from her job by the manager on 
account of chronic intemperance. His name was Henri Leturc.” 

From that moment Blenkinthrope was tacitly accepted as the Munchausen of 
the party. No effort was spared to draw him out from day to day in the exercise 
of testing their powers of credulity, and Blenkinthrope, in the false security of an 
assured and receptive audience, waxed industrious and ingenious in supplying 
the demand for marvels. Duckby’s satirical story of a tame otter that had a tank 
in the garden to swim in, and whined restlessly whenever the water-rate was 
overdue, was scarcely an unfair parody of some of Blenkinthrope’s wilder 
efforts. And then one day came Nemesis. 

Returning to his villa one evening Blenkinthrope found his wife sitting in 
front of a pack of cards, which she was scrutinising with unusual concentration. 

“The same old patience-game?” he asked carelessly. 

“No, dear; this is the Death’s Head patience, the most difficult of them all. 
I’ve never got it to work out, and somehow I should be rather frightened if I did. 
Mother only got it out once in her life; she was afraid of it, too. Her great-aunt 
had done it once and fallen dead from excitement the next moment, and mother 
always had a feeling that she would die if she ever got it out. She died the same 


night that she did it. She was in bad health at the time, certainly, but it was a 
strange coincidence.” 

“Don’t do it if it frightens you,” was Blenkinthrope’s practical comment as he 
left the room. A few minutes later his wife called to him. 

“John, it gave me such a turn, I nearly got it out. Only the five of diamonds 
held me up at the end. I really thought I’d done it.” 

“Why, you can do it,” said Blenkinthrope, who had come back to the room; 
“if you shift the eight of clubs on to that open nine the five can be moved on to 
the six.” 

His wife made the suggested move with hasty, trembling fingers, and piled 
the outstanding cards on to their respective packs. ‘Then she followed the 
example of her mother and great-grand-aunt. 

Blenkinthrope had been genuinely fond of his wife, but in the midst of his 
bereavement one dominant thought obtruded itself. Something sensational and 
real had at last come into his life; no longer was it a grey, colourless record. The 
headlines which might appropriately describe his domestic tragedy kept shaping 
themselves in his brain. “Inherited presentiment comes true.” “The Death’s 
Head patience: Card-game that justified its sinister name in three generations.” 
He wrote out a full story of the fatal occurrence for the Essex Vedette, the editor 
of which was a friend of his, and to another friend he gave a condensed account, 
to be taken up to the office of one of the halfpenny dailies. But in both cases his 
reputation as a romancer stood fatally in the way of the fulfilment of his 
ambitions. “Not the right thing to be Munchausening in a time of sorrow” 
agreed his friends among themselves, and a brief note of regret at the “sudden 
death of the wife of our respected neighbour, Mr. John Blenkinthrope, from 
heart failure,” appearing in the news column of the local paper was the forlorn 
outcome of his visions of widespread publicity. 

Blenkinthrope shrank from the society of his erstwhile travelling companions 
and took to travelling townwards by an earlier train. He sometimes tries to enlist 
the sympathy and attention of a chance acquaintance in details of the whistling 
prowess of his best canary or the dimensions of his largest beetroot; he scarcely 
recognises himself as the man who was once spoken about and pointed out as the 
owner of the Seventh Pullet. 


THE BLIND SPOT 


“You’ve just come back from Adelaide’s funeral, haven’t you?” said Sir 
Lulworth to his nephew; “I suppose it was very like most other funerals?” 

“PI tell you all about it at lunch,” said Egbert. 

“You'll do nothing of the sort. It wouldn’t be respectful either to your great- 
aunt’s memory or to the lunch. We begin with Spanish olives, then a borshch, 
then more olives and a bird of some kind, and a rather enticing Rhenish wine, 
not at all expensive as wines go in this country, but still quite laudable in its 
way. Now there’s absolutely nothing in that menu that harmonises in the least 
with the subject of your great-aunt Adelaide or her funeral. She was a charming 
woman, and quite as intelligent as she had any need to be, but somehow she 
always reminded me of an English cook’s idea of a Madras curry.” 

“She used to say you were frivolous,” said Egbert. Something in his tone 
suggested that he rather endorsed the verdict. 

“I believe I once considerably scandalised her by declaring that clear soup 
was a more important factor in life than a clear conscience. She had very little 
sense of proportion. By the way, she made you her principal heir, didn’t she?” 

“Yes,” said Egbert, “and executor as well. It’s in that connection that I 
particularly want to speak to you.” 

“Business is not my strong point at any time,” said Sir Lulworth, “and 
certainly not when we’re on the immediate threshold of lunch.” 

“Tt isn’t exactly business,” explained Egbert, as he followed his uncle into the 
dining-room. 

“It’s something rather serious. Very serious.” 

“Then we can’t possibly speak about it now,” said Sir Lulworth; “no one 
could talk seriously during a borshch. A beautifully constructed borshch, such 
as you are going to experience presently, ought not only to banish conversation 
but almost to annihilate thought. Later on, when we arrive at the second stage of 
olives, I shall be quite ready to discuss that new book on Borrow, or, if you 
prefer it, the present situation in the Grand Duchy of Luxemburg. But I 
absolutely decline to talk anything approaching business till we have finished 
with the bird.” 

For the greater part of the meal Egbert sat in an abstracted silence, the silence 
of a man whose mind is focussed on one topic. When the coffee stage had been 
reached he launched himself suddenly athwart his uncle’s reminiscences of the 
Court of Luxemburg. 
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“T think I told you that great-aunt Adelaide had made me her executor. There 
wasn’t very much to be done in the way of legal matters, but I had to go through 
her papers.” 

“That would be a fairly heavy task in itself. I should imagine there were 
reams of family letters.” 

“Stacks of them, and most of them highly uninteresting. There was one 
packet, however, which I thought might repay a careful perusal. It was a bundle 
of correspondence from her brother Peter.” 

“The Canon of tragic memory,” said Lulworth. 

“Exactly, of tragic memory, as you say; a tragedy that has never been 
fathomed.” 

“Probably the simplest explanation was the correct one,” said Sir Lulworth; 
“he slipped on the stone staircase and fractured his skull in falling.” 

Egbert shook his head. “The medical evidence all went to prove that the blow 
on the head was struck by some one coming up behind him. A wound caused by 
violent contact with the steps could not possibly have been inflicted at that angle 
of the skull. They experimented with a dummy figure falling in every 
conceivable position.” 

“But the motive?” exclaimed Sir Lulworth; “no one had any interest in doing 
away with him, and the number of people who destroy Canons of the Established 
Church for the mere fun of killing must be extremely limited. Of course there 
are individuals of weak mental balance who do that sort of thing, but they 
seldom conceal their handiwork; they are more generally inclined to parade it.” 

“His cook was under suspicion,” said Egbert shortly. 

“I know he was,” said Sir Lulworth, “simply because he was about the only 
person on the premises at the time of the tragedy. But could anything be sillier 
than trying to fasten a charge of murder on to Sebastien? He had nothing to 
gain, in fact, a good deal to lose, from the death of his employer. The Canon 
was paying him quite as good wages as I was able to offer him when I took him 
over into my service. I have since raised them to something a little more in 
accordance with his real worth, but at the time he was glad to find a new place 
without troubling about an increase of wages. People were fighting rather shy of 
him, and he had no friends in this country. No; if anyone in the world was 
interested in the prolonged life and unimpaired digestion of the Canon it would 
certainly be Sebastien.” 

“People don’t always weigh the consequences of their rash acts,” said Egbert, 
“otherwise there would be very few murders committed. Sebastien is a man of 
hot temper.” 


“He is a southerner,” admitted Sir Lulworth; “to be geographically exact I 
believe he hails from the French slopes of the Pyrenees. I took that into 
consideration when he nearly killed the gardener’s boy the other day for bringing 
him a spurious substitute for sorrel. One must always make allowances for 
origin and locality and early environment; ‘Tell me your longitude and I’ll know 
what latitude to allow you,’ is my motto.” 

“There, you see,” said Egbert, “he nearly killed the gardener’s boy.” 

“My dear Egbert, between nearly killing a gardener’s boy and altogether 
killing a Canon there is a wide difference. No doubt you have often felt a 
temporary desire to kill a gardener’s boy; you have never given way to it, and I 
respect you for your self-control. But I don’t suppose you have ever wanted to 
kill an octogenarian Canon. Besides, as far as we know, there had never been 
any quarrel or disagreement between the two men. The evidence at the inquest 
brought that out very clearly.” 

“Ah!” said Egbert, with the air of a man coming at last into a deferred 
inheritance of conversational importance, “that is precisely what I want to speak 
to you about.” 

He pushed away his coffee cup and drew a pocket-book from his inner breast- 
pocket. From the depths of the pocket-book he produced an envelope, and from 
the envelope he extracted a letter, closely written in a small, neat handwriting. 

“One of the Canon’s numerous letters to Aunt Adelaide,” he explained, 
“written a few days before his death. Her memory was already failing when she 
received it, and I daresay she forgot the contents as soon as she had read it; 
otherwise, in the light of what subsequently happened, we should have heard 
something of this letter before now. If it had been produced at the inquest I 
fancy it would have made some difference in the course of affairs. The 
evidence, as you remarked just now, choked off suspicion against Sebastien by 
disclosing an utter absence of anything that could be considered a motive or 
provocation for the crime, if crime there was.” 

“Oh, read the letter,” said Sir Lulworth impatiently. 

“Tt’s a long rambling affair, like most of his letters in his later years,” said 
Egbert. “Pll read the part that bears immediately on the mystery. 

“I very much fear I shall have to get rid of Sebastien. He cooks divinely, but 
he has the temper of a fiend or an anthropoid ape, and I am really in bodily fear 
of him. We had a dispute the other day as to the correct sort of lunch to be 
served on Ash Wednesday, and I got so irritated and annoyed at his conceit and 
obstinacy that at last I threw a cupful of coffee in his face and called him at the 
same time an impudent jackanapes. Very little of the coffee went actually in his 
face, but I have never seen a human being show such deplorable lack of self- 


control. I laughed at the threat of killing me that he spluttered out in his rage, 
and thought the whole thing would blow over, but I have several times since 
caught him scowling and muttering in a highly unpleasant fashion, and lately I 
have fancied that he was dogging my footsteps about the grounds, particularly 
when I walk of an evening in the Italian Garden.’ 

“It was on the steps in the Italian Garden that the body was found,” 
commented Egbert, and resumed reading. 

“<I daresay the danger is imaginary; but I shall feel more at ease when he has 
quitted my service.’” 

Egbert paused for a moment at the conclusion of the extract; then, as his uncle 
made no remark, he added: “If lack of motive was the only factor that saved 
Sebastien from prosecution I fancy this letter will put a different complexion on 
matters.” 

“Have you shown it to anyone else?” asked Sir Lulworth, reaching out his 
hand for the incriminating piece of paper. 

“No,” said Egbert, handing it across the table, “I thought I would tell you 
about it first. Heavens, what are you doing?” 

Egbert’s voice rose almost to a scream. Sir Lulworth had flung the paper well 
and truly into the glowing centre of the grate. The small, neat handwriting 
shrivelled into black flaky nothingness. 

“What on earth did you do that for?” gasped Egbert. “That letter was our one 
piece of evidence to connect Sebastien with the crime.” 

“That is why I destroyed it,” said Sir Lulworth. 

“But why should you want to shield him?” cried Egbert; “the man is a 
common murderer.” 

“A common murderer, possibly, but a very uncommon cook.” 


DUSK 


Norman Gortsby sat on a bench in the Park, with his back to a strip of bush- 
planted sward, fenced by the park railings, and the Row fronting him across a 
wide stretch of carriage drive. Hyde Park Comer, with its rattle and hoot of 
traffic, lay immediately to his right. It was some thirty minutes past six on an 
early March evening, and dusk had fallen heavily over the scene, dusk mitigated 
by some faint moonlight and many street lamps. There was a wide emptiness 
over road and sidewalk, and yet there were many unconsidered figures moving 
silently through the half-light, or dotted unobtrusively on bench and chair, 
scarcely to be distinguished from the shadowed gloom in which they sat. 

The scene pleased Gortsby and harmonised with his present mood. Dusk, to 
his mind, was the hour of the defeated. Men and women, who had fought and 
lost, who hid their fallen fortunes and dead hopes as far as possible from the 
scrutiny of the curious, came forth in this hour of gloaming, when their shabby 
clothes and bowed shoulders and unhappy eyes might pass unnoticed, or, at any 
rate, unrecognised. 


A king that is conquered must see strange looks,. So bitter a thing is the heart of 
man. 


The wanderers in the dusk did not choose to have strange looks fasten on 
them, therefore they came out in this bat-fashion, taking their pleasure sadly in a 
pleasure-ground that had emptied of its rightful occupants. Beyond the 
sheltering screen of bushes and palings came a realm of brilliant lights and 
noisy, rushing traffic. A blazing, many-tiered stretch of windows shone through 
the dusk and almost dispersed it, marking the haunts of those other people, who 
held their own in life’s struggle, or at any rate had not had to admit failure. So 
Gortsby’s imagination pictured things as he sat on his bench in the almost 
deserted walk. He was in the mood to count himself among the defeated. 
Money troubles did not press on him; had he so wished he could have strolled 
into the thoroughfares of light and noise, and taken his place among the jostling 
ranks of those who enjoyed prosperity or struggled for it. He had failed in a 
more subtle ambition, and for the moment he was heartsore and disillusionised, 
and not disinclined to take a certain cynical pleasure in observing and labelling 
his fellow wanderers as they went their ways in the dark stretches between the 
lamp-lights. 


On the bench by his side sat an elderly gentleman with a drooping air of 
defiance that was probably the remaining vestige of self-respect in an individual 
who had ceased to defy successfully anybody or anything. His clothes could 
scarcely be called shabby, at least they passed muster in the half-light, but one’s 
imagination could not have pictured the wearer embarking on the purchase of a 
half-crown box of chocolates or laying out ninepence on a carnation buttonhole. 
He belonged unmistakably to that forlorn orchestra to whose piping no one 
dances; he was one of the world’s lamenters who induce no responsive weeping. 
As he rose to go Gortsby imagined him returning to a home circle where he was 
snubbed and of no account, or to some bleak lodging where his ability to pay a 
weekly bill was the beginning and end of the interest he inspired. His retreating 
figure vanished slowly into the shadows, and his place on the bench was taken 
almost immediately by a young man, fairly well dressed but scarcely more 
cheerful of mien than his predecessor. As if to emphasise the fact that the world 
went badly with him the new-corner unburdened himself of an angry and very 
audible expletive as he flung himself into the seat. 

“You don’t seem in a very good temper,” said Gortsby, judging that he was 
expected to take due notice of the demonstration. 

The young man turned to him with a look of disarming frankness which put 
him instantly on his guard. 

“You wouldn’t be in a good temper if you were in the fix I’m in,” he said; 
“T’ve done the silliest thing I’ve ever done in my life.” 

“Yes?” said Gortsby dispassionately. 

“Came up this afternoon, meaning to stay at the Patagonian Hotel in 
Berkshire Square,” continued the young man; “when I got there I found it had 
been pulled down some weeks ago and a cinema theatre run up on the site. The 
taxi driver recommended me to another hotel some way off and I went there. I 
just sent a letter to my people, giving them the address, and then I went out to 
buy some soap — I’d forgotten to pack any and I hate using hotel soap. Then I 
strolled about a bit, had a drink at a bar and looked at the shops, and when I 
came to turn my steps back to the hotel I suddenly realised that I didn’t 
remember its name or even what street it was in. There’s a nice predicament for 
a fellow who hasn’t any friends or connections in London! Of course I can wire 
to my people for the address, but they won’t have got my letter till to-morrow; 
meantime I’m without any money, came out with about a shilling on me, which 
went in buying the soap and getting the drink, and here I am, wandering about 
with twopence in my pocket and nowhere to go for the night.” 

There was an eloquent pause after the story had been told. “I suppose you 
think I’ve spun you rather an impossible yarn,” said the young man presently, 


with a suggestion of resentment in his voice. 

“Not at all impossible,” said Gortsby judicially; “I remember doing exactly 
the same thing once in a foreign capital, and on that occasion there were two of 
us, which made it more remarkable. Luckily we remembered that the hotel was 
on a sort of canal, and when we struck the canal we were able to find our way 
back to the hotel.” 

The youth brightened at the reminiscence. “In a foreign city I wouldn’t mind 
so much,” he said; “one could go to one’s Consul and get the requisite help from 
him. Here in one’s own land one is far more derelict if one gets into a fix. 
Unless I can find some decent chap to swallow my story and lend me some 
money I seem likely to spend the night on the Embankment. I’m glad, anyhow, 
that you don’t think the story outrageously improbable.” 

He threw a good deal of warmth into the last remark, as though perhaps to 
indicate his hope that Gortsby did not fall far short of the requisite decency. 

“Of course,” said Gortsby slowly, “the weak point of your story is that you 
can’t produce the soap.” 

The young man sat forward hurriedly, felt rapidly in the pockets of his 
overcoat, and then jumped to his feet. 

“T must have lost it,” he muttered angrily. 

“To lose an hotel and a cake of soap on one afternoon suggests wilful 
carelessness,” said Gortsby, but the young man scarcely waited to hear the end 
of the remark. He flitted away down the path, his head held high, with an air of 
somewhat jaded jauntiness. 

“Tt was a pity,” mused Gortsby; “the going out to get one’s own soap was the 
one convincing touch in the whole story, and yet it was just that little detail that 
brought him to grief. If he had had the brilliant forethought to provide himself 
with a cake of soap, wrapped and sealed with all the solicitude of the chemist’s 
counter, he would have been a genius in his particular line. In his particular line 
genius certainly consists of an infinite capacity for taking precautions.” 

With that reflection Gortsby rose to go; as he did so an exclamation of 
concern escaped him. Lying on the ground by the side of the bench was a small 
oval packet, wrapped and sealed with the solicitude of a chemist’s counter. It 
could be nothing else but a cake of soap, and it had evidently fallen out of the 
youth’s overcoat pocket when he flung himself down on the seat. In another 
moment Gortsby was scudding along the dusk-shrouded path in anxious quest 
for a youthful figure in a light overcoat. He had nearly given up the search when 
he caught sight of the object of his pursuit standing irresolutely on the border of 
the carriage drive, evidently uncertain whether to strike across the Park or make 


for the bustling pavements of Knightsbridge. He turned round sharply with an 
air of defensive hostility when he found Gortsby hailing him. 

“The important witness to the genuineness of your story has turned up,” said 
Gortsby, holding out the cake of soap; “it must have slid out of your overcoat 
pocket when you sat down on the seat. I saw it on the ground after you left. 
You must excuse my disbelief, but appearances were really rather against you, 
and now, as I appealed to the testimony of the soap I think I ought to abide by its 
verdict. If the loan of a sovereign is any good to you—” 

The young man hastily removed all doubt on the subject by pocketing the 
coin. 

“Here is my card with my address,” continued Gortsby; “any day this week 
will do for returning the money, and here is the soap — don’t lose it again it’s 
been a good friend to you.” 

“Lucky thing your finding it,” said the youth, and then, with a catch in his 
voice, he blurted out a word or two of thanks and fled headlong in the direction 
of Knightsbridge. 

“Poor boy, he as nearly as possible broke down,” said Gortsby to himself. “I 
don’t wonder either; the relief from his quandary must have been acute. It’s a 
lesson to me not to be too clever in judging by circumstances.” 

As Gortsby retraced his steps past the seat where the little drama had taken 
place he saw an elderly gentleman poking and peering beneath it and on all sides 
of it, and recognised his earlier fellow occupant. 

“Have you lost anything, sir?” he asked. 

“Yes, sir, a cake of soap.” 


A TOUCH OF REALISM 


“I hope you’ve come full of suggestions for Christmas,” said Lady Blonze to her 
latest arrived guest; “the old-fashioned Christmas and the up-to-date Christmas 
are both so played out. I want to have something really original this year.” 

“I was staying with the Mathesons last month,” said Blanche Boveal eagerly, 
“and we had such a good idea. Every one in the house-party had to be a 
character and behave consistently all the time, and at the end of the visit one had 
to guess what every one’s character was. The one who was voted to have acted 
his or her character best got a prize.” 

“Tt sounds amusing,” said Lady Blonze. 

“I was St. Francis of Assisi,” continued Blanche; “we hadn’t got to keep to 
our right sexes. I kept getting up in the middle of a meal, and throwing out food 
to the birds; you see, the chief thing that one remembers of St. Francis is that he 
was fond of the birds. Every one was so stupid about it, and thought that I was 
the old man who feeds the sparrows in the Tuileries Gardens. Then Colonel 
Pentley was the Jolly Miller on the banks of Dee.” 

“How on earth did he do that?” asked Bertie van Tahn. 

““He laughed and sang from morn till night,” explained Blanche. 

“How dreadful for the rest of you,” said Bertie; “and anyway he wasn’t on the 
banks of Dee.” 

“One had to imagine that,” said Blanche. 

“If you could imagine all that you might as well imagine cattle on the further 
bank and keep on calling them home, Mary-fashion, across the sands of Dee. Or 
you might change the river to the Yarrow and imagine it was on the top of you, 
and say you were Willie, or whoever it was, drowned in Yarrow.” 

“Of course it’s easy to make fun of it,” said Blanche sharply, “but it was 
extremely interesting and amusing. The prize was rather a fiasco, though. You 
see, Millie Matheson said her character was Lady Bountiful, and as she was our 
hostess of course we all had to vote that she had carried out her character better 
than anyone. Otherwise I ought to have got the prize.” 

“Its quite an idea for a Christmas party,” said Lady Blonze; “we must 
certainly do it here.” 

Sir Nicholas was not so enthusiastic. “Are you quite sure, my dear, that 
you’re wise in doing this thing?” he said to his wife when they were alone 
together. “It might do very well at the Mathesons, where they had rather a staid, 
elderly house-party, but here it will be a different matter. There is the Durmot 
flapper, for instance, who simply stops at nothing, and you know what Van Tahn 


is like. Then there is Cyril Skatterly; he has madness on one side of his family 
and a Hungarian grandmother on the other.” 

“T don’t see what they could do that would matter,” said Lady Blonze. 

“It’s the unknown that is to be dreaded,” said Sir Nicholas. “If Skatterly took 
it into his head to represent a Bull of Bashan, well, I’d rather not be here.” 

“Of course we shan’t allow any Bible characters. Besides, I don’t know what 
the Bulls of Bashan really did that was so very dreadful; they just came round 
and gaped, as far as I remember.” 

“My dear, you don’t know what Skatterly’s Hungarian imagination mightn’t 
read into the part; it would be small satisfaction to say to him afterwards: 
“You’ve behaved as no Bull of Bashan would have behaved.’” 

“Oh, you’re an alarmist,” said Lady Blonze; “I particularly want to have this 
idea carried out. It will be sure to be talked about a lot.” 

“That is quite possible,” said Sir Nicholas. 


OK OOK OK k OOK 


Dinner that evening was not a particularly lively affair; the strain of trying to 
impersonate a self-imposed character or to glean hints of identity from other 
people’s conduct acted as a check on the natural festivity of such a gathering. 
There was a general feeling of gratitude and acquiescence when good-natured 
Rachel Klammerstein suggested that there should be an hour or two’s respite 
from “the game” while they all listened to a little piano-playing after dinner. 
Rachel’s love of piano music was not indiscriminate, and concentrated itself 
chiefly on selections rendered by her idolised offspring, Moritz and Augusta, 
who, to do them justice, played remarkably well. 

The Klammersteins were deservedly popular as Christmas guests; they gave 
expensive gifts lavishly on Christmas Day and New Year, and Mrs. 
Klammerstein had already dropped hints of her intention to present the prize for 
the best enacted character in the game competition. Every one had brightened at 
this prospect; if it had fallen to Lady Blonze, as hostess, to provide the prize, she 
would have considered that a little souvenir of some twenty or twenty-five 
shillings’ value would meet the case, whereas coming from a Klammerstein 
source it would certainly run to several guineas. 

The close time for impersonation efforts came to an end with the final 
withdrawal of Moritz and Augusta from the piano. Blanche Boveal retired early, 
leaving the room in a series of laboured leaps that she hoped might be 
recognised as a tolerable imitation of Pavlova. Vera Durmot, the sixteen-year- 
old flapper, expressed her confident opinion that the performance was intended 


to typify Mark Twain’s famous jumping frog, and her diagnosis of the case 
found general acceptance. Another guest to set an example of early bed-going 
was Waldo Plubley, who conducted his life on a minutely regulated system of 
time-tables and hygienic routine. Waldo was a plump, indolent young man of 
seven-and-twenty, whose mother had early in his life decided for him that he 
was unusually delicate, and by dint of much coddling and home-keeping had 
succeeded in making him physically soft and mentally peevish. Nine hours’ 
unbroken sleep, preceded by elaborate breathing exercises and other hygienic 
ritual, was among the indispensable regulations which Waldo imposed on 
himself, and there were innumerable small observances which he exacted from 
those who were in any way obliged to minister to his requirements; a special 
teapot for the decoction of his early tea was always solemnly handed over to the 
bedroom staff of any house in which he happened to be staying. No one had 
ever quite mastered the mechanism of this precious vessel, but Bertie van Tahn 
was responsible for the legend that its spout had to be kept facing north during 
the process of infusion. 

On this particular night the irreducible nine hours were severely mutilated by 
the sudden and by no means noiseless incursion of a pyjama-clad figure into 
Waldo’s room at an hour midway between midnight and dawn. 

“What is the matter? What are you looking for?” asked the awakened and 
astonished Waldo, slowly recognising Van Tahn, who appeared to be searching 
hastily for something he had lost. 

“Looking for sheep,” was the reply. 

“Sheep?” exclaimed Waldo. 

“Yes, sheep. You don’t suppose I’m looking for giraffes, do you?” 

“I don’t see why you should expect to find either in my room,” retorted 
Waldo furiously. 

“I can’t argue the matter at this hour of the night,” said Bertie, and began 
hastily rummaging in the chest of drawers. Shirts and underwear went flying on 
to the floor. 

“There are no sheep here, I tell you,” screamed Waldo. 

“T’ve only got your word for it,” said Bertie, whisking most of the bedclothes 
on to the floor; “if you weren’t concealing something you wouldn’t be so 
agitated.” 

Waldo was by this time convinced that Van Tahn was raving mad, and made 
an anxious effort to humour him. 

“Go back to bed like a dear fellow,” he pleaded, “and your sheep will turn up 
all right in the morning.” 


“T daresay,” said Bertie gloomily, “without their tails. Nice fool I shall look 
with a lot of Manx sheep.” 

And by way of emphasising his annoyance at the prospect he sent Waldo’s 
pillows flying to the top of the wardrobe. 

“But why no tails?” asked Waldo, whose teeth were chattering with fear and 
rage and lowered temperature. 

“My dear boy, have you never heard the ballad of Little Bo-Peep>” said 
Bertie with a chuckle. “It’s my character in the Game, you know. If I didn’t go 
hunting about for my lost sheep no one would be able to guess who I was; and 
now go to sleepy weeps like a good child or I shall be cross with you.” 

“I leave you to imagine,” wrote Waldo in the course of a long letter to his 
mother, “how much sleep I was able to recover that night, and you know how 
essential nine uninterrupted hours of slumber are to my health.” 

On the other hand he was able to devote some wakeful hours to exercises in 
breathing wrath and fury against Bertie van Tahn. 

Breakfast at Blonzecourt was a scattered meal, on the “come when you 
please” principle, but the house-party was supposed to gather in full strength at 
lunch. On the day after the “Game” had been started there were, however, some 
notable absentees. Waldo Plubley, for instance, was reported to be nursing a 
headache. A large breakfast and an “A.B.C.” had been taken up to his room, but 
he had made no appearance in the flesh. 

“T expect he’s playing up to some character,” said Vera Durmot; “isn’t there a 
thing of Moliére’s, ‘Le Malade Imaginaire’? I expect he’s that.” 

Eight or nine lists came out, and were duly pencilled with the suggestion. 

“And where are the Klammersteins?” asked Lady Blonze; “they’re usually so 
punctual.” 

“Another character pose, perhaps,” said Bertie van Tahn; “‘the Lost Ten 
Tribes.’” 

“But there are only three of them. Besides, they’ll want their lunch. Hasn’t 
anyone seen anything of them?” 

“Didn’t you take them out in your car?” asked Blanche Boveal, addressing 
herself to Cyril Skatterly. 

“Yes, took them out to Slogberry Moor immediately after breakfast. Miss 
Durmot came too.” 

“I saw you and Vera come back,” said Lady Blonze, “but I didn’t see the 
Klammersteins. Did you put them down in the village?” 

“No,” said Skatterly shortly. 

“But where are they? Where did you leave them?” 

“We left them on Slogberry Moor,” said Vera calmly. 


“On Slogberry Moor? Why, it’s more than thirty miles away! How are they 
going to get back?” 

“We didn’t stop to consider that,” said Skatterly; “we asked them to get out 
for a moment, on the pretence that the car had stuck, and then we dashed off full 
speed and left them there.” 

“But how dare you do such a thing? It’s most inhuman! Why, it’s been 
snowing for the last hour.” 

“I expect there’ll be a cottage or farmhouse somewhere if they walk a mile or 
two.” 

“But why on earth have you done it?” 

The question came in a chorus of indignant bewilderment. 

“That would be telling what our characters are meant to be,” said Vera. 

“Didn’t I warn you?” said Sir Nicholas tragically to his wife. 

“It’s something to do with Spanish history; we don’t mind giving you that 
clue,” said Skatterly, helping himself cheerfully to salad, and then Bertie van 
Tahn broke forth into peals of joyous laughter. 

“T’ve got it! Ferdinand and Isabella deporting the Jews! Oh, lovely! Those 
two have certainly won the prize; we shan’t get anything to beat that for 
thoroughness.” 

Lady Blonze’s Christmas party was talked about and written about to an 
extent that she had not anticipated in her most ambitious moments. The letters 
from Waldo’s mother would alone have made it memorable. 


COUSIN TERESA 


Basset Harrowcluff returned to the home of his fathers, after an absence of four 
years, distinctly well pleased with himself. He was only thirty-one, but he had 
put in some useful service in an out-of-the-way, though not unimportant, corner 
of the world. He had quieted a province, kept open a trade route, enforced the 
tradition of respect which is worth the ransom of many kings in out-of-the-way 
regions, and done the whole business on rather less expenditure than would be 
requisite for organising a charity in the home country. In Whitehall and places 
where they think, they doubtless thought well of him. It was not inconceivable, 
his father allowed himself to imagine, that Basset’s name might figure in the 
next list of Honours. 

Basset was inclined to be rather contemptuous of his half-brother, Lucas, 
whom he found feverishly engrossed in the same medley of elaborate futilities 
that had claimed his whole time and energies, such as they were, four years ago, 
and almost as far back before that as he could remember. It was the contempt of 
the man of action for the man of activities, and it was probably reciprocated. 
Lucas was an over-well nourished individual, some nine years Basset’s senior, 
with a colouring that would have been accepted as a sign of intensive culture in 
an asparagus, but probably meant in this case mere abstention from exercise. 
His hair and forehead furnished a recessional note in a personality that was in all 
other respects obtrusive and assertive. There was certainly no Semitic blood in 
Lucas’s parentage, but his appearance contrived to convey at least a suggestion 
of Jewish extraction. Clovis Sangrail, who knew most of his associates by sight, 
said it was undoubtedly a case of protective mimicry. 

Two days after Basset’s return, Lucas frisked in to lunch in a state of 
twittering excitement that could not be restrained even for the immediate 
consideration of soup, but had to be verbally discharged in spluttering 
competition with mouthfuls of vermicelli. 

“Tve got hold of an idea for something immense,” he babbled, “something 
that is simply It.” 

Basset gave a short laugh that would have done equally well as a snort, if one 
had wanted to make the exchange. His half-brother was in the habit of 
discovering futilities that were “simply It” at frequently recurring intervals. The 
discovery generally meant that he flew up to town, preceded by glowingly- 
worded telegrams, to see some one connected with the stage or the publishing 
world, got together one or two momentous luncheon parties, flitted in and out of 
“Gambrinus” for one or two evenings, and returned home with an air of subdued 


importance and the asparagus tint slightly intensified. The great idea was 
generally forgotten a few weeks later in the excitement of some new discovery. 
“The inspiration came to me whilst I was dressing,” announced Lucas; “it will 
be the thing in the next music-hall revue. All London will go mad over it. It’s 
just a couplet; of course there will be other words, but they won’t matter. Listen: 


Cousin Teresa takes out Cesar,. Fido, Jock, and the big borzoi. 


A lifting, catchy sort of refrain, you see, and big-drum business on the two 
syllables of bor-zoi. It’s immense. And I’ve thought out all the business of it; 
the singer will sing the first verse alone, then during the second verse Cousin 
Teresa will walk through, followed by four wooden dogs on wheels; Cesar will 
be an Irish terrier, Fido a black poodle, Jock a fox-terrier, and the borzoi, of 
course, will be a borzoi. During the third verse Cousin Teresa will come on 
alone, and the dogs will be drawn across by themselves from the opposite wing; 
then Cousin Teresa will catch on to the singer and go off-stage in one direction, 
while the dogs’ procession goes off in the other, crossing en route, which is 
always very effective. There’ll be a lot of applause there, and for the fourth 
verse Cousin Teresa will come on in sables and the dogs will all have coats on. 
Then I’ve got a great idea for the fifth verse; each of the dogs will be led on by a 
Nut, and Cousin Teresa will come on from the opposite side, crossing en route, 
always effective, and then she turns round and leads the whole lot of them off on 
a string, and all the time every one singing like mad: 


Cousin Teresa takes out Cesar. Fido, Jock, and the big borzoi. 


Tum-Tum! Drum business on the two last syllables. I’m so excited, I shan’t 
sleep a wink to-night. I’m off to-morrow by the ten-fifteen. I’ve wired to 
Hermanova to lunch with me.” 

If any of the rest of the family felt any excitement over the creation of Cousin 
Teresa, they were signally successful in concealing the fact. 

“Poor Lucas does take his silly little ideas seriously,” said Colonel 
Harrowcluff afterwards in the smoking-room. 

“Yes,” said his younger son, in a slightly less tolerant tone, “in a day or two 
he’ll come back and tell us that his sensational masterpiece is above the heads of 
the public, and in about three weeks’ time he’ll be wild with enthusiasm over a 
scheme to dramatise the poems of Herrick or something equally promising.” 

And then an extraordinary thing befell. In defiance of all precedent Lucas’s 
glowing anticipations were justified and endorsed by the course of events. If 


Cousin Teresa was above the heads of the public, the public heroically adapted 
itself to her altitude. Introduced as an experiment at a dull moment in a new 
revue, the success of the item was unmistakable; the calls were so insistent and 
uproarious that even Lucas’ ample devisings of additional “business” scarcely 
sufficed to keep pace with the demand. Packed houses on successive evenings 
confirmed the verdict of the first night audience, stalls and boxes filled 
significantly just before the turn came on, and emptied significantly after the last 
encore had been given. The manager tearfully acknowledged that Cousin Teresa 
was It. Stage hands and supers and programme sellers acknowledged it to one 
another without the least reservation. The name of the revue dwindled to 
secondary importance, and vast letters of electric blue blazoned the words 
“Cousin Teresa” from the front of the great palace of pleasure. And, of course, 
the magic of the famous refrain laid its spell all over the Metropolis. Restaurant 
proprietors were obliged to provide the members of their orchestras with painted 
wooden dogs on wheels, in order that the much-demanded and always conceded 
melody should be rendered with the necessary spectacular effects, and the crash 
of bottles and forks on the tables at the mention of the big borzoi usually 
drowned the sincerest efforts of drum or cymbals. Nowhere and at no time 
could one get away from the double thump that brought up the rear of the 
refrain; revellers reeling home at night banged it on doors and hoardings, 
milkmen clashed their cans to its cadence, messenger boys hit smaller messenger 
boys resounding double smacks on the same principle. And the more thoughtful 
circles of the great city were not deaf to the claims and significance of the 
popular melody. An enterprising and emancipated preacher discoursed from his 
pulpit on the inner meaning of “Cousin Teresa,” and Lucas Harrowcluff was 
invited to lecture on the subject of his great achievement to members of the 
Young Mens’ Endeavour League, the Nine Arts Club, and other learned and 
willing-to-learn bodies. In Society it seemed to be the one thing people really 
cared to talk about; men and women of middle age and average education might 
be seen together in corners earnestly discussing, not the question whether Servia 
should have an outlet on the Adriatic, or the possibilities of a British success in 
international polo contests, but the more absorbing topic of the problematic 
Aztec or Nilotic origin of the Teresa motiv. 

“Politics and patriotism are so boring and so out of date,” said a revered lady 
who had some pretensions to oracular utterance; “we are too cosmopolitan 
nowadays to be really moved by them. That is why one welcomes an intelligible 
production like ‘Cousin Teresa,’ that has a genuine message for one. One can’t 
understand the message all at once, of course, but one felt from the very first that 


it was there. I’ve been to see it eighteen times and I’m going again to-morrow 
and on Thursday. One can’t see it often enough.” 


OK OOK OK k OOK 


“It would be rather a popular move if we gave this Harrowcluff person a 
knighthood or something of the sort,” said the Minister reflectively. 

“Which Harrowcluff?” asked his secretary. 

“Which? There is only one, isn’t there?” said the Minister; “the ‘Cousin 
Teresa’ man, of course. I think every one would be pleased if we knighted him. 
Yes, you can put him down on the list of certainties — under the letter L.” 

“The letter L,” said the secretary, who was new to his job; “does that stand for 
Liberalism or liberality?” 

Most of the recipients of Ministerial favour were expected to qualify in both 
of those subjects. 

“Literature,” explained the Minister. 

And thus, after a fashion, Colonel Harrowcluff’s expectation of seeing his 
son’s name in the list of Honours was gratified. 


THE YARKAND MANNER 


Sir Lulworth Quayne was making a leisurely progress through the Zoological 
Society’s Gardens in company with his nephew, recently returned from Mexico. 
The latter was interested in comparing and contrasting allied types of animals 
occurring in the North American and Old World fauna. 

“One of the most remarkable things in the wanderings of species,” he 
observed, “is the sudden impulse to trek and migrate that breaks out now and 
again, for no apparent reason, in communities of hitherto stay-at-home animals.” 

“In human affairs the same phenomenon is occasionally noticeable,” said Sir 
Lulworth; “perhaps the most striking instance of it occurred in this country while 
you were away in the wilds of Mexico. I mean the wander fever which suddenly 
displayed itself in the managing and editorial staffs of certain London 
newspapers. It began with the stampede of the entire staff of one of our most 
brilliant and enterprising weeklies to the banks of the Seine and the heights of 
Montmartre. The migration was a brief one, but it heralded an era of restlessness 
in the Press world which lent quite a new meaning to the phrase ‘newspaper 
circulation.’ Other editorial staffs were not slow to imitate the example that had 
been set them. Paris soon dropped out of fashion as being too near home; 
Nürnberg, Seville, and Salonica became more favoured as planting-out grounds 
for the personnel of not only weekly but daily papers as well. The localities 
were perhaps not always well chosen; the fact of a leading organ of Evangelical 
thought being edited for two successive fortnights from Trouville and Monte 
Carlo was generally admitted to have been a mistake. And even when 
enterprising and adventurous editors took themselves and their staffs further 
afield there were some unavoidable clashings. For instance, the Scrutator, 
Sporting Bluff, and The Damsels’ Own Paper all pitched on Khartoum for the 
same week. It was, perhaps, a desire to out-distance all possible competition that 
influenced the management of the Daily Intelligencer, one of the most solid and 
respected organs of Liberal opinion, in its decision to transfer its offices for three 
or four weeks from Fleet Street to Eastern Turkestan, allowing, of course, a 
necessary margin of time for the journey there and back. This was, in many 
respects, the most remarkable of all the Press stampedes that were experienced at 
this time. There was no make-believe about the undertaking; proprietor, 
manager, editor, sub-editors, leader-writers, principal reporters, and so forth, all 
took part in what was popularly alluded to as the Drang nach Osten; an 
intelligent and efficient office-boy was all that was left in the deserted hive of 
editorial industry.” 


“That was doing things rather thoroughly, wasn’t it?” said the nephew. 

“Well, you see,” said Sir Lulworth, “the migration idea was falling somewhat 
into disrepute from the half-hearted manner in which it was occasionally carried 
out. You were not impressed by the information that such and such a paper was 
being edited and brought out at Lisbon or Innsbruck if you chanced to see the 
principal leader-writer or the art editor lunching as usual at their accustomed 
restaurants. The Daily Intelligencer was determined to give no loophole for 
cavil at the genuineness of its pilgrimage, and it must be admitted that to a 
certain extent the arrangements made for transmitting copy and carrying on the 
usual features of the paper during the long outward journey worked smoothly 
and well. The series of articles which commenced at Baku on ‘What Cobdenism 
might do for the camel industry’ ranks among the best of the recent contributions 
to Free Trade literature, while the views on foreign policy enunciated ‘from a 
roof in Yarkand’ showed at least as much grasp of the international situation as 
those that had germinated within half a mile of Downing Street. Quite in 
keeping, too, with the older and better traditions of British journalism was the 
manner of the home-coming; no bombast, no personal advertisement, no 
flamboyant interviews. Even a complimentary luncheon at the Voyagers’ Club 
was courteously declined. Indeed, it began to be felt that the self-effacement of 
the returned pressmen was being carried to a pedantic length. Foreman 
compositors, advertisement clerks, and other members of the non-editorial staff, 
who had, of course, taken no part in the great trek, found it as impossible to get 
into direct communication with the editor and his satellites now that they had 
returned as when they had been excusably inaccessible in Central Asia. The 
sulky, overworked office-boy, who was the one connecting link between the 
editorial brain and the business departments of the paper, sardonically explained 
the new aloofness as the ‘Yarkand manner.’ Most of the reporters and sub- 
editors seemed to have been dismissed in autocratic fashion since their return 
and new ones engaged by letter; to these the editor and his immediate associates 
remained an unseen presence, issuing its instructions solely through the medium 
of curt typewritten notes. Something mystic and Tibetan and forbidden had 
replaced the human bustle and democratic simplicity of pre-migration days, and 
the same experience was encountered by those who made social overtures to the 
returned wanderers. The most brilliant hostess of Twentieth Century London 
flung the pearl of her hospitality into the unresponsive trough of the editorial 
letter-box; it seemed as if nothing short of a Royal command would drag the 
hermit-souled revenants from their self-imposed seclusion. People began to talk 
unkindly of the effect of high altitudes and Eastern atmosphere on minds and 
temperaments unused to such luxuries. The Yarkand manner was not popular.” 


“And the contents of the paper,” said the nephew, “did they show the 
influence of the new style?” 

“Ah!” said Sir Lulworth, “that was the exciting thing. In home affairs, social 
questions, and the ordinary events of the day not much change was noticeable. 
A certain Oriental carelessness seemed to have crept into the editorial 
department, and perhaps a note of lassitude not unnatural in the work of men 
who had returned from what had been a fairly arduous journey. The aforetime 
standard of excellence was scarcely maintained, but at any rate the general lines 
of policy and outlook were not departed from. It was in the realm of foreign 
affairs that a startling change took place. Blunt, forcible, outspoken articles 
appeared, couched in language which nearly turned the autumn manceuvres of 
six important Powers into mobilisations. Whatever else the Daily Intelligencer 
had learned in the East, it had not acquired the art of diplomatic ambiguity. The 
man in the street enjoyed the articles and bought the paper as he had never 
bought it before; the men in Downing Street took a different view. The Foreign 
Secretary, hitherto accounted a rather reticent man, became positively garrulous 
in the course of perpetually disavowing the sentiments expressed in the Daily 
Intelligencer’s leaders; and then one day the Government came to the conclusion 
that something definite and drastic must be done. A deputation, consisting of the 
Prime Minister, the Foreign Secretary, four leading financiers, and a well-known 
Nonconformist divine, made its way to the offices of the paper. At the door 
leading to the editorial department the way was barred by a nervous but defiant 
office-boy. 

“You can’t see the editor nor any of the staff,’ he announced. 

““We insist on seeing the editor or some responsible person,’ said the Prime 
Minister, and the deputation forced its way in. The boy had spoken truly; there 
was no one to be seen. In the whole suite of rooms there was no sign of human 
life. 

““Where is the editor?’ ‘Or the foreign editor?’ ‘Or the chief leader-writer? 
Or anybody?’ 

“In answer to the shower of questions the boy unlocked a drawer and 
produced a strange-looking envelope, which bore a Khokand postmark, and a 
date of some seven or eight months back. It contained a scrap of paper on which 
was written the following message: 

“Entire party captured by brigand tribe on homeward journey. Quarter of 
million demanded as ransom, but would probably take less. Inform 
Government, relations, and friends.’ 

“There followed the signatures of the principal members of the party and 
instructions as to how and where the money was to be paid. 


“The letter had been directed to the office-boy-in-charge, who had quietly 
suppressed it. No one is a hero to one’s own office-boy, and he evidently 
considered that a quarter of a million was an unwarrantable outlay for such a 
doubtfully advantageous object as the repatriation of an errant newspaper staff. 
So he drew the editorial and other salaries, forged what signatures were 
necessary, engaged new reporters, did what sub-editing he could, and made as 
much use as possible of the large accumulation of special articles that was held 
in reserve for emergencies. The articles on foreign affairs were entirely his own 
composition. 

“Of course the whole thing had to be kept as quiet as possible; an interim 
staff, pledged to secrecy, was appointed to keep the paper going till the pining 
captives could be sought out, ransomed, and brought home, in twos and threes to 
escape notice, and gradually things were put back on their old footing. The 
articles on foreign affairs reverted to the wonted traditions of the paper.” 

“But,” interposed the nephew, “how on earth did the boy account to the 
relatives all those months for the non-appearance—” 

“That,” said Sir Lulworth, “was the most brilliant stroke of all. To the wife or 
nearest relative of each of the missing men he forwarded a letter, copying the 
handwriting of the supposed writer as well as he could, and making excuses 
about vile pens and ink; in each letter he told the same story, varying only the 
locality, to the effect that the writer, alone of the whole party, was unable to tear 
himself away from the wild liberty and allurements of Eastern life, and was 
going to spend several months roaming in some selected region. Many of the 
wives started off immediately in pursuit of their errant husbands, and it took the 
Government a considerable time and much trouble to reclaim them from their 
fruitless quests along the banks of the Oxus, the Gobi Desert, the Orenburg 
steppe, and other outlandish places. One of them, I believe, is still lost 
somewhere in the Tigris Valley.” 

“And the boy?” 

“Ts still in journalism.” 


THE BYZANTINE OMELETTE 


Sophie Chattel-Monkheim was a Socialist by conviction and a Chattel- 
Monkheim by marriage. The particular member of that wealthy family whom 
she had married was rich, even as his relatives counted riches. Sophie had very 
advanced and decided views as to the distribution of money: it was a pleasing 
and fortunate circumstance that she also had the money. When she inveighed 
eloquently against the evils of capitalism at drawing-room meetings and Fabian 
conferences she was conscious of a comfortable feeling that the system, with all 
its inequalities and iniquities, would probably last her time. It is one of the 
consolations of middle-aged reformers that the good they inculcate must live 
after them if it is to live at all. 

On a certain spring evening, somewhere towards the dinner-hour, Sophie sat 
tranquilly between her mirror and her maid, undergoing the process of having 
her hair built into an elaborate reflection of the prevailing fashion. She was 
hedged round with a great peace, the peace of one who has attained a desired end 
with much effort and perseverance, and who has found it still eminently 
desirable in its attainment. The Duke of Syria had consented to come beneath 
her roof as a guest, was even now installed beneath her roof, and would shortly 
be sitting at her dining-table. As a good Socialist, Sophie disapproved of social 
distinctions, and derided the idea of a princely caste, but if there were to be these 
artificial gradations of rank and dignity she was pleased and anxious to have an 
exalted specimen of an exalted order included in her house-party. She was 
broad-minded enough to love the sinner while hating the sin — not that she 
entertained any warm feeling of personal affection for the Duke of Syria, who 
was a comparative stranger, but still, as Duke of Syria, he was very, very 
welcome beneath her roof. She could not have explained why, but no one was 
likely to ask her for an explanation, and most hostesses envied her. 

“You must surpass yourself to-night, Richardson,” she said complacently to 
her maid; “I must be looking my very best. We must all surpass ourselves.” 

The maid said nothing, but from the concentrated look in her eyes and the 
deft play of her fingers it was evident that she was beset with the ambition to 
surpass herself. 

A knock came at the door, a quiet but peremptory knock, as of some one who 
would not be denied. 

“Go and see who it is,” said Sophie; “it may be something about the wine.” 

Richardson held a hurried conference with an invisible messenger at the door; 
when she returned there was noticeable a curious listlessness in place of her 


hitherto alert manner. 

“What is it?” asked Sophie. 

“The household servants have ‘downed tools,’ madame,” said Richardson. 

“Downed tools!” exclaimed Sophie; “do you mean to say they’ve gone on 
strike?” 

“Yes, madame,” said Richardson, adding the information: “It’s Gaspare that 
the trouble is about.” 

“Gaspare?” said Sophie wanderingly; “the emergency chef! The omelette 
specialist!” 

“Yes, madame. Before he became an omelette specialist he was a valet, and 
he was one of the strike-breakers in the great strike at Lord Grimford’s two years 
ago. As soon as the household staff here learned that you had engaged him they 
resolved to ‘down tools’ as a protest. They haven’t got any grievance against 
you personally, but they demand that Gaspare should be immediately 
dismissed.” 

“But,” protested Sophie, “he is the only man in England who understands 
how to make a Byzantine omelette. I engaged him specially for the Duke of 
Syria’s visit, and it would be impossible to replace him at short notice. I should 
have to send to Paris, and the Duke loves Byzantine omelettes. It was the one 
thing we talked about coming from the station.” 

“He was one of the strike-breakers at Lord Grimford’s,” reiterated 
Richardson. 

“This is too awful,” said Sophie; “a strike of servants at a moment like this, 
with the Duke of Syria staying in the house. Something must be done 
immediately. Quick, finish my hair and I’ll go and see what I can do to bring 
them round.” 

“I can’t finish your hair, madame,” said Richardson quietly, but with 
immense decision. “I belong to the union and I can’t do another half-minute’s 
work till the strike is settled. I’m sorry to be disobliging.” 

“But this is inhuman!” exclaimed Sophie tragically; “I’ve always been a 
model mistress and I’ve refused to employ any but union servants, and this is the 
result. I can’t finish my hair myself; I don’t know how to. What am I to do? 
It’s wicked!” 

“Wicked is the word,” said Richardson; “I’m a good Conservative and I’ve no 
patience with this Socialist foolery, asking your pardon. It’s tyranny, that’s what 
it is, all along the line, but ’ve my living to make, same as other people, and 
I’ve got to belong to the union. I couldn’t touch another hair-pin without a strike 
permit, not if you was to double my wages.” 

The door burst open and Catherine Malsom raged into the room. 


“Here’s a nice affair,” she screamed, “a strike of household servants without a 
moment’s warning, and I’m left like this! I can’t appear in public in this 
condition.” 

After a very hasty scrutiny Sophie assured her that she could not. 

“Have they all struck?” she asked her maid. 

“Not the kitchen staff,” said Richardson, “they belong to a different union.” 

“Dinner at least will be assured,” said Sophie, “that is something to be 
thankful for.” 

“Dinner!” snorted Catherine, “what on earth is the good of dinner when none 
of us will be able to appear at it? Look at your hair — and look at me! or rather, 
don’t.” 

“I know it’s difficult to manage without a maid; can’t your husband be any 
help to you?” asked Sophie despairingly. 

“Henry? He’s in worse case than any of us. His man is the only person who 
really understands that ridiculous new-fangled Turkish bath that he insists on 
taking with him everywhere.” 

“Surely he could do without a Turkish bath for one evening,” said Sophie; “I 
can’t appear without hair, but a Turkish bath is a luxury.” 

“My good woman,” said Catherine, speaking with a fearful intensity, “Henry 
was in the bath when the strike started. In it, do you understand? He’s there 
now.” 

“Can’t he get out?” 

“He doesn’t know how to. Every time he pulls the lever marked ‘release’ he 
only releases hot steam. There are two kinds of steam in the bath, ‘bearable’ and 
‘scarcely bearable’; he has released them both. By this time I’m probably a 
widow.” 

“I simply can’t send away Gaspare,” wailed Sophie; “I should never be able 
to secure another omelette specialist.” 

“Any difficulty that I may experience in securing another husband is of 
course a trifle beneath anyone’s consideration,” said Catherine bitterly. 

Sophie capitulated. “Go,” she said to Richardson, “and tell the Strike 
Committee, or whoever are directing this affair, that Gaspare is herewith 
dismissed. And ask Gaspare to see me presently in the library, when I will pay 
him what is due to him and make what excuses I can; and then fly back and 
finish my hair.” 

Some half an hour later Sophie marshalled her guests in the Grand Salon 
preparatory to the formal march to the dining-room. Except that Henry Malsom 
was of the ripe raspberry tint that one sometimes sees at private theatricals 
representing the human complexion, there was little outward sign among those 


assembled of the crisis that had just been encountered and surmounted. But the 
tension had been too stupefying while it lasted not to leave some mental effects 
behind it. Sophie talked at random to her illustrious guest, and found her eyes 
straying with increasing frequency towards the great doors through which would 
presently come the blessed announcement that dinner was served. Now and 
again she glanced mirror-ward at the reflection of her wonderfully coiffed hair, 
as an insurance underwriter might gaze thankfully at an overdue vessel that had 
ridden safely into harbour in the wake of a devastating hurricane. Then the 
doors opened and the welcome figure of the butler entered the room. But he 
made no general announcement of a banquet in readiness, and the doors closed 
behind him; his message was for Sophie alone. 

“There is no dinner, madame,” he said gravely; “the kitchen staff have 
‘downed tools.’ Gaspare belongs to the Union of Cooks and Kitchen 
Employees, and as soon as they heard of his summary dismissal at a moment’s 
notice they struck work. They demand his instant reinstatement and an apology 
to the union. I may add, madame, that they are very firm; I’ve been obliged 
even to hand back the dinner rolls that were already on the table.” 

After the lapse of eighteen months Sophie Chattel-Monkheim is beginning to 
go about again among her old haunts and associates, but she still has to be very 
careful. The doctors will not let her attend anything at all exciting, such as a 
drawing-room meeting or a Fabian conference; it is doubtful, indeed, whether 
she wants to. 


THE FEAST OF NEMESIS 


“It’s a good thing that Saint Valentine’s Day has dropped out of vogue,” said 
Mrs. Thackenbury; “what with Christmas and New Year and Easter, not to speak 
of birthdays, there are quite enough remembrance days as it is. I tried to save 
myself trouble at Christmas by just sending flowers to all my friends, but it 
wouldn’t work; Gertrude has eleven hot-houses and about thirty gardeners, so it 
would have been ridiculous to send flowers to her, and Milly has just started a 
florist’s shop, so it was equally out of the question there. The stress of having to 
decide in a hurry what to give to Gertrude and Milly just when I thought I’d got 
the whole question nicely off my mind completely ruined my Christmas, and 
then the awful monotony of the letters of thanks: ‘Thank you so much for your 
lovely flowers. It was so good of you to think of me.’ Of course in the majority 
of cases I hadn’t thought about the recipients at all; their names were down in 
my list of ‘people who must not be left out.’ If I trusted to remembering them 
there would be some awful sins of omission.” 

“The trouble is,” said Clovis to his aunt, “all these days of intrusive 
remembrance harp so persistently on one aspect of human nature and entirely 
ignore the other; that is why they become so perfunctory and artificial. At 
Christmas and New Year you are emboldened and encouraged by convention to 
send gushing messages of optimistic goodwill and servile affection to people 
whom you would scarcely ask to lunch unless some one else had failed you at 
the last moment; if you are supping at a restaurant on New Year’s Eve you are 
permitted and expected to join hands and sing ‘For Auld Lang Syne’ with 
strangers whom you have never seen before and never want to see again. But no 
licence is allowed in the opposite direction.” 

“Opposite direction; what opposite direction?” queried Mrs. Thackenbury. 

“There is no outlet for demonstrating your feelings towards people whom you 
simply loathe. That is really the crying need of our modern civilisation. Just 
think how jolly it would be if a recognised day were set apart for the paying off 
of old scores and grudges, a day when one could lay oneself out to be gracefully 
vindictive to a carefully treasured list of ‘people who must not be let off.’ I 
remember when I was at a private school we had one day, the last Monday of the 
term I think it was, consecrated to the settlement of feuds and grudges; of course 
we did not appreciate it as much as it deserved, because, after all, any day of the 
term could be used for that purpose. Still, if one had chastised a smaller boy for 
being cheeky weeks before, one was always permitted on that day to recall the 


episode to his memory by chastising him again. That is what the French call 
reconstructing the crime.” 

“I should call it reconstructing the punishment,” said Mrs. Thackenbury; 
“and, anyhow, I don’t see how you could introduce a system of primitive 
schoolboy vengeance into civilised adult life. We haven’t outgrown our 
passions, but we are supposed to have learned how to keep them within strictly 
decorous limits.” 

“Of course the thing would have to be done furtively and politely,” said 
Clovis; “the charm of it would be that it would never be perfunctory like the 
other thing. Now, for instance, you say to yourself: ‘I must show the Webleys 
some attention at Christmas, they were kind to dear Bertie at Bournemouth,’ and 
you send them a calendar, and daily for six days after Christmas the male 
Webley asks the female Webley if she has remembered to thank you for the 
calendar you sent them. Well, transplant that idea to the other and more human 
side of your nature, and say to yourself: ‘Next Thursday is Nemesis Day; what 
on earth can I do to those odious people next door who made such an absurd fuss 
when Ping Yang bit their youngest child?’ Then you’d get up awfully early on 
the allotted day and climb over into their garden and dig for truffles on their 
tennis court with a good gardening fork, choosing, of course, that part of the 
court that was screened from observation by the laurel bushes. You wouldn’t 
find any truffles but you would find a great peace, such as no amount of present- 
giving could ever bestow.” 

“I shouldn’t,” said Mrs. Thackenbury, though her air of protest sounded a bit 
forced; “I should feel rather a worm for doing such a thing.” 

“You exaggerate the power of upheaval which a worm would be able to bring 
into play in the limited time available,” said Clovis; “if you put in a strenuous 
ten minutes with a really useful fork, the result ought to suggest the operations of 
an unusually masterful mole or a badger in a hurry.” 

“They might guess I had done it,” said Mrs. Thackenbury. 

“Of course they would,” said Clovis; “that would be half the satisfaction of 
the thing, just as you like people at Christmas to know what presents or cards 
you’ve sent them. The thing would be much easier to manage, of course, when 
you were on outwardly friendly terms with the object of your dislike. That 
greedy little Agnes Blaik, for instance, who thinks of nothing but her food, it 
would be quite simple to ask her to a picnic in some wild woodland spot and lose 
her just before lunch was served; when you found her again every morsel of food 
could have been eaten up.” 

“It would require no ordinary human strategy to lose Agnes Blaik when 
luncheon was imminent: in fact, I don’t believe it could be done.” 


“Then have all the other guests, people whom you dislike, and lose the 
luncheon. It could have been sent by accident in the wrong direction.” 

“Tt would be a ghastly picnic,” said Mrs. Thackenbury. 

“For them, but not for you,” said Clovis; “you would have had an early and 
comforting lunch before you started, and you could improve the occasion by 
mentioning in detail the items of the missing banquet — the lobster Newburg 
and the egg mayonnaise, and the curry that was to have been heated in a chafing- 
dish. Agnes Blaik would be delirious long before you got to the list of wines, 
and in the long interval of waiting, before they had quite abandoned hope of the 
lunch turning up, you could induce them to play silly games, such as that idiotic 
one of ‘the Lord Mayor’s dinner-party,’ in which every one has to choose the 
name of a dish and do something futile when it is called out. In this case they 
would probably burst into tears when their dish is mentioned. It would be a 
heavenly picnic.” 

Mrs. Thackenbury was silent for a moment; she was probably making a 
mental list of the people she would like to invite to the Duke Humphrey picnic. 
Presently she asked: “And that odious young man, Waldo Plubley, who is 
always coddling himself — have you thought of anything that one could do to 
him?” Evidently she was beginning to see the possibilities of Nemesis Day. 

“If there was anything like a general observance of the festival,” said Clovis, 
“Waldo would be in such demand that you would have to bespeak him weeks 
beforehand, and even then, if there were an east wind blowing or a cloud or two 
in the sky he might be too careful of his precious self to come out. It would be 
rather jolly if you could lure him into a hammock in the orchard, just near the 
spot where there is a wasps’ nest every summer. A comfortable hammock on a 
warm afternoon would appeal to his indolent tastes, and then, when he was 
getting drowsy, a lighted fusee thrown into the nest would bring the wasps out in 
an indignant mass, and they would soon find a ‘home away from home’ on 
Waldo’s fat body. It takes some doing to get out of a hammock in a hurry.” 

“They might sting him to death,” protested Mrs. Thackenbury. 

“Waldo is one of those people who would be enormously improved by 
death,” said Clovis; “but if you didn’t want to go as far as that, you could have 
some wet straw ready to hand, and set it alight under the hammock at the same 
time that the fusee was thrown into the nest; the smoke would keep all but the 
most militant of the wasps just outside the stinging line, and as long as Waldo 
remained within its protection he would escape serious damage, and could be 
eventually restored to his mother, kippered all over and swollen in places, but 
still perfectly recognisable.” 

“His mother would be my enemy for life,” said Mrs. Thackenbury. 


“That would be one greeting less to exchange at Christmas,” said Clovis. 


THE DREAMER 


It was the season of sales. The august establishment of Walpurgis and 
Nettlepink had lowered its prices for an entire week as a concession to trade 
observances, much as an Arch-duchess might protestingly contract an attack of 
influenza for the unsatisfactory reason that influenza was locally prevalent. 
Adela Chemping, who considered herself in some measure superior to the 
allurements of an ordinary bargain sale, made a point of attending the reduction 
week at Walpurgis and Nettlepink’s. 

“Tm not a bargain hunter,” she said, “but I like to go where bargains are.” 

Which showed that beneath her surface strength of character there flowed a 
gracious undercurrent of human weakness. 

With a view to providing herself with a male escort Mrs. Chemping had 
invited her youngest nephew to accompany her on the first day of the shopping 
expedition, throwing in the additional allurement of a cinematograph theatre and 
the prospect of light refreshment. As Cyprian was not yet eighteen she hoped he 
might not have reached that stage in masculine development when parcel- 
carrying is looked on as a thing abhorrent. 

“Meet me just outside the floral department,” she wrote to him, “and don’t be 
a moment later than eleven.” 

Cyprian was a boy who carried with him through early life the wondering 
look of a dreamer, the eyes of one who sees things that are not visible to 
ordinary mortals, and invests the commonplace things of this world with 
qualities unsuspected by plainer folk — the eyes of a poet or a house agent. He 
was quietly dressed — that sartorial quietude which frequently accompanies 
early adolescence, and is usually attributed by novel-writers to the influence of a 
widowed mother. His hair was brushed back in a smoothness as of ribbon 
seaweed and seamed with a narrow furrow that scarcely aimed at being a 
parting. His aunt particularly noted this item of his toilet when they met at the 
appointed rendezvous, because he was standing waiting for her bareheaded. 

“Where is your hat?” she asked. 

“T didn’t bring one with me,” he replied. 

Adela Chemping was slightly scandalised. 

“You are not going to be what they call a Nut, are you?” she inquired with 
some anxiety, partly with the idea that a Nut would be an extravagance which 
her sister’s small household would scarcely be justified in incurring, partly, 
perhaps, with the instinctive apprehension that a Nut, even in its embryo stage, 
would refuse to carry parcels. 


Cyprian looked at her with his wondering, dreamy eyes. 

“I didn’t bring a hat,” he said, “because it is such a nuisance when one is 
shopping; I mean it is so awkward if one meets anyone one knows and has to 
take one’s hat off when one’s hands are full of parcels. If one hasn’t got a hat on 
one can’t take it off.” 

Mrs. Chemping sighed with great relief; her worst fear had been laid at rest. 

“It is more orthodox to wear a hat,” she observed, and then turned her 
attention briskly to the business in hand. 

“We will go first to the table-linen counter,” she said, leading the way in that 
direction; “I should like to look at some napkins.” 

The wondering look deepened in Cyprian’s eyes as he followed his aunt; he 
belonged to a generation that is supposed to be over-fond of the rôle of mere 
spectator, but looking at napkins that one did not mean to buy was a pleasure 
beyond his comprehension. Mrs. Chemping held one or two napkins up to the 
light and stared fixedly at them, as though she half expected to find some 
revolutionary cypher written on them in scarcely visible ink; then she suddenly 
broke away in the direction of the glassware department. 

“Millicent asked me to get her a couple of decanters if there were any going 
really cheap,” she explained on the way, “and I really do want a salad bowl. I 
can come back to the napkins later on.” 

She handled and scrutinised a large number of decanters and a long series of 
salad bowls, and finally bought seven chrysanthemum vases. 

“No one uses that kind of vase nowadays,” she informed Cyprian, “but they 
will do for presents next Christmas.” 

Two sunshades that were marked down to a price that Mrs. Chemping 
considered absurdly cheap were added to her purchases. 

“One of them will do for Ruth Colson; she is going out to the Malay States, 
and a sunshade will always be useful there. And I must get her some thin 
writing paper. It takes up no room in one’s baggage.” 

Mrs. Chemping bought stacks of writing paper; it was so cheap, and it went 
so flat in a trunk or portmanteau. She also bought a few envelopes — envelopes 
somehow seemed rather an extragavance compared with notepaper. 

“Do you think Ruth will like blue or grey paper?” she asked Cyprian. 

“Grey,” said Cyprian, who had never met the lady in question. 

“Have you any mauve notepaper of this quality?” Adela asked the assistant. 

“We haven’t any mauve,” said the assistant, “but we’ve two shades of green 
and a darker shade of grey.” 

Mrs. Chemping inspected the greens and the darker grey, and chose the blue. 

“Now we can have some lunch,” she said. 


Cyprian behaved in an exemplary fashion in the refreshment department, and 
cheerfully accepted a fish cake and a mince pie and a small cup of coffee as 
adequate restoratives after two hours of concentrated shopping. He was 
adamant, however, in resisting his aunt’s suggestion that a hat should be bought 
for him at the counter where men’s headwear was being disposed of at 
temptingly reduced prices. 

“Tve got as many hats as I want at home,” he said, “and besides, it rumples 
one’s hair so, trying them on.” 

Perhaps he was going to develop into a Nut after all. It was a disquieting 
symptom that he left all the parcels in charge of the cloak-room attendant. 

“We shall be getting more parcels presently,” he said, “so we need not collect 
these till we have finished our shopping.” 

His aunt was doubtfully appeased; some of the pleasure and excitement of a 
shopping expedition seemed to evaporate when one was deprived of immediate 
personal contact with one’s purchases. 

“I’m going to look at those napkins again,” she said, as they descended the 
stairs to the ground floor. “You need not come,” she added, as the dreaming 
look in the boy’s eyes changed for a moment into one of mute protest, “you can 
meet me afterwards in the cutlery department; I’ve just remembered that I 
haven’t a corkscrew in the house that can be depended on.” 

Cyprian was not to be found in the cutlery department when his aunt in due 
course arrived there, but in the crush and bustle of anxious shoppers and busy 
attendants it was an easy matter to miss anyone. It was in the leather goods 
department some quarter of an hour later that Adela Chemping caught sight of 
her nephew, separated from her by a rampart of suit-cases and portmanteaux and 
hemmed in by the jostling crush of human beings that now invaded every corner 
of the great shopping emporium. She was just in time to witness a pardonable 
but rather embarrassing mistake on the part of a lady who had wriggled her way 
with unstayable determination towards the bareheaded Cyprian, and was now 
breathlessly demanding the sale price of a handbag which had taken her fancy. 

“There now,” exclaimed Adela to herself, “she takes him for one of the shop 
assistants because he hasn’t got a hat on. I wonder it hasn’t happened before.” 

Perhaps it had. Cyprian, at any rate, seemed neither startled nor embarrassed 
by the error into which the good lady had fallen. Examining the ticket on the 
bag, he announced in a clear, dispassionate voice: 

“Black seal, thirty-four shillings, marked down to twenty-eight. As a matter 
of fact, we are clearing them out at a special reduction price of twenty-six 
shillings. They are going off rather fast.” 

“PII take it,” said the lady, eagerly digging some coins out of her purse. 


“Will you take it as it is?” asked Cyprian; “it will be a matter of a few 
minutes to get it wrapped up, there is such a crush.” 

“Never mind, Pll take it as it is,” said the purchaser, clutching her treasure 
and counting the money into Cyprian’s palm. 

Several kind strangers helped Adela into the open air. 

“Tt’s the crush and the heat,” said one sympathiser to another; “it’s enough to 
turn anyone giddy.” 

When she next came across Cyprian he was standing in the crowd that pushed 
and jostled around the counters of the book department. The dream look was 
deeper than ever in his eyes. He had just sold two books of devotion to an 
elderly Canon. 


THE QUINCE TREE 


“I’ve just been to see old Betsy Mullen,” announced Vera to her aunt, Mrs. 
Bebberly Cumble; “she seems in rather a bad way about her rent. She owes 
about fifteen weeks of it, and says she doesn’t know where any of it is to come 
from.” 

“Betsy Mullen always is in difficulties with her rent, and the more people 
help her with it the less she troubles about it,” said the aunt. “I certainly am not 
going to assist her any more. The fact is, she will have to go into a smaller and 
cheaper cottage; there are several to be had at the other end of the village for half 
the rent that she is paying, or supposed to be paying, now. I told her a year ago 
that she ought to move.” 

“But she wouldn’t get such a nice garden anywhere else,” protested Vera, 
“and there’s such a jolly quince tree in the comer. I don’t suppose there’s 
another quince tree in the whole parish. And she never makes any quince jam; I 
think to have a quince tree and not to make quince jam shows such strength of 
character. Oh, she can’t possibly move away from that garden.” 

“When one is sixteen,” said Mrs. Bebberly Cumble severely, “one talks of 
things being impossible which are merely uncongenial. It is not only possible 
but it is desirable that Betsy Mullen should move into smaller quarters; she has 
scarcely enough furniture to fill that big cottage.” 

“As far as value goes,” said Vera after a short pause, “there is more in Betsy’s 
cottage than in any other house for miles round.” 

“Nonsense,” said the aunt; “she parted with whatever old china ware she had 
long ago.” 

“Pm not talking about anything that belongs to Betsy herself,” said Vera 
darkly; “but, of course, you don’t know what I know, and I don’t suppose I 
ought to tell you.” 

“You must tell me at once,” exclaimed the aunt, her senses leaping into 
alertness like those of a terrier suddenly exchanging a bored drowsiness for the 
lively anticipation of an immediate rat hunt. 

“I’m perfectly certain that I oughtn’t to tell you anything about it,” said Vera, 
“but, then, I often do things that I oughtn’t to do.” 

“I should be the last person to suggest that you should do anything that you 
ought not to do to—” began Mrs. Bebberly Cumble impressively. 

“And I am always swayed by the last person who speaks to me,” admitted 
Vera, “so I’ll do what I ought not to do and tell you.” 


Mrs. Bebberley Cumble thrust a very pardonable sense of exasperation into 
the background of her mind and demanded impatiently: 

“What is there in Betsy Mullen’s cottage that you are making such a fuss 
about?” 

“Tt’s hardly fair to say that I’ve made a fuss about it,” said Vera; “this is the 
first time I’ve mentioned the matter, but there’s been no end of trouble and 
mystery and newspaper speculation about it. It’s rather amusing to think of the 
columns of conjecture in the Press and the police and detectives hunting about 
everywhere at home and abroad, and all the while that innocent-looking little 
cottage has held the secret.” 

“You don’t mean to say it’s the Louvre picture, La Something or other, the 
woman with the smile, that disappeared about two years ago?” exclaimed the 
aunt with rising excitement. 

“Oh no, not that,” said Vera, “but something quite as important and just as 
mysterious — if anything, rather more scandalous.” 

“Not the Dublin — ?” 

Vera nodded. 

“The whole jolly lot of them.” 

“In Betsy’s cottage? Incredible!” 

“Of course Betsy hasn’t an idea as to what they are,” said Vera; “she just 
knows that they are something valuable and that she must keep quiet about 
them. I found out quite by accident what they were and how they came to be 
there. You see, the people who had them were at their wits’ end to know where 
to stow them away for safe keeping, and some one who was motoring through 
the village was struck by the snug loneliness of the cottage and thought it would 
be just the thing. Mrs. Lamper arranged the matter with Betsy and smuggled the 
things in.” 

“Mrs. Lamper?” 

“Yes; she does a lot of district visiting, you know.” 

“I am quite aware that she takes soup and flannel and improving literature to 
the poorer cottagers,” said Mrs. Bebberly Cumble, “but that is hardly the same 
sort of thing as disposing of stolen goods, and she must have known something 
about their history; anyone who reads the papers, even casually, must have been 
aware of the theft, and I should think the things were not hard to recognise. Mrs. 
Lamper has always had the reputation of being a very conscientious woman.” 

“Of course she was screening some one else,” said Vera. “A remarkable 
feature of the affair is the extraordinary number of quite respectable people who 
have involved themselves in its meshes by trying to shield others. You would be 
really astonished if you knew some of the names of the individuals mixed up in 


it, and I don’t suppose a tithe of them know who the original culprits were; and 
now I’ve got you entangled in the mess by letting you into the secret of the 
cottage.” 

“You most certainly have not entangled me,” said Mrs. Bebberly Cumble 
indignantly. “I have no intention of shielding anybody. The police must know 
about it at once; a theft is a theft, whoever is involved. If respectable people 
choose to turn themselves into receivers and disposers of stolen goods, well, 
they’ve ceased to be respectable, that’s all. I shall telephone immediately—” 

“Oh, aunt,” said Vera reproachfully, “it would break the poor Canon’s heart if 
Cuthbert were to be involved in a scandal of this sort. You know it would.” 

“Cuthbert involved! How can you say such things when you know how much 
we all think of him?” 

“Of course I know you think a lot of him, and that he’s engaged to marry 
Beatrice, and that it will be a frightfully good match, and that he’s your ideal of 
what a son-in-law ought to be. All the same, it was Cuthbert’s idea to stow the 
things away in the cottage, and it was his motor that brought them. He was only 
doing it to help his friend Pegginson, you know — the Quaker man, who is 
always agitating for a smaller Navy. I forget how he got involved in it. I 
warned you that there were lots of quite respectable people mixed up in it, didn’t 
I? That’s what I meant when I said it would be impossible for old Betsy to leave 
the cottage; the things take up a good bit of room, and she couldn’t go carrying 
them about with her other goods and chattels without attracting notice. Of 
course if she were to fall ill and die it would be equally unfortunate. Her mother 
lived to be over ninety, she tells me, so with due care and an absence of worry 
she ought to last for another dozen years at least. By that time perhaps some 
other arrangements will have been made for disposing of the wretched things.” 

“T shall speak to Cuthbert about it — after the wedding,” said Mrs. Bebberly 
Cumble. 

“The wedding isn’t till next year,” said Vera, in recounting the story to her 
best girl friend, “and meanwhile old Betsy is living rent free, with soup twice a 
week and my aunt’s doctor to see her whenever she has a finger ache.” 

“But how on earth did you get to know about it all?” asked her friend, in 
admiring wonder. 

“Tt was a mystery—” said Vera. 

“Of course it was a mystery, a mystery that baffled everybody. What beats 
me is how you found out—” 

“Oh, about the jewels? I invented that part,” explained Vera; “I mean the 
mystery was where old Betsy’s arrears of rent were to come from; and she would 
have hated leaving that jolly quince tree.” 


THE FORBIDDEN BUZZARDS 


“Ts matchmaking at all in your line?” 

Hugo Peterby asked the question with a certain amount of personal interest. 

“I don’t specialise in it,” said Clovis; “it’s all right while you’re doing it, but 
the after-effects are sometimes so disconcerting — the mute reproachful looks of 
the people you’ve aided and abetted in matrimonial experiments. It’s as bad as 
selling a man a horse with half a dozen latent vices and watching him discover 
them piecemeal in the course of the hunting season. I suppose you’re thinking 
of the Coulterneb girl. She’s certainly jolly, and quite all right as far as looks go, 
and I believe a certain amount of money adheres to her. What I don’t see is how 
you will ever manage to propose to her. In all the time I’ve known her I don’t 
remember her to have stopped talking for three consecutive minutes. You’ll 
have to race her six times round the grass paddock for a bet, and then blurt your 
proposal out before she’s got her wind back. The paddock is laid up for hay, but 
if you’re really in love with her you won’t let a consideration of that sort stop 
you, especially as it’s not your hay.” 

“T think I could manage the proposing part right enough,” said Hugo, “if I 
could count on being left alone with her for four or five hours. The trouble is 
that I’m not likely to get anything like that amount of grace. That fellow Lanner 
is showing signs of interesting himself in the same quarter. He’s quite 
heartbreakingly rich and is rather a swell in his way; in fact, our hostess is 
obviously a bit flattered at having him here. If she gets wind of the fact that he’s 
inclined to be attracted by Betty Coulterneb she’ll think it a splendid match and 
throw them into each other’s arms all day long, and then where will my 
opportunities come in? My one anxiety is to keep him out of the girl’s way as 
much as possible, and if you could help me—” 

“If you want me to trot Lanner round the countryside, inspecting alleged 
Roman remains and studying local methods of bee culture and crop raising, I’m 
afraid I can’t oblige you,” said Clovis. “You see, he’s taken something like an 
aversion to me since the other night in the smoking-room.” 

“What happened in the smoking-room?” 

“He trotted out some well-worn chestnut as the latest thing in good stories, 
and I remarked, quite innocently, that I never could remember whether it was 
George II. or James II. who was so fond of that particular story, and now he 
regards me with politely-draped dislike. Pll do my best for you, if the 
opportunity arises, but it will have to be in a roundabout, impersonal manner.” 
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“Its so nice having Mr. Lanner here,” confided Mrs. Olston to Clovis the next 
afternoon; “he’s always been engaged when I’ve asked him before. Such a nice 
man; he really ought to be married to some nice girl. Between you and me, I 
have an idea that he came down here for a certain reason.” 

“T’ve had much the same idea,” said Clovis, lowering his voice; “in fact, I’m 
almost certain of it.” 

“You mean he’s attracted by—” began Mrs. Olston eagerly. 

“T mean he’s here for what he can get,” said Clovis. 

“For what he can get?” said the hostess with a touch of indignation in her 
voice; “what do you mean? He’s a very rich man. What should he want to get 
here?” 

“He has one ruling passion,” said Clovis, “and there’s something he can get 
here that is not to be had for love nor for money anywhere else in the country, as 
far as I know.” 

“But what? Whatever do you mean? What is his ruling passion?” 

“Egg-collecting,” said Clovis. “He has agents all over the world getting rare 
eggs for him, and his collection is one of the finest in Europe; but his great 
ambition is to collect his treasures personally. He stops at no expense nor 
trouble to achieve that end.” 

“Good heavens! The buzzards, the rough-legged buzzards!” exclaimed Mrs. 
Olston; “you don’t think he’s going to raid their nest?” 

“What do you think yourself?” asked Clovis; “the only pair of rough-legged 
buzzards known to breed in this country are nesting in your woods. Very few 
people know about them, but as a member of the league for protecting rare birds 
that information would be at his disposal. I came down in the train with him, 
and I noticed that a bulky volume of Dresser’s ‘Birds of Europe’ was one of the 
requisites that he had packed in his travelling-kit. It was the volume dealing 
with short-winged hawks and buzzards.” 

Clovis believed that if a lie was worth telling it was worth telling well. 

“This is appalling,” said Mrs. Olston; “my husband would never forgive me if 
anything happened to those birds. They’ve been seen about the woods for the 
last year or two, but this is the first time they’ve nested. As you say, they are 
almost the only pair known to be breeding in the whole of Great Britain; and 
now their nest is going to be harried by a guest staying under my roof. I must do 
something to stop it. Do you think if I appealed to him—” 

Clovis laughed. 


“There is a story going about, which I fancy is true in most of its details, of 
something that happened not long ago somewhere on the coast of the Sea of 
Marmora, in which our friend had a hand. A Syrian nightjar, or some such bird, 
was known to be breeding in the olive gardens of a rich Armenian, who for some 
reason or other wouldn’t allow Lanner to go in and take the eggs, though he 
offered cash down for the permission. The Armenian was found beaten nearly to 
death a day or two later, and his fences levelled. It was assumed to be a case of 
Mussulman aggression, and noted as such in all the Consular reports, but the 
eggs are in the Lanner collection. No, I don’t think I should appeal to his better 
feelings if I were you.” 

“I must do something,” said Mrs. Olston tearfully; “my husband’s parting 
words when he went off to Norway were an injunction to see that those birds 
were not disturbed, and he’s asked about them every time he’s written. Do 
suggest something.” 

“I was going to suggest picketing,” said Clovis. 

“Picketing! You mean setting guards round the birds?” 

“No; round Lanner. He can’t find his way through those woods by night, and 
you could arrange that you or Evelyn or Jack or the German governess should be 
by his side in relays all day long. A fellow guest he could get rid of, but he 
couldn’t very well shake off members of the household, and even the most 
determined collector would hardly go climbing after forbidden buzzards’ eggs 
with a German governess hanging round his neck, so to speak.” 

Lanner, who had been lazily watching for an opportunity for prosecuting his 
courtship of the Coulterneb girl, found presently that his chances of getting her 
to himself for ten minutes even were non-existent. If the girl was ever alone he 
never was. His hostess had changed suddenly, as far as he was concerned, from 
the desirable type that lets her guests do nothing in the way that best pleases 
them, to the sort that drags them over the ground like so many harrows. She 
showed him the herb garden and the greenhouses, the village church, some 
water-colour sketches that her sister had done in Corsica, and the place where it 
was hoped that celery would grow later in the year. 

He was shown all the Aylesbury ducklings and the row of wooden hives 
where there would have been bees if there had not been bee disease. He was 
also taken to the end of a long lane and shown a distant mound whereon local 
tradition reported that the Danes had once pitched a camp. And when his 
hostess had to desert him temporarily for other duties he would find Evelyn 
walking solemnly by his side. Evelyn was fourteen and talked chiefly about 
good and evil, and of how much one might accomplish in the way of 
regenerating the world if one was thoroughly determined to do one’s utmost. It 


was generally rather a relief when she was displaced by Jack, who was nine 
years old, and talked exclusively about the Balkan War without throwing any 
fresh light on its political or military history. The German governess told Lanner 
more about Schiller than he had ever heard in his life about any one person; it 
was perhaps his own fault for having told her that he was not interested in 
Goethe. When the governess went off picket duty the hostess was again on hand 
with a not-to-be-gainsaid invitation to visit the cottage of an old woman who 
remembered Charles James Fox; the woman had been dead for two or three 
years, but the cottage was still there. Lanner was called back to town earlier 
than he had originally intended. 

Hugo did not bring off his affair with Betty Coulterneb. Whether she refused 
him or whether, as was more generally supposed, he did not get a chance of 
saying three consecutive words, has never been exactly ascertained. Anyhow, 
she is still the jolly Coulterneb girl. 

The buzzards successfully reared two young ones, which were shot by a local 
hairdresser. 


THE STAKE 


“Ronnie is a great trial to me,” said Mrs. Attray plaintively. “Only eighteen 
years old last February and already a confirmed gambler. I am sure I don’t know 
where he inherits it from; his father never touched cards, and you know how 
little I play — a game of bridge on Wednesday afternoons in the winter, for 
three-pence a hundred, and even that I shouldn’t do if it wasn’t that Edith always 
wants a fourth and would be certain to ask that detestable Jenkinham woman if 
she couldn’t get me. I would much rather sit and talk any day than play bridge; 
cards are such a waste of time, I think. But as to Ronnie, bridge and baccarat 
and poker-patience are positively all that he thinks about. Of course I’ve done 
my best to stop it; I’ve asked the Norridrums not to let him play cards when he’s 
over there, but you might as well ask the Atlantic Ocean to keep quiet for a 
crossing as expect them to bother about a mother’s natural anxieties.” 

“Why do you let him go there?” asked Eleanor Saxelby. 

“My dear,” said Mrs. Attray, “I don’t want to offend them. After all, they are 
my landlords and I have to look to them for anything I want done about the 
place; they were very accommodating about the new roof for the orchid house. 
And they lend me one of their cars when mine is out of order; you know how 
often it gets out of order.” 

“T don’t know how often,” said Eleanor, “but it must happen very frequently. 
Whenever I want you to take me anywhere in your car I am always told that 
there is something wrong with it, or else that the chauffeur has got neuralgia and 
you don’t like to ask him to go out.” 

“He suffers quite a lot from neuralgia,” said Mrs. Attray hastily. “Anyhow,” 
she continued, “you can understand that I don’t want to offend the Norridrums. 
Their household is the most rackety one in the county, and I believe no one ever 
knows to an hour or two when any particular meal will appear on the table or 
what it will consist of when it does appear.” 

Eleanor Saxelby shuddered. She liked her meals to be of regular occurrence 
and assured proportions. 

“Still,” pursued Mrs. Attray, “whatever their own home life may be, as 
landlords and neighbours they are considerate and obliging, so I don’t want to 
quarrel with them. Besides, if Ronnie didn’t play cards there he’d be playing 
somewhere else.” 

“Not if you were firm with him,” said Eleanor “I believe in being firm.” 

“Firm? I am firm,” exclaimed Mrs. Attray; “I am more than firm — I am 
farseeing. I’ve done everything I can think of to prevent Ronnie from playing 


for money. I’ve stopped his allowance for the rest of the year, so he can’t even 
gamble on credit, and I’ve subscribed a lump sum to the church offertory in his 
name instead of giving him instalments of small silver to put in the bag on 
Sundays. I wouldn’t even let him have the money to tip the hunt servants with, 
but sent it by postal order. He was furiously sulky about it, but I reminded him 
of what happened to the ten shillings that I gave him for the Young Men’s 
Endeavour League ‘Self-Denial Week.’” 

“What did happen to it?” asked Eleanor. 

“Well, Ronnie did some preliminary endeavouring with it, on his own 
account, in connection with the Grand National. If it had come off, as he 
expressed it, he would have given the League twenty-five shillings and netted a 
comfortable commission for himself; as it was, that ten shillings was one of the 
things the League had to deny itself. Since then I’ve been careful not to let him 
have a penny piece in his hands.” 

“He’ll get round that in some way,” said Eleanor with quiet conviction; “he’ll 
sell things.” 

“My dear, he’s done all that is to be done in that direction already. He’s got 
rid of his wrist-watch and his hunting flask and both his cigarette cases, and I 
shouldn’t be surprised if he’s wearing imitation-gold sleeve links instead of 
those his Aunt Rhoda gave him on his seventeenth birthday. He can’t sell his 
clothes, of course, except his winter overcoat, and I’ve locked that up in the 
camphor cupboard on the pretext of preserving it from moth. I really don’t see 
what else he can raise money on. I consider that I’ve been both firm and 
farseeing.” 

“Has he been at the Norridrums lately?” asked Eleanor. 

“He was there yesterday afternoon and stayed to dinner,” said Mrs. Attray. “I 
don’t quite know when he came home, but I fancy it was late.” 

“Then depend on it he was gambling,” said Eleanor, with the assured air of 
one who has few ideas and makes the most of them. “Late hours in the country 
always mean gambling.” 

“He can’t gamble if he has no money and no chance of getting any,” argued 
Mrs. Attray; “even if one plays for small stakes one must have a decent prospect 
of paying one’s losses.” 

“He may have sold some of the Amherst pheasant chicks,” suggested 
Eleanor; “they would fetch about ten or twelve shillings each, I daresay.” 

“Ronnie wouldn’t do such a thing,” said Mrs. Attray; “and anyhow I went and 
counted them this morning and they’re all there. No,” she continued, with the 
quiet satisfaction that comes from a sense of painstaking and merited 


achievement, “I fancy that Ronnie had to content himself with the role of 
onlooker last night, as far as the card-table was concerned.” 

“Ts that clock right?” asked Eleanor, whose eyes had been straying restlessly 
towards the mantel-piece for some little time; “lunch is usually so punctual in 
your establishment.” 

“Three minutes past the half-hour,” exclaimed Mrs. Attray; “cook must be 
preparing something unusually sumptuous in your honour. I am not in the 
secret; I’ve been out all the morning, you know.” 

Eleanor smiled forgivingly. A special effort by Mrs. Attray’s cook was worth 
waiting a few minutes for. 

As a matter of fact, the luncheon fare, when it made its tardy appearance, was 
distinctly unworthy of the reputation which the justly-treasured cook had built 
up for herself. The soup alone would have sufficed to cast a gloom over any 
meal that it had inaugurated, and it was not redeemed by anything that followed. 
Eleanor said little, but when she spoke there was a hint of tears in her voice that 
was far more eloquent than outspoken denunciation would have been, and even 
the insouciant Ronald showed traces of depression when he tasted the rognons 
Saltikoff. 

“Not quite the best luncheon I’ve enjoyed in your house,” said Eleanor at last, 
when her final hope had flickered out with the savoury. 

“My dear, it’s the worst meal I’ve sat down to for years,” said her hostess; 
“that last dish tasted principally of red pepper and wet toast. I’m awfully sorry. 
Is anything the matter in the kitchen, Pellin?” she asked of the attendant maid. 

“Well, ma’am, the new cook hadn’t hardly time to see to things properly, 
coming in so sudden—” commenced Pellin by way of explanation. 

“The new cook!” screamed Mrs. Attray. 

“Colonel Norridrum’s cook, ma’am,” said Pellin. 

“What on earth do you mean? What is Colonel Norridrum’s cook doing in 
my kitchen — and where is my cook?” 

“Perhaps I can explain better than Pellin can,” said Ronald hurriedly; “the fact 
is, I was dining at the Norridrums’ yesterday, and they were wishing they had a 
swell cook like yours, just for to-day and to-morrow, while they’ve got some 
gourmet staying with them: their own cook is no earthly good — well, you’ve 
seen what she turns out when she’s at all flurried. So I thought it would be 
rather sporting to play them at baccarat for the loan of our cook against a money 
stake, and I lost, that’s all. I have had rotten luck at baccarat all this year.” 

The remainder of his explanation, of how he had assured the cooks that the 
temporary transfer had his mother’s sanction, and had smuggled the one out and 


the other in during the maternal absence, was drowned in the outcry of 
scandalised upbraiding. 

“If I had sold the woman into slavery there couldn’t have been a bigger fuss 
about it,” he confided afterwards to Bertie Norridrum, “and Eleanor Saxelby 
raged and ramped the louder of the two. I tell you what, I’ll bet you two of the 
Amherst pheasants to five shillings that she refuses to have me as a partner at the 
croquet tournament. We’re drawn together, you know.” 

This time he won his bet. 


CLOVIS ON PARENTAL RESPONSIBILITIES 


Marion Eggelby sat talking to Clovis on the only subject that she ever willingly 
talked about — her offspring and their varied perfections and accomplishments. 
Clovis was not in what could be called a receptive mood; the younger generation 
of Eggelby, depicted in the glowing improbable colours of parent impressionism, 
aroused in him no enthusiasm. Mrs. Eggelby, on the other hand, was furnished 
with enthusiasm enough for two. 

“You would like Eric,” she said, argumentatively rather than hopefully. 
Clovis had intimated very unmistakably that he was unlikely to care 
extravagantly for either Amy or Willie. “Yes, I feel sure you would like Eric. 
Every one takes to him at once. You know, he always reminds me of that 
famous picture of the youthful David — I forget who it’s by, but it’s very well 
known.” 

“That would be sufficient to set me against him, if I saw much of him,” said 
Clovis. “Just imagine at auction bridge, for instance, when one was trying to 
concentrate one’s mind on what one’s partner’s original declaration had been, 
and to remember what suits one’s opponents had originally discarded, what it 
would be like to have some one persistently reminding one of a picture of the 
youthful David. It would be simply maddening. If Eric did that I should detest 
him.” 

“Eric doesn’t play bridge,” said Mrs. Eggelby with dignity. 

“Doesn’t he?” asked Clovis; “why not?” 

“None of my children have been brought up to play card games,” said Mrs. 
Eggelby; “draughts and halma and those sorts of games I encourage. Eric is 
considered quite a wonderful draughts-player.” 

“You are strewing dreadful risks in the path of your family,” said Clovis; “a 
friend of mine who is a prison chaplain told me that among the worst criminal 
cases that have come under his notice, men condemned to death or to long 
periods of penal servitude, there was not a single bridge-player. On the other 
hand, he knew at least two expert draughts-players among them.” 

“T really don’t see what my boys have got to do with the criminal classes,” 
said Mrs. Eggelby resentfully. “They have been most carefully brought up, I can 
assure you that.” 

“That shows that you were nervous as to how they would turn out,” said 
Clovis. “Now, my mother never bothered about bringing me up. She just saw to 
it that I got whacked at decent intervals and was taught the difference between 


right and wrong; there is some difference, you know, but I’ve forgotten what it 
is.” 

“Forgotten the difference between right and wrong!” exclaimed Mrs. 
Eggelby. 

“Well, you see, I took up natural history and a whole lot of other subjects at 
the same time, and one can’t remember everything, can one? I used to know the 
difference between the Sardinian dormouse and the ordinary kind, and whether 
the wry-neck arrives at our shores earlier than the cuckoo, or the other way 
round, and how long the walrus takes in growing to maturity; I daresay you 
knew all those sorts of things once, but I bet you’ve forgotten them.” 

“Those things are not important,” said Mrs. Eggelby, “but—” 

“The fact that we’ve both forgotten them proves that they are important,” said 
Clovis; “you must have noticed that it’s always the important things that one 
forgets, while the trivial, unnecessary facts of life stick in one’s memory. 
There’s my cousin, Editha Clubberley, for instance; I can never forget that her 
birthday is on the 12th of October. It’s a matter of utter indifference to me on 
what date her birthday falls, or whether she was born at all; either fact seems to 
me absolutely trivial, or unnecessary — I’ve heaps of other cousins to go on 
with. On the other hand, when I’m staying with Hildegarde Shrubley I can never 
remember the important circumstance whether her first husband got his 
unenviable reputation on the Turf or the Stock Exchange, and that uncertainty 
rules Sport and Finance out of the conversation at once. One can never mention 
travel, either, because her second husband had to live permanently abroad.” 

“Mrs. Shrubley and I move in very different circles,” said Mrs. Eggelby 
stiffly. 

“No one who knows Hildegarde could possibly accuse her of moving in a 
circle,” said Clovis; “her view of life seems to be a non-stop run with an 
inexhaustible supply of petrol. If she can get some one else to pay for the petrol 
so much the better. I don’t mind confessing to you that she has taught me more 
than any other woman I can think of.” 

“What kind of knowledge?” demanded Mrs. Eggelby, with the air a jury 
might collectively wear when finding a verdict without leaving the box. 

“Well, among other things, she’s introduced me to at least four different ways 
of cooking lobster,” said Clovis gratefully. “That, of course, wouldn’t appeal to 
you; people who abstain from the pleasures of the card-table never really 
appreciate the finer possibilities of the dining-table. I suppose their powers of 
enlightened enjoyment get atrophied from disuse.” 

“An aunt of mine was very ill after eating a lobster,” said Mrs. Eggelby. 


“I daresay, if we knew more of her history, we should find out that she’d 
often been ill before eating the lobster. Aren’t you concealing the fact that she’d 
had measles and influenza and nervous headache and hysteria, and other things 
that aunts do have, long before she ate the lobster? Aunts that have never known 
a day’s illness are very rare; in fact, I don’t personally know of any. Of course if 
she ate it as a child of two weeks old it might have been her first illness — and 
her last. But if that was the case I think you should have said so.” 

“I must be going,” said Mrs. Eggelby, in a tone which had been thoroughly 
sterilised of even perfunctory regret. 

Clovis rose with an air of graceful reluctance. 

“T have so enjoyed our little talk about Eric,” he said; “I quite look forward to 
meeting him some day.” 

“Good-bye,” said Mrs. Eggelby frostily; the supplementary remark which she 
made at the back of her throat was — 

“PII take care that you never shall!” 


A HOLIDAY TASK 


Kenelm Jerton entered the dining-hall of the Golden Galleon Hotel in the full 
crush of the luncheon hour. Nearly every seat was occupied, and small 
additional tables had been brought in, where floor space permitted, to 
accommodate latecomers, with the result that many of the tables were almost 
touching each other. Jerton was beckoned by a waiter to the only vacant table 
that was discernible, and took his seat with the uncomfortable and wholly 
groundless idea that nearly every one in the room was staring at him. He was a 
youngish man of ordinary appearance, quiet of dress and unobtrusive of manner, 
and he could never wholly rid himself of the idea that a fierce light of public 
scrutiny beat on him as though he had been a notability or a super-nut. After he 
had ordered his lunch there came the unavoidable interval of waiting, with 
nothing to do but to stare at the flower-vase on his table and to be stared at (in 
imagination) by several flappers, some maturer beings of the same sex, and a 
satirical-looking Jew. In order to carry off the situation with some appearance of 
unconcern he became spuriously interested in the contents of the flower-vase. 

“What is the name of these roses, d’you know?” he asked the waiter. The 
waiter was ready at all times to conceal his ignorance concerning items of the 
wine-list or menu; he was frankly ignorant as to the specific name of the roses. 

“Amy Sylvester Partington,” said a voice at Jerton’s elbow. 

The voice came from a pleasant-faced, well-dressed young woman who was 
sitting at a table that almost touched Jerton’s. He thanked her hurriedly and 
nervously for the information, and made some inconsequent remark about the 
flowers. 

“Tt is a curious thing,” said the young woman, that, “I should be able to tell 
you the name of those roses without an effort of memory, because if you were to 
ask me my name I should be utterly unable to give it to you.” 

Jerton had not harboured the least intention of extending his thirst for name- 
labels to his neighbour. After her rather remarkable announcement, however, he 
was obliged to say something in the way of polite inquiry. 

“Yes,” answered the lady, “I suppose it is a case of partial loss of memory. I 
was in the train coming down here; my ticket told me that I had come from 
Victoria and was bound for this place. I had a couple of five-pound notes and a 
sovereign on me, no visiting cards or any other means of identification, and no 
idea as to who I am. I can only hazily recollect that I have a title; I am Lady 
Somebody — beyond that my mind is a blank.” 

“Hadn’t you any luggage with you?” asked Jerton. 


“That is what I didn’t know. I knew the name of this hotel and made up my 
mind to come here, and when the hotel porter who meets the trains asked if I had 
any luggage I had to invent a dressing-bag and dress-basket; I could always 
pretend that they had gone astray. I gave him the name of Smith, and presently 
he emerged from a confused pile of luggage and passengers with a dressing-bag 
and dress-basket labelled Kestrel-Smith. I had to take them; I don’t see what 
else I could have done.” 

Jerton said nothing, but he rather wondered what the lawful owner of the 
baggage would do. 

“Of course it was dreadful arriving at a strange hotel with the name of 
Kestrel-Smith, but it would have been worse to have arrived without luggage. 
Anyhow, I hate causing trouble.” 

Jerton had visions of harassed railway officials and distraught Kestrel-Smiths, 
but he made no attempt to clothe his mental picture in words. The lady 
continued her story. 

“Naturally, none of my keys would fit the things, but I told an intelligent page 
boy that I had lost my key-ring, and he had the locks forced in a twinkling. 
Rather too intelligent, that boy; he will probably end in Dartmoor. The Kestrel- 
Smith toilet tools aren’t up to much, but they are better than nothing.” 

“If you feel sure that you have a title,” said Jerton, “why not get hold of a 
peerage and go right through it?” 

“T tried that. I skimmed through the list of the House of Lords in ‘Whitaker,’ 
but a mere printed string of names conveys awfully little to one, you know. If 
you were an army officer and had lost your identity you might pore over the 
Army List for months without finding out who your were. I’m going on another 
tack; I’m trying to find out by various little tests who I am not — that will 
narrow the range of uncertainty down a bit. You may have noticed, for instance, 
that I’m lunching principally off lobster Newburg.” 

Jerton had not ventured to notice anything of the sort. 

“It’s an extravagance, because it’s one of the most expensive dishes on the 
menu, but at any rate it proves that I’m not Lady Starping; she never touches 
shell-fish, and poor Lady Braddleshrub has no digestion at all; if I am her I shall 
certainly die in agony in the course of the afternoon, and the duty of finding out 
who I am will devolve on the press and the police and those sort of people; I 
shall be past caring. Lady Knewford doesn’t know one rose from another and 
she hates men, so she wouldn’t have spoken to you in any case; and Lady 
Mousehilton flirts with every man she meets — I haven’t flirted with you, have 
12% 

Jerton hastily gave the required assurance. 


“Well, you see,” continued the lady, “that knocks four off the list at once.” 

“Tt’ll be rather a lengthy process bringing the list down to one,” said Jerton. 

“Oh, but, of course, there are heaps of them that I couldn’t possibly be — 
women who’ve got grandchildren or sons old enough to have celebrated their 
coming of age. I’ve only got to consider the ones about my own age. I tell you 
how you might help me this afternoon, if you don’t mind; go through any of the 
back numbers of Country Life and those sort of papers that you can find in the 
smoking-room, and see if you come across my portrait with infant son or 
anything of that sort. It won’t take you ten minutes. I’ll meet you in the lounge 
about tea-time. Thanks awfully.” 

And the Fair Unknown, having graciously pressed Jerton into the search for 
her lost identity, rose and left the room. As she passed the young man’s table 
she halted for a moment and whispered: 

“Did you notice that I tipped the waiter a shilling? We can cross Lady 
Ulwight off the list; she would have died rather than do that.” 

At five o’clock Jerton made his way to the hotel lounge; he had spent a 
diligent but fruitless quarter of an hour among the illustrated weeklies in the 
smoking-room. His new acquaintance was seated at a small tea-table, with a 
waiter hovering in attendance. 

“China tea or Indian?” she asked as Jerton came up. 

“China, please, and nothing to eat. Have you discovered anything?” 

“Only negative information. I’m not Lady Befnal. She disapproves 
dreadfully of any form of gambling, so when I recognised a well-known book 
maker in the hotel lobby I went and put a tenner on an unnamed filly by William 
the Third out of Mitrovitza for the three-fifteen race. I suppose the fact of the 
animal being nameless was what attracted me.” 

“Did it win?” asked Jerton. 

“No, came in fourth, the most irritating thing a horse can do when you’ve 
backed it win or place. Anyhow, I know now that I’m not Lady Befnal.” 

“Tt seems to me that the knowledge was rather dearly bought,” commented 
Jerton. 

“Well, yes, it has rather cleared me out,” admitted the identity-seeker; “a 
florin is about all I’ve got left on me. The lobster Newburg made my lunch 
rather an expensive one, and, of course, I had to tip that boy for what he did to 
the Kestrel-Smith locks. I’ve got rather a useful idea, though. I feel certain that 
I belong to the Pivot Club; I’1l go back to town and ask the hall porter there if 
there are any letters for me. He knows all the members by sight, and if there are 
any letters or telephone messages waiting for me of course that will solve the 


problem. If he says there aren’t any I shall say: ‘You know who I am, don’t 
you?’ so Pl find out anyway.” 

The plan seemed a sound one; a difficulty in its execution suggested itself to 
Jerton. 

“Of course,” said the lady, when he hinted at the obstacle, “there’s my fare 
back to town, and my bill here and cabs and things. If you’ll lend me three 
pounds that ought to see me through comfortably. Thanks ever so. Then there is 
the question of that luggage: I don’t want to be saddled with that for the rest of 
my life. Pll have it brought down to the hall and you can pretend to mount 
guard over it while I’m writing a letter. Then I shall just slip away to the station, 
and you can wander off to the smoking-room, and they can do what they like 
with the things. They’ll advertise them after a bit and the owner can claim 
them.” 

Jerton acquiesced in the manceuvre, and duly mounted guard over the luggage 
while its temporary owner slipped unobtrusively out of the hotel. Her departure 
was not, however, altogether unnoticed. Two gentlemen were strolling past 
Jerton, and one of them remarked to the other: 

“Did you see that tall young woman in grey who went out just now? She is 
the Lady—” 

His promenade carried him out of earshot at the critical moment when he was 
about to disclose the elusive identity. The Lady Who? Jerton could scarcely run 
after a total stranger, break into his conversation, and ask him for information 
concerning a chance passer-by. Besides, it was desirable that he should keep up 
the appearance of looking after the luggage. In a minute or two, however, the 
important personage, the man who knew, came strolling back alone. Jerton 
summoned up all his courage and waylaid him. 

“T think I heard you say you knew the lady who went out of the hotel a few 
minutes ago, a tall lady, dressed in grey. Excuse me for asking if you could tell 
me her name; I’ve been talking to her for half an hour; she — er — she knows 
all my people and seems to know me, so I suppose I’ve met her somewhere 
before, but I’m blest if I can put a name to her. Could you — ?” 

“Certainly. She’s a Mrs. Stroope.” 

“Mrs.?” queried Jerton. 

“Yes, she’s the Lady Champion at golf in my part of the world. An awful 
good sort, and goes about a good deal in Society, but she has an awkward habit 
of losing her memory every now and then, and gets into all sorts of fixes. She’s 
furious, too, if you make any allusion to it afterwards. Good day, sir.” 

The stranger passed on his way, and before Jerton had had time to assimilate 
his information he found his whole attention centred on an angry-looking lady 


who was making loud and fretful-seeming inquiries of the hotel clerks. 

“Has any luggage been brought here from the station by mistake, a dress- 
basket and dressing-case, with the name Kestrel-Smith? It can’t be traced 
anywhere. I saw it put in at Victoria, that Pll swear. Why — there is my 
luggage! and the locks have been tampered with!” 

Jerton heard no more. He fled down to the Turkish bath, and stayed there for 
hours. 


THE STALLED OX 


Theophil Eshley was an artist by profession, a cattle painter by force of 
environment. It is not to be supposed that he lived on a ranche or a dairy farm, 
in an atmosphere pervaded with horn and hoof, milking-stool, and branding- 
iron. His home was in a park-like, villa-dotted district that only just escaped the 
reproach of being suburban. On one side of his garden there abutted a small, 
picturesque meadow, in which an enterprising neighbour pastured some small 
picturesque cows of the Channel Island persuasion. At noonday in summertime 
the cows stood knee-deep in tall meadow-grass under the shade of a group of 
walnut trees, with the sunlight falling in dappled patches on their mouse-sleek 
coats. Eshley had conceived and executed a dainty picture of two reposeful 
milch-cows in a setting of walnut tree and meadow-grass and filtered sunbeam, 
and the Royal Academy had duly exposed the same on the walls of its Summer 
Exhibition. The Royal Academy encourages orderly, methodical habits in its 
children. Eshley had painted a successful and acceptable picture of cattle 
drowsing picturesquely under walnut trees, and as he had begun, so, of necessity, 
he went on. His “Noontide Peace,” a study of two dun cows under a walnut tree, 
was followed by “A Mid-day Sanctuary,” a study of a walnut tree, with two dun 
cows under it. In due succession there came “Where the Gad-Flies Cease from 
Troubling,” “The Haven of the Herd,” and “A-dream in Dairyland,” studies of 
walnut trees and dun cows. His two attempts to break away from his own 
tradition were signal failures: “Turtle Doves alarmed by Sparrow-hawk” and 
“Wolves on the Roman Campagna” came back to his studio in the guise of 
abominable heresies, and Eshley climbed back into grace and the public gaze 
with “A Shaded Nook where Drowsy Milkers Dream.” 

On a fine afternoon in late autumn he was putting some finishing touches to a 
study of meadow weeds when his neighbour, Adela Pingsford, assailed the outer 
door of his studio with loud peremptory knockings. 

“There is an ox in my garden,” she announced, in explanation of the 
tempestuous intrusion. 

“An ox,” said Eshley blankly, and rather fatuously; “what kind of ox?” 

“Oh, I don’t know what kind,” snapped the lady. “A common or garden ox, 
to use the slang expression. It is the garden part of it that I object to. My garden 
has just been put straight for the winter, and an ox roaming about in it won’t 
improve matters. Besides, there are the chrysanthemums just coming into 
flower.” 

“How did it get into the garden?” asked Eshley. 


“T imagine it came in by the gate,” said the lady impatiently; “it couldn’t have 
climbed the walls, and I don’t suppose anyone dropped it from an aeroplane as a 
Bovril advertisement. The immediately important question is not how it got in, 
but how to get it out.” 

“Won’t it go>?” said Eshley. 

“If it was anxious to go,” said Adela Pingsford rather angrily, “I should not 
have come here to chat with you about it. I’m practically all alone; the 
housemaid is having her afternoon out and the cook is lying down with an attack 
of neuralgia. Anything that I may have learned at school or in after life about 
how to remove a large ox from a small garden seems to have escaped from my 
memory now. All I could think of was that you were a near neighbour and a 
cattle painter, presumably more or less familiar with the subjects that you 
painted, and that you might be of some slight assistance. Possibly I was 
mistaken.” 

“T paint dairy cows, certainly,” admitted Eshley, “but I cannot claim to have 
had any experience in rounding-up stray oxen. I’ve seen it done on a cinema 
film, of course, but there were always horses and lots of other accessories; 
besides, one never knows how much of those pictures are faked.” 

Adela Pingsford said nothing, but led the way to her garden. It was normally 
a fair-sized garden, but it looked small in comparison with the ox, a huge 
mottled brute, dull red about the head and shoulders, passing to dirty white on 
the flanks and hind-quarters, with shaggy ears and large blood-shot eyes. It bore 
about as much resemblance to the dainty paddock heifers that Eshley was 
accustomed to paint as the chief of a Kurdish nomad clan would to a Japanese 
tea-shop girl. Eshley stood very near the gate while he studied the animal’s 
appearance and demeanour. Adela Pingsford continued to say nothing. 

“Its eating a chrysanthemum,” said Eshley at last, when the silence had 
become unbearable. 

“How observant you are,” said Adela bitterly. “You seem to notice 
everything. As a matter of fact, it has got six chrysanthemums in its mouth at 
the present moment.” 

The necessity for doing something was becoming imperative. Eshley took a 
step or two in the direction of the animal, clapped his hands, and made noises of 
the “Hish” and “Shoo” variety. If the ox heard them it gave no outward 
indication of the fact. 

“If any hens should ever stray into my garden,” said Adela, “I should 
certainly send for you to frighten them out. You ‘shoo’ beautifully. Meanwhile, 
do you mind trying to drive that ox away? That is a Mademoiselle Louise Bichot 


that he’s begun on now,” she added in icy calm, as a glowing orange head was 
crushed into the huge munching mouth. 

“Since you have been so frank about the variety of the chrysanthemum,” said 
Eshley, “I don’t mind telling you that this is an Ayrshire ox.” 

The icy calm broke down; Adela Pingsford used language that sent the artist 
instinctively a few feet nearer to the ox. He picked up a pea-stick and flung it 
with some determination against the animal’s mottled flanks. The operation of 
mashing Mademoiselle Louise Bichot into a petal salad was suspended for a long 
moment, while the ox gazed with concentrated inquiry at the stick-thrower. 
Adela gazed with equal concentration and more obvious hostility at the same 
focus. As the beast neither lowered its head nor stamped its feet Eshley ventured 
on another javelin exercise with another pea-stick. The ox seemed to realise at 
once that it was to go; it gave a hurried final pluck at the bed where the 
chrysanthemums had been, and strode swiftly up the garden. Eshley ran to head 
it towards the gate, but only succeeded in quickening its pace from a walk to a 
lumbering trot. With an air of inquiry, but with no real hesitation, it crossed the 
tiny strip of turf that the charitable called the croquet lawn, and pushed its way 
through the open French window into the morning-room. Some 
chrysanthemums and other autumn herbage stood about the room in vases, and 
the animal resumed its browsing operations; all the same, Eshley fancied that the 
beginnings of a hunted look had come into its eyes, a look that counselled 
respect. He discontinued his attempt to interfere with its choice of surroundings. 

“Mr. Eshley,” said Adela in a shaking voice, “I asked you to drive that beast 
out of my garden, but I did not ask you to drive it into my house. If I must have 
it anywhere on the premises I prefer the garden to the morning-room.” 

“Cattle drives are not in my line,” said Eshley; “if I remember I told you so at 
the outset.” “I quite agree,” retorted the lady, “painting pretty pictures of pretty 
little cows is what you’re suited for. Perhaps you’d like to do a nice sketch of 
that ox making itself at home in my morning-room?” 

This time it seemed as if the worm had turned; Eshley began striding away. 

“Where are you going?” screamed Adela. 

“To fetch implements,” was the answer. 

“Implements? I won’t have you use a lasso. The room will be wrecked if 
there’s a struggle.” 

But the artist marched out of the garden. In a couple of minutes he returned, 
laden with easel, sketching-stool, and painting materials. 

“Do you mean to say that you’re going to sit quietly down and paint that brute 
while it’s destroying my morning-room?” gasped Adela. 

“Tt was your suggestion,” said Eshley, setting his canvas in position. 


“T forbid it; I absolutely forbid it!” stormed Adela. 

“I don’t see what standing you have in the matter,” said the artist; “you can 
hardly pretend that it’s your ox, even by adoption.” 

“You seem to forget that it’s in my morning-room, eating my flowers,” came 
the raging retort. 

“You seem to forget that the cook has neuralgia,” said Eshley; “she may be 
just dozing off into a merciful sleep and your outcry will waken her. 
Consideration for others should be the guiding principle of people in our station 
of life.” 

“The man is mad!” exclaimed Adela tragically. A moment later it was Adela 
herself who appeared to go mad. The ox had finished the vase-flowers and the 
cover of “Israel Kalisch,’ and appeared to be thinking of leaving its rather 
restricted quarters. Eshley noticed its restlessness and promptly flung it some 
bunches of Virginia creeper leaves as an inducement to continue the sitting. 

“I forget how the proverb runs,” he observed; “of something about ‘better a 
dinner of herbs than a stalled ox where hate is.” We seem to have all the 
ingredients for the proverb ready to hand.” 

“I shall go to the Public Library and get them to telephone for the police,” 
announced Adela, and, raging audibly, she departed. 

Some minutes later the ox, awakening probably to the suspicion that oil cake 
and chopped mangold was waiting for it in some appointed byre, stepped with 
much precaution out of the morning-room, stared with grave inquiry at the no 
longer obtrusive and pea-stick-throwing human, and then lumbered heavily but 
swiftly out of the garden. Eshley packed up his tools and followed the animal’s 
example and “Larkdene” was left to neuralgia and the cook. 

The episode was the turning-point in Eshley’s artistic career. His remarkable 
picture, “Ox in a morming-room, late autumn,” was one of the sensations and 
successes of the next Paris Salon, and when it was subsequently exhibited at 
Munich it was bought by the Bavarian Government, in the teeth of the spirited 
bidding of three meat-extract firms. From that moment his success was 
continuous and assured, and the Royal Academy was thankful, two years later, 
to give a conspicuous position on its walls to his large canvas “Barbary Apes 
Wrecking a Boudoir.” 

Eshley presented Adela Pingsford with a new copy of “Israel Kalisch,” and a 
couple of finely flowering plants of Madame Adnré Blusset, but nothing in the 
nature of a real reconciliation has taken place between them. 


THE STORY-TELLER 


It was a hot afternoon, and the railway carriage was correspondingly sultry, and 
the next stop was at Templecombe, nearly an hour ahead. The occupants of the 
carriage were a small girl, and a smaller girl, and a small boy. An aunt 
belonging to the children occupied one corner seat, and the further corner seat on 
the opposite side was occupied by a bachelor who was a stranger to their party, 
but the small girls and the small boy emphatically occupied the compartment. 
Both the aunt and the children were conversational in a limited, persistent way, 
reminding one of the attentions of a housefly that refuses to be discouraged. 
Most of the aunt’s remarks seemed to begin with “Don’t,” and nearly all of the 
children’s remarks began with “Why?” The bachelor said nothing out loud. 
“Don’t, Cyril, don’t,” exclaimed the aunt, as the small boy began smacking the 
cushions of the seat, producing a cloud of dust at each blow. 

“Come and look out of the window,” she added. 

The child moved reluctantly to the window. “Why are those sheep being 
driven out of that field?” he asked. 

“T expect they are being driven to another field where there is more grass,” 
said the aunt weakly. 

“But there is lots of grass in that field,” protested the boy; “there’s nothing 
else but grass there. Aunt, there’s lots of grass in that field.” 

“Perhaps the grass in the other field is better,” suggested the aunt fatuously. 

“Why is it better?” came the swift, inevitable question. 

“Oh, look at those cows!” exclaimed the aunt. Nearly every field along the 
line had contained cows or bullocks, but she spoke as though she were drawing 
attention to a rarity. 

“Why is the grass in the other field better?” persisted Cyril. 

The frown on the bachelor’s face was deepening to a scowl. He was a hard, 
unsympathetic man, the aunt decided in her mind. She was utterly unable to 
come to any Satisfactory decision about the grass in the other field. 

The smaller girl created a diversion by beginning to recite “On the Road to 
Mandalay.” She only knew the first line, but she put her limited knowledge to 
the fullest possible use. She repeated the line over and over again in a dreamy 
but resolute and very audible voice; it seemed to the bachelor as though some 
one had had a bet with her that she could not repeat the line aloud two thousand 
times without stopping. Whoever it was who had made the wager was likely to 
lose his bet. 


“Come over here and listen to a story,” said the aunt, when the bachelor had 
looked twice at her and once at the communication cord. 

The children moved listlessly towards the aunt’s end of the carriage. 
Evidently her reputation as a story-teller did not rank high in their estimation. 

In a low, confidential voice, interrupted at frequent intervals by loud, petulant 
questionings from her listeners, she began an unenterprising and deplorably 
uninteresting story about a little girl who was good, and made friends with every 
one on account of her goodness, and was finally saved from a mad bull by a 
number of rescuers who admired her moral character. 

“Wouldn’t they have saved her if she hadn’t been good?” demanded the 
bigger of the small girls. It was exactly the question that the bachelor had 
wanted to ask. 

“Well, yes,” admitted the aunt lamely, “but I don’t think they would have run 
quite so fast to her help if they had not liked her so much.” 

“Tt’s the stupidest story I’ve ever heard,” said the bigger of the small girls, 
with immense conviction. 

“T didn’t listen after the first bit, it was so stupid,” said Cyril. 

The smaller girl made no actual comment on the story, but she had long ago 
recommenced a murmured repetition of her favourite line. 

“You don’t seem to be a success as a story-teller,” said the bachelor suddenly 
from his corner. 

The aunt bristled in instant defence at this unexpected attack. 

“Tt’s a very difficult thing to tell stories that children can both understand and 
appreciate,” she said stiffly. 

“I don’t agree with you,” said the bachelor. 

“Perhaps you would like to tell them a story,” was the aunt’s retort. 

“Tell us a story,” demanded the bigger of the small girls. 

“Once upon a time,” began the bachelor, “there was a little girl called Bertha, 
who was extraordinarily good.” 

The children’s momentarily-aroused interest began at once to flicker; all 
stories seemed dreadfully alike, no matter who told them. 

“She did all that she was told, she was always truthful, she kept her clothes 
clean, ate milk puddings as though they were jam tarts, learned her lessons 
perfectly, and was polite in her manners.” 

“Was she pretty?” asked the bigger of the small girls. 

“Not as pretty as any of you,” said the bachelor, “but she was horribly good.” 

There was a wave of reaction in favour of the story; the word horrible in 
connection with goodness was a novelty that commended itself. It seemed to 
introduce a ring of truth that was absent from the aunt’s tales of infant life. 


“She was so good,” continued the bachelor, “that she won several medals for 
goodness, which she always wore, pinned on to her dress. There was a medal 
for obedience, another medal for punctuality, and a third for good behaviour. 
They were large metal medals and they clicked against one another as she 
walked. No other child in the town where she lived had as many as three 
medals, so everybody knew that she must be an extra good child.” 

“Horribly good,” quoted Cyril. 

“Everybody talked about her goodness, and the Prince of the country got to 
hear about it, and he said that as she was so very good she might be allowed 
once a week to walk in his park, which was just outside the town. It was a 
beautiful park, and no children were ever allowed in it, so it was a great honour 
for Bertha to be allowed to go there.” 

“Were there any sheep in the park?” demanded Cyril. 

“No;” said the bachelor, “there were no sheep.” 

“Why weren’t there any sheep?” came the inevitable question arising out of 
that answer. 

The aunt permitted herself a smile, which might almost have been described 
as a grin. 

“There were no sheep in the park,” said the bachelor, “because the Prince’s 
mother had once had a dream that her son would either be killed by a sheep or 
else by a clock falling on him. For that reason the Prince never kept a sheep in 
his park or a clock in his palace.” 

The aunt suppressed a gasp of admiration. 

“Was the Prince killed by a sheep or by a clock?” asked Cyril. 

“He is still alive, so we can’t tell whether the dream will come true,” said the 
bachelor unconcernedly; “anyway, there were no sheep in the park, but there 
were lots of little pigs running all over the place.” 

“What colour were they?” 

“Black with white faces, white with black spots, black all over, grey with 
white patches, and some were white all over.” 

The story-teller paused to let a full idea of the park’s treasures sink into the 
children’s imaginations; then he resumed: 

“Bertha was rather sorry to find that there were no flowers in the park. She 
had promised her aunts, with tears in her eyes, that she would not pick any of the 
kind Prince’s flowers, and she had meant to keep her promise, so of course it 
made her feel silly to find that there were no flowers to pick.” 

“Why weren’t there any flowers?” 

“Because the pigs had eaten them all,” said the bachelor promptly. “The 
gardeners had told the Prince that you couldn’t have pigs and flowers, so he 


decided to have pigs and no flowers.” 

There was a murmur of approval at the excellence of the Prince’s decision; so 
many people would have decided the other way. 

“There were lots of other delightful things in the park. There were ponds 
with gold and blue and green fish in them, and trees with beautiful parrots that 
said clever things at a moment’s notice, and humming birds that hummed all the 
popular tunes of the day. Bertha walked up and down and enjoyed herself 
immensely, and thought to herself: ‘If I were not so extraordinarily good I 
should not have been allowed to come into this beautiful park and enjoy all that 
there is to be seen in it,’ and her three medals clinked against one another as she 
walked and helped to remind her how very good she really was. Just then an 
enormous wolf came prowling into the park to see if it could catch a fat little pig 
for its supper.” 

“What colour was it?” asked the children, amid an immediate quickening of 
interest. 

“Mud-colour all over, with a black tongue and pale grey eyes that gleamed 
with unspeakable ferocity. The first thing that it saw in the park was Bertha; her 
pinafore was so spotlessly white and clean that it could be seen from a great 
distance. Bertha saw the wolf and saw that it was stealing towards her, and she 
began to wish that she had never been allowed to come into the park. She ran as 
hard as she could, and the wolf came after her with huge leaps and bounds. She 
managed to reach a shrubbery of myrtle bushes and she hid herself in one of the 
thickest of the bushes. The wolf came sniffing among the branches, its black 
tongue lolling out of its mouth and its pale grey eyes glaring with rage. Bertha 
was terribly frightened, and thought to herself: ‘If I had not been so 
extraordinarily good I should have been safe in the town at this moment.’ 
However, the scent of the myrtle was so strong that the wolf could not sniff out 
where Bertha was hiding, and the bushes were so thick that he might have 
hunted about in them for a long time without catching sight of her, so he thought 
he might as well go off and catch a little pig instead. Bertha was trembling very 
much at having the wolf prowling and sniffing so near her, and as she trembled 
the medal for obedience clinked against the medals for good conduct and 
punctuality. The wolf was just moving away when he heard the sound of the 
medals clinking and stopped to listen; they clinked again in a bush quite near 
him. He dashed into the bush, his pale grey eyes gleaming with ferocity and 
triumph, and dragged Bertha out and devoured her to the last morsel. All that 
was left of her were her shoes, bits of clothing, and the three medals for 
goodness.” 

“Were any of the little pigs killed?” 


“No, they all escaped.” 

“The story began badly,” said the smaller of the small girls, “but it had a 
beautiful ending.” 

“Tt is the most beautiful story that I ever heard,” said the bigger of the small 
girls, with immense decision. 

“Tt is the only beautiful story I have ever heard,” said Cyril. 

A dissentient opinion came from the aunt. 

“A most improper story to tell to young children! You have undermined the 
effect of years of careful teaching.” 

“At any rate,” said the bachelor, collecting his belongings preparatory to 
leaving the carriage, “I kept them quiet for ten minutes, which was more than 
you were able to do.” 

“Unhappy woman!” he observed to himself as he walked down the platform 
of Templecombe station; “for the next six months or so those children will assail 
her in public with demands for an improper story!” 


A DEFENSIVE DIAMOND 


Treddleford sat in an easeful arm-chair in front of a slumberous fire, with a 
volume of verse in his hand and the comfortable consciousness that outside the 
club windows the rain was dripping and pattering with persistent purpose. A 
chill, wet October afternoon was merging into a bleak, wet October evening, and 
the club smoking-room seemed warmer and cosier by contrast. It was an 
afternoon on which to be wafted away from one’s climatic surroundings, and 
“The Golden Journey to Samarkand” promised to bear Treddleford well and 
bravely into other lands and under other skies. He had already migrated from 
London the rain-swept to Bagdad the Beautiful, and stood by the Sun Gate “in 
the olden time” when an icy breath of imminent annoyance seemed to creep 
between the book and himself. Amblecope, the man with the restless, prominent 
eyes and the mouth ready mobilised for conversational openings, had planted 
himself in a neighbouring arm-chair. For a twelvemonth and some odd weeks 
Treddleford had skilfully avoided making the acquaintance of his voluble 
fellow-clubman; he had marvellously escaped from the infliction of his relentless 
record of tedious personal achievements, or alleged achievements, on golf links, 
turf, and gaming table, by flood and field and covert-side. Now his season of 
immunity was coming to an end. There was no escape; in another moment he 
would be numbered among those who knew Amblecope to speak to — or rather, 
to suffer being spoken to. 

The intruder was armed with a copy of Country Life, not for purposes of 
reading, but as an aid to conversational ice-breaking. 

“Rather a good portrait of Throstlewing,” he remarked explosively, turning 
his large challenging eyes on Treddleford; “somehow it reminds me very much 
of Yellowstep, who was supposed to be such a good thing for the Grand Prix in 
1903. Curious race that was; I suppose I’ve seen every race for the Grand Prix 
for the last—” 

“Be kind enough never to mention the Grand Prix in my hearing,” said 
Treddleford desperately; “it awakens acutely distressing memories. I can’t 
explain why without going into a long and complicated story.” 

“Oh, certainly, certainly,” said Amblecope hastily; long and complicated 
stories that were not told by himself were abominable in his eyes. He turned the 
pages of Country Life and became spuriously interested in the picture of a 
Mongolian pheasant. 

“Not a bad representation of the Mongolian variety,” he exclaimed, holding it 
up for his neighbour’s inspection. “They do very well in some covers. Take 


some stopping too, once they’re fairly on the wing. I suppose the biggest bag I 
ever made in two successive days—” 

“My aunt, who owns the greater part of Lincolnshire,” broke in Treddleford, 
with dramatic abruptness, “possesses perhaps the most remarkable record in the 
way of a pheasant bag that has ever been achieved. She is seventy-five and can’t 
hit a thing, but she always goes out with the guns. When I say she can’t hit a 
thing, I don’t mean to say that she doesn’t occasionally endanger the lives of her 
fellow-guns, because that wouldn’t be true. In fact, the chief Government Whip 
won’t allow Ministerial M.P.’s to go out with her; ‘We don’t want to incur by- 
elections needlessly,’ he quite reasonably observed. Well, the other day she 
winged a pheasant, and brought it to earth with a feather or two knocked out of 
it; it was a runner, and my aunt saw herself in danger of being done out of about 
the only bird she’d hit during the present reign. Of course she wasn’t going to 
stand that; she followed it through bracken and brushwood, and when it took to 
the open country and started across a ploughed field she jumped on to the 
shooting pony and went after it. The chase was a long one, and when my aunt at 
last ran the bird to a standstill she was nearer home than she was to the shooting 
party; she had left that some five miles behind her.” 

“Rather a long run for a wounded pheasant,” snapped Amblecope. 

“The story rests on my aunt’s authority,” said Treddleford coldly, “and she is 
local vice-president of the Young Women’s Christian Association. She trotted 
three miles or so to her home, and it was not till the middle of the afternoon that 
it was discovered that the lunch for the entire shooting party was in a pannier 
attached to the pony’s saddle. Anyway, she got her bird.” 

“Some birds, of course, take a lot of killing,” said Amblecope; “so do some 
fish. I remember once I was fishing in the Exe, lovely trout stream, lots of fish, 
though they don’t run to any great size—” 

“One of them did,” announced Treddleford, with emphasis. “My uncle, the 
Bishop of Southmolton, came across a giant trout in a pool just off the main 
stream of the Exe near Ugworthy; he tried it with every kind of fly and worm 
every day for three weeks without an atom of success, and then Fate intervened 
on his behalf. There was a low stone bridge just over this pool, and on the last 
day of his fishing holiday a motor van ran violently into the parapet and turned 
completely over; no one was hurt, but part of the parapet was knocked away, and 
the entire load that the van was carrying was pitched over and fell a little way 
into the pool. In a couple of minutes the giant trout was flapping and twisting on 
bare mud at the bottom of a waterless pool, and my uncle was able to walk down 
to him and fold him to his breast. The van-load consisted of blotting-paper, and 


every drop of water in that pool had been sucked up into the mass of spilt 
cargo.” 

There was silence for nearly half a minute in the smoking-room, and 
Treddleford began to let his mind steal back towards the golden road that led to 
Samarkand. Amblecope, however, rallied, and remarked in a rather tired and 
dispirited voice: 

“Talking of motor accidents, the narrowest squeak I ever had was the other 
day, motoring with old Tommy Yarby in North Wales. Awfully good sort, old 
Yarby, thorough good sportsman, and the best—” 

“Tt was in North Wales,” said Treddleford, “that my sister met with her 
sensational carriage accident last year. She was on her way to a garden-party at 
Lady Nineveh’s, about the only garden-party that ever comes to pass in those 
parts in the course of the year, and therefore a thing that she would have been 
very sorry to miss. She was driving a young horse that she’d only bought a 
week or two previously, warranted to be perfectly steady with motor traffic, 
bicycles, and other common objects of the roadside. The animal lived up to its 
reputation, and passed the most explosive of motor-bikes with an indifference 
that almost amounted to apathy. However, I suppose we all draw the line 
somewhere, and this particular cob drew it at travelling wild beast shows. Of 
course my sister didn’t know that, but she knew it very distinctly when she 
turned a sharp corner and found herself in a mixed company of camels, piebald 
horses, and canary-coloured vans. The dogcart was overturned in a ditch and 
kicked to splinters, and the cob went home across country. Neither my sister nor 
the groom was hurt, but the problem of how to get to the Nineveh garden-party, 
some three miles distant, seemed rather difficult to solve; once there, of course, 
my sister would easily find some one to drive her home. ‘I suppose you 
wouldn’t care for the loan of a couple of my camels?’ the showman suggested, 
in humorous sympathy. ‘I would,’ said my sister, who had ridden camel-back in 
Egypt, and she overruled the objections of the groom, who hadn’t. She picked 
out two of the most presentable-looking of the beasts and had them dusted and 
made as tidy as was possible at short notice, and set out for the Nineveh 
mansion. You may imagine the sensation that her small but imposing caravan 
created when she arrived at the hall door. The entire garden-party flocked up to 
gape. My sister was rather glad to slip down from her camel, and the groom was 
thankful to scramble down from his. Then young Billy Doulton, of the Dragoon 
Guards, who has been a lot at Aden and thinks he knows camel-language 
backwards, thought he would show off by making the beasts kneel down in 
orthodox fashion. Unfortunately camel words-of-command are not the same all 
the world over; these were magnificent Turkestan camels, accustomed to stride 


up the stony terraces of mountain passes, and when Doulton shouted at them 
they went side by side up the front steps, into the entrance hall, and up the grand 
staircase. The German governess met them just at the turn of the corridor. The 
Ninevehs nursed her with devoted attention for weeks, and when I last heard 
from them she was well enough to go about her duties again, but the doctor says 
she will always suffer from Hagenbeck heart.” 

Amblecope got up from his chair and moved to another part of the room. 
Treddleford reopened his book and betook himself once more across 

The dragon-green, the luminous, the dark, the serpent-haunted sea. 

For a blessed half-hour he disported himself in imagination by the “gay 
Aleppo-Gate,” and listened to the bird-voiced singing-man. Then the world of 
to-day called him back; a page summoned him to speak with a friend on the 
telephone. 

As Treddleford was about to pass out of the room he encountered Amblecope, 
also passing out, on his way to the billiard-room, where, perchance, some 
luckless wight might be secured and held fast to listen to the number of his 
attendances at the Grand Prix, with subsequent remarks on Newmarket and the 
Cambridgeshire. Amblecope made as if to pass out first, but a new-born pride 
was surging in Treddleford’s breast and he waved him back. 

“T believe I take precedence,” he said coldly; “you are merely the club Bore; I 
am the club Liar.” 


THE ELK 


Teresa, Mrs. Thropplestance, was the richest and most intractable old woman in 
the county of Woldshire. In her dealings with the world in general her manner 
suggested a blend between a Mistress of the Robes and a Master of Foxhounds, 
with the vocabulary of both. In her domestic circle she comported herself in the 
arbitrary style that one attributes, probably without the least justification, to an 
American political Boss in the bosom of his caucus. The late Theodore 
Thropplestance had left her, some thirty-five years ago, in absolute possession of 
a considerable fortune, a large landed property, and a gallery full of valuable 
pictures. In those intervening years she had outlived her son and quarrelled with 
her elder grandson, who had married without her consent or approval. Bertie 
Thropplestance, her younger grandson, was the heir-designate to her property, 
and as such he was a centre of interest and concern to some half-hundred 
ambitious mothers with daughters of marriageable age. Bertie was an amiable, 
easy-going young man, who was quite ready to marry anyone who was 
favourably recommended to his notice, but he was not going to waste his time in 
falling in love with anyone who would come under his grandmother’s veto. The 
favourable recommendation would have to come from Mrs. Thropplestance. 

Teresa’s house-parties were always rounded off with a plentiful garnishing of 
presentable young women and alert, attendant mothers, but the old lady was 
emphatically discouraging whenever any one of her girl guests became at all 
likely to outbid the others as a possible granddaughter-in-law. It was the 
inheritance of her fortune and estate that was in question, and she was evidently 
disposed to exercise and enjoy her powers of selection and rejection to the 
utmost. Bertie’s preferences did not greatly matter; he was of the sort who can 
be stolidly happy with any kind of wife; he had cheerfully put up with his 
grandmother all his life, so was not likely to fret and fume over anything that 
might befall him in the way of a helpmate. 

The party that gathered under Teresa’s roof in Christmas week of the year 
nineteen-hundred-and-something was of smaller proportions than usual, and 
Mrs. Yonelet, who formed one of the party, was inclined to deduce hopeful 
augury from this circumstance. Dora Yonelet and Bertie were so obviously 
made for one another, she confided to the vicar’s wife, and if the old lady were 
accustomed to seeing them about a lot together she might adopt the view that 
they would make a suitable married couple. 

“People soon get used to an idea if it is dangled constantly before their eyes,” 
said Mrs. Yonelet hopefully, “and the more often Teresa sees those young 


people together, happy in each other’s company, the more she will get to take a 
kindly interest in Dora as a possible and desirable wife for Bertie.” 

“My dear,” said the vicar’s wife resignedly, “my own Sybil was thrown 
together with Bertie under the most romantic circumstances — Pll] tell you about 
it some day — but it made no impression whatever on Teresa; she put her foot 
down in the most uncompromising fashion, and Sybil married an Indian 
civilian.” 

“Quite right of her,” said Mrs. Yonelet with vague approval; “it’s what any 
girl of spirit would have done. Still, that was a year or two ago, I believe; Bertie 
is older now, and so is Teresa. Naturally she must be anxious to see him 
settled.” 

The vicar’s wife reflected that Teresa seemed to be the one person who 
showed no immediate anxiety to supply Bertie with a wife, but she kept the 
thought to herself. 

Mrs. Yonelet was a woman of resourceful energy and generalship; she 
involved the other members of the house-party, the deadweight, so to speak, in 
all manner of exercises and occupations that segregated them from Bertie and 
Dora, who were left to their own devisings — that is to say, to Dora’s devisings 
and Bertie’s accommodating acquiescence. Dora helped in the Christmas 
decorations of the parish church, and Bertie helped her to help. Together they 
fed the swans, till the birds went on a dyspepsia-strike, together they played 
billiards, together they photographed the village almshouses, and, at a respectful 
distance, the tame elk that browsed in solitary aloofness in the park. It was 
“tame” in the sense that it had long ago discarded the least vestige of fear of the 
human race; nothing in its record encouraged its human neighbours to feel a 
reciprocal confidence. 

Whatever sport or exercise or occupation Bertie and Dora indulged in 
together was unfailingly chronicled and advertised by Mrs. Yonelet for the due 
enlightenment of Bertie’s grandmother. 

“Those two inseparables have just come in from a bicycle ride,” she would 
announce; “quite a picture they make, so fresh and glowing after their spin.” 

“A picture needing words,” would be Teresa’s private comment, and as far as 
Bertie was concerned she was determined that the words should remain 
unspoken. 

On the afternoon after Christmas Day Mrs. Yonelet dashed into the drawing- 
room, where her hostess was sitting amid a circle of guests and teacups and 
muffin-dishes. Fate had placed what seemed like a trump-card in the hands of 
the patiently-manoeuvring mother. With eyes blazing with excitement and a 


voice heavily escorted with exclamation marks she made a dramatic 
announcement. 

“Bertie has saved Dora from the elk!” 

In swift, excited sentences, broken with maternal emotion, she gave 
supplementary information as to how the treacherous animal had ambushed Dora 
as she was hunting for a strayed golf ball, and how Bertie had dashed to her 
rescue with a stable fork and driven the beast off in the nick of time. 

“Tt was touch and go! She threw her niblick at it, but that didn’t stop it. In 
another moment she would have been crushed beneath its hoofs,” panted Mrs. 
Yonelet. 

“The animal is not safe,” said Teresa, handing her agitated guest a cup of tea. 
“T forget if you take sugar. I suppose the solitary life it leads has soured its 
temper. There are muffins in the grate. It’s not my fault; I’ve tried to get it a 
mate for ever so long. You don’t know of anyone with a lady elk for sale or 
exchange, do you?” she asked the company generally. 

But Mrs. Yonelet was in no humour to listen to talk of elk marriages. The 
mating of two human beings was the subject uppermost in her mind, and the 
opportunity for advancing her pet project was too valuable to be neglected. 

“Teresa,” she exclaimed impressively, “after those two young people have 
been thrown together so dramatically, nothing can be quite the same again 
between them. Bertie has done more than save Dora’s life; he has earned her 
affection. One cannot help feeling that Fate has consecrated them for one 
another.” 

“Exactly what the vicar’s wife said when Bertie saved Sybil from the elk a 
year or two ago,” observed Teresa placidly; “I pointed out to her that he had 
rescued Mirabel Hicks from the same predicement a few months previously, and 
that priority really belonged to the gardener’s boy, who had been rescued in the 
January of that year. There is a good deal of sameness in country life, you 
know.” 

“Tt seems to be a very dangerous animal,” said one of the guests. 

“That’s what the mother of the gardener’s boy said,” remarked Teresa; “she 
wanted me to have it destroyed, but I pointed out to her that she had eleven 
children and I had only one elk. I also gave her a black silk skirt; she said that 
though there hadn’t been a funeral in her family she felt as if there had been. 
Anyhow, we parted friends. I can’t offer you a silk skirt, Emily, but you may 
have another cup of tea. As I have already remarked, there are muffins in the 
grate.” 

Teresa closed the discussion, having deftly conveyed the impression that she 
considered the mother of the gardener’s boy had shown a far more reasonable 


spirit than the parents of other elk-assaulted victims. 

“Teresa is devoid of feeling,” said Mrs. Yonelet afterwards to the vicar’s 
wife; “to sit there, talking of muffins, with an appalling tragedy only narrowly 
averted—” 

“Of course you know whom she really intends Bertie to marry?” asked the 
vicar’s wife; “I’ve noticed it for some time. The Bickelbys’ German governess.” 

“A German governess! What an idea!” gasped Mrs. Yonelet. 

“She’s of quite good family, I believe,” said the vicar’s wife, “and not at all 
the mouse-in-the-back-ground sort of person that governesses are usually 
supposed to be. In fact, next to Teresa, she’s about the most assertive and 
combative personality in the neighbourhood. She’s pointed out to my husband 
all sorts of errors in his sermons, and she gave Sir Laurence a public lecture on 
how he ought to handle the hounds. You know how sensitive Sir Laurence is 
about any criticism of his Mastership, and to have a governess laying down the 
law to him nearly drove him into a fit. She’s behaved like that to every one, 
except, of course, Teresa, and every one has been defensively rude to her in 
return. The Bickelbys are simply too afraid of her to get rid of her. Now isn’t 
that exactly the sort of woman whom Teresa would take a delight in installing as 
her successor? Imagine the discomfort and awkwardness in the county if we 
suddenly found that she was to be the future hostess at the Hall. Teresa’s only 
regret will be that she won’t be alive to see it.” 

“But,” objected Mrs. Yonelet, “surely Bertie hasn’t shown the least sign of 
being attracted in that quarter?” 

“Oh, she’s quite nice-looking in a way, and dresses well, and plays a good 
game of tennis. She often comes across the park with messages from the 
Bickelby mansion, and one of these days Bertie will rescue her from the elk, 
which has become almost a habit with him, and Teresa will say that Fate has 
consecrated them to one another. Bertie might not be disposed to pay much 
attention to the consecrations of Fate, but he would not dream of opposing his 
grandmother.” 

The vicar’s wife spoke with the quiet authority of one who has intuitive 
knowledge, and in her heart of hearts Mrs. Yonelet believed her. 

Six months later the elk had to be destroyed. In a fit of exceptional 
moroseness it had killed the Bickelbys’ German governess. It was an irony of its 
fate that it should achieve popularity in the last moments of its career; at any 
rate, it established the record of being the only living thing that had permanently 
thwarted Teresa Thropplestance’s plans. 

Dora Yonelet broke off her engagement with an Indian civilian, and married 
Bertie three months after his grandmother’s death — Teresa did not long survive 


the German governess fiasco. At Christmas time every year young Mrs. 
Thropplestance hangs an extra large festoon of evergreens on the elk horns that 
decorate the hall. 

“It was a fearsome beast,” she observes to Bertie, “but I always feel that it 
was instrumental in bringing us together.” 

Which, of course, was true. 


DOWN PENS 


“Have you written to thank the Froplinsons for what they sent us?” asked 
Egbert. 

“No,” said Janetta, with a note of tired defiance in her voice; “I’ve written 
eleven letters to-day expressing surprise and gratitude for sundry unmerited 
gifts, but I haven’t written to the Froplinsons.” 

“Some one will have to write to them,” said Egbert. 

“I don’t dispute the necessity, but I don’t think the some one should be me,” 
said Janetta. “I wouldn’t mind writing a letter of angry recrimination or 
heartless satire to some suitable recipient; in fact, I should rather enjoy it, but 
I’ve come to the end of my capacity for expressing servile amiability. Eleven 
letters to-day and nine yesterday, all couched in the same strain of ecstatic 
thankfulness: really, you can’t expect me to sit down to another. There is such a 
thing as writing oneself out.” 

“I’ve written nearly as many,” said Egbert, “and I’ve had my usual business 
correspondence to get through, too. Besides, I don’t know what it was that the 
Froplinsons sent us.” 

“A William the Conqueror calendar,” said Janetta, “with a quotation of one of 
his great thoughts for every day in the year.” 

“Impossible,” said Egbert; “he didn’t have three hundred and sixty-five 
thoughts in the whole of his life, or, if he did, he kept them to himself. He was a 
man of action, not of introspection.” 

“Well, it was William Wordsworth, then,” said Janetta; “I know William 
came into it somewhere.” 

“That sounds more probable,” said Egbert; “well, let’s collaborate on this 
letter of thanks and get it done. PII dictate, and you can scribble it down. ‘Dear 
Mrs. Froplinson — thank you and your husband so much for the very pretty 
calendar you sent us. It was very good of you to think of us.’” 

“You can’t possibly say that,” said Janetta, laying down her pen. 

“It’s what I always do say, and what every one says to me,” protested Egbert. 

“We sent them something on the twenty-second,” said Janetta, “so they 
simply had to think of us. There was no getting away from it.” 

“What did we send them?” asked Egbert gloomily. 

“Bridge-markers,” said Janetta, “in a cardboard case, with some inanity about 
‘digging for fortune with a royal spade’ emblazoned on the cover. The moment 
I saw it in the shop I said to myself ‘Froplinsons’ and to the attendant ‘How 
much?’ When he said ‘Ninepence,’ I gave him their address, jabbed our card in, 


paid tenpence or elevenpence to cover the postage, and thanked heaven. With 
less sincerity and infinitely more trouble they eventually thanked me.” 

“The Froplinsons don’t play bridge,” said Egbert. 

“One is not supposed to notice social deformities of that sort,” said Janetta; 
“it wouldn’t be polite. Besides, what trouble did they take to find out whether 
we read Wordsworth with gladness? For all they knew or cared we might be 
frantically embedded in the belief that all poetry begins and ends with John 
Masefield, and it might infuriate or depress us to have a daily sample of 
Wordsworthian products flung at us.” 

“Well, let’s get on with the letter of thanks,” said Egbert. 

“Proceed,” said Janetta. 

““How clever of you to guess that Wordsworth is our favourite poet, 
dictated Egbert. 

Again Janetta laid down her pen. 

“Do you realise what that means?” she asked; “a Wordsworth booklet next 
Christmas, and another calendar the Christmas after, with the same problem of 
having to write suitable letters of thankfulness. No, the best thing to do is to 
drop all further allusion to the calendar and switch off on to some other topic.” 

“But what other topic?” 

“Oh, something like this: “What do you think of the New Year Honours List? 
A friend of ours made such a clever remark when he read it.’ Then you can stick 
in any remark that comes into your head; it needn’t be clever. The Froplinsons 
won’t know whether it is or isn’t.” 

“We don’t even know on which side they are in politics,” objected Egbert; 
“and anyhow you can’t suddenly dismiss the subject of the calendar. Surely 
there must be some intelligent remark that can be made about it.” 

“Well, we can’t think of one,” said Janetta wearily; “the fact is, we’ve both 
written ourselves out. Heavens! I’ve just remembered Mrs. Stephen Ludberry. 
I haven’t thanked her for what she sent.” 

“What did she send?” 

“T forget; I think it was a calendar.” 

There was a long silence, the forlorn silence of those who are bereft of hope 
and have almost ceased to care. 

Presently Egbert started from his seat with an air of resolution. The light of 
battle was in his eyes. 

“Let me come to the writing-table,” he exclaimed. 

“Gladly,” said Janetta. “Are you going to write to Mrs. Ludberry or the 
Froplinsons?” 
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“To neither,” said Egbert, drawing a stack of notepaper towards him; “I’m 
going to write to the editor of every enlightened and influential newspaper in the 
Kingdom, I’m going to suggest that there should be a sort of epistolary Truce of 
God during the festivities of Christmas and New Year. From the twenty-fourth 
of December to the third or fourth of January it shall be considered an offence 
against good sense and good feeling to write or expect any letter or 
communication that does not deal with the necessary events of the moment. 
Answers to invitations, arrangements about trains, renewal of club subscriptions, 
and, of course, all the ordinary everyday affairs of business, sickness, engaging 
new cooks, and so forth, these will be dealt with in the usual manner as 
something inevitable, a legitimate part of our daily life. But all the devastating 
accretions of correspondence, incident to the festive season, these should be 
swept away to give the season a chance of being really festive, a time of 
untroubled, unpunctuated peace and good will.” 

“But you would have to make some acknowledgment of presents received,” 
objected Janetta; “otherwise people would never know whether they had arrived 
safely.” 

“Of course, I have thought of that,” said Egbert; “every present that was sent 
off would be accompanied by a ticket bearing the date of dispatch and the 
signature of the sender, and some conventional hieroglyphic to show that it was 
intended to be a Christmas or New Year gift; there would be a counterfoil with 
space for the recipient’s name and the date of arrival, and all you would have to 
do would be to sign and date the counterfoil, add a conventional hieroglyphic 
indicating heartfelt thanks and gratified surprise, put the thing into an envelope 
and post it.” 

“Tt sounds delightfully simple,” said Janetta wistfully, “but people would 
consider it too cut-and-dried, too perfunctory.” 

“Tt is not a bit more perfunctory than the present system,” said Egbert; “I have 
only the same conventional language of gratitude at my disposal with which to 
thank dear old Colonel Chuttle for his perfectly delicious Stilton, which we shall 
devour to the last morsel, and the Froplinsons for their calendar, which we shall 
never look at. Colonel Chuttle knows that we are grateful for the Stilton, 
without having to be told so, and the Froplinsons know that we are bored with 
their calendar, whatever we may say to the contrary, just as we know that they 
are bored with the bridge-markers in spite of their written assurance that they 
thanked us for our charming little gift. What is more, the Colonel knows that 
even if we had taken a sudden aversion to Stilton or been forbidden it by the 
doctor, we should still have written a letter of hearty thanks around it. So you 
see the present system of acknowledgment is just as perfunctory and 


conventional as the counterfoil business would be, only ten times more tiresome 
and brain-racking.” 

“Your plan would certainly bring the ideal of a Happy Christmas a step nearer 
realisation,” said Janetta. 

“There are exceptions, of course,” said Egbert, “people who really try to 
infuse a breath of reality into their letters of acknowledgment. Aunt Susan, for 
instance, who writes: “Thank you very much for the ham; not such a good 
flavour as the one you sent last year, which itself was not a particularly good 
one. Hams are not what they used to be.’ It would be a pity to be deprived of 
her Christmas comments, but that loss would be swallowed up in the general 
gain.” 

“Meanwhile,” said Janetta, “what am I to say to the Froplinsons?” 


THE NAME-DAY 


Adventures, according to the proverb, are to the adventurous. Quite as often 
they are to the non-adventurous, to the retiring, to the constitutionally timid. 
John James Abbleway had been endowed by Nature with the sort of disposition 
that instinctively avoids Carlist intrigues, slum crusades, the tracking of 
wounded wild beasts, and the moving of hostile amendments at political 
meetings. If a mad dog or a Mad Mullah had come his way he would have 
surrendered the way without hesitation. At school he had unwillingly acquired a 
thorough knowledge of the German tongue out of deference to the plainly- 
expressed wishes of a foreign-languages master, who, though he taught modern 
subjects, employed old-fashioned methods in driving his lessons home. It was 
this enforced familiarity with an important commercial language which thrust 
Abbleway in later years into strange lands where adventures were less easy to 
guard against than in the ordered atmosphere of an English country town. The 
firm that he worked for saw fit to send him one day on a prosaic business errand 
to the far city of Vienna, and, having sent him there, continued to keep him 
there, still engaged in humdrum affairs of commerce, but with the possibilities of 
romance and adventure, or even misadventure, jostling at his elbow. After two 
and a half years of exile, however, John James Abbleway had embarked on only 
one hazardous undertaking, and that was of a nature which would assuredly have 
overtaken him sooner or later if he had been leading a sheltered, stay-at-home 
existence at Dorking or Huntingdon. He fell placidly in love with a placidly 
lovable English girl, the sister of one of his commercial colleagues, who was 
improving her mind by a short trip to foreign parts, and in due course he was 
formally accepted as the young man she was engaged to. The further step by 
which she was to become Mrs. John Abbleway was to take place a twelvemonth 
hence in a town in the English midlands, by which time the firm that employed 
John James would have no further need for his presence in the Austrian capital. 

It was early in April, two months after the installation of Abbleway as the 
young man Miss Penning was engaged to, when he received a letter from her, 
written from Venice. She was still peregrinating under the wing of her brother, 
and as the latter’s business arrangements would take him across to Fiume for a 
day or two, she had conceived the idea that it would be rather jolly if John could 
obtain leave of absence and run down to the Adriatic coast to meet them. She 
had looked up the route on the map, and the journey did not appear likely to be 
expensive. Between the lines of her communication there lay a hint that if he 
really cared for her — 


Abbleway obtained leave of absence and added a journey to Fiume to his 
life’s adventures. He left Vienna on a cold, cheerless day. The flower shops 
were full of spring blooms, and the weekly organs of illustrated humour were 
full of spring topics, but the skies were heavy with clouds that looked like 
cotton-wool that has been kept over long in a shop window. 

“Snow comes,” said the train official to the station officials; and they agreed 
that snow was about to come. And it came, rapidly, plenteously. The train had 
not been more than an hour on its journey when the cotton-wool clouds 
commenced to dissolve in a blinding downpour of snowflakes. The forest trees 
on either side of the line were speedily coated with a heavy white mantle, the 
telegraph wires became thick glistening ropes, the line itself was buried more 
and more completely under a carpeting of snow, through which the not very 
powerful engine ploughed its way with increasing difficulty. The Vienna-Fiume 
line is scarcely the best equipped of the Austrian State railways, and Abbleway 
began to have serious fears for a breakdown. The train had slowed down to a 
painful and precarious crawl and presently came to a halt at a spot where the 
drifting snow had accumulated in a formidable barrier. The engine made a 
special effort and broke through the obstruction, but in the course of another 
twenty minutes it was again held up. The process of breaking through was 
renewed, and the train doggedly resumed its way, encountering and surmounting 
fresh hindrances at frequent intervals. After a standstill of unusually long 
duration in a particularly deep drift the compartment in which Abbleway was 
sitting gave a huge jerk and a lurch, and then seemed to remain stationary; it 
undoubtedly was not moving, and yet he could hear the puffing of the engine 
and the slow rumbling and jolting of wheels. The puffing and rumbling grew 
fainter, as though it were dying away through the agency of intervening 
distance. Abbleway suddenly gave vent to an exclamation of scandalised alarm, 
opened the window, and peered out into the snowstorm. The flakes perched on 
his eyelashes and blurred his vision, but he saw enough to help him to realise 
what had happened. The engine had made a mighty plunge through the drift and 
had gone merrily forward, lightened of the load of its rear carriage, whose 
coupling had snapped under the strain. Abbleway was alone, or almost alone, 
with a derelict railway waggon, in the heart of some Styrian or Croatian forest. 
In the third-class compartment next to his own he remembered to have seen a 
peasant woman, who had entered the train at a small wayside station. “With the 
exception of that woman,” he exclaimed dramatically to himself, “the nearest 
living beings are probably a pack of wolves.” 

Before making his way to the third-class compartment to acquaint his fellow- 
traveller with the extent of the disaster Abbleway hurriedly pondered the 


question of the woman’s nationality. He had acquired a smattering of Slavonic 
tongues during his residence in Vienna, and felt competent to grapple with 
several racial possibilities. 

“If she is Croat or Serb or Bosniak I shall be able to make her understand,” he 
promised himself. “If she is Magyar, heaven help me! We shall have to 
converse entirely by signs.” 

He entered the carriage and made his momentous announcement in the best 
approach to Croat speech that he could achieve. 

“The train has broken away and left us!” 

The woman shook her head with a movement that might be intended to 
convey resignation to the will of heaven, but probably meant 
noncomprehension. Abbleway repeated his information with variations of 
Slavonic tongues and generous displays of pantomime. 

“Ah,” said the woman at last in German dialect, “the train has gone? We are 
left. Ah, so.” 

She seemed about as much interested as though Abbleway had told her the 
result of the municipal elections in Amsterdam. 

“They will find out at some station, and when the line is clear of snow they 
will send an engine. It happens that way sometimes.” 

“We may be here all night!” exclaimed Abbleway. 

The woman nodded as though she thought it possible. 

“Are there wolves in these parts?” asked Abbleway hurriedly. 

“Many,” said the woman; “just outside this forest my aunt was devoured three 
years ago, as she was coming home from market. The horse and a young pig 
that was in the cart were eaten too. The horse was a very old one, but it was a 
beautiful young pig, oh, so fat. I cried when I heard that it was taken. They 
spare nothing.” 

“They may attack us here,” said Abbleway tremulously; “they could easily 
break in, these carriages are like matchwood. We may both be devoured.” 

“You, perhaps,” said the woman calmly; “not me.” 

“Why not you?” demanded Abbleway. 

“Tt is the day of Saint Mariä Kleopha, my name-day. She would not allow me 
to be eaten by wolves on her day. Such a thing could not be thought of. You, 
yes, but not me.” 

Abbleway changed the subject. 

“Tt is only afternoon now; if we are to be left here till morning we shall be 
starving.” 

“I have here some good eatables,” said the woman tranquilly; “on my festival 
day it is natural that I should have provision with me. I have five good blood- 


sausages; in the town shops they cost twenty-five heller each. Things are dear in 
the town shops.” 

“T will give you fifty heller apiece for a couple of them,” said Abbleway with 
some enthusiasm. 

“In a railway accident things become very dear,” said the woman; “these 
blood-sausages are four kronen apiece.” 

“Four kronen!” exclaimed Abbleway; “four kronen for a blood-sausage!” 

“You cannot get them any cheaper on this train,” said the woman, with 
relentless logic, “because there aren’t any others to get. In Agram you can buy 
them cheaper, and in Paradise no doubt they will be given to us for nothing, but 
here they cost four kronen each. I have a small piece of Emmenthaler cheese 
and a honey-cake and a piece of bread that I can let you have. That will be 
another three kronen, eleven kronen in all. There is a piece of ham, but that I 
cannot let you have on my name-day.” 

Abbleway wondered to himself what price she would have put on the ham, 
and hurried to pay her the eleven kronen before her emergency tariff expanded 
into a famine tariff. As he was taking possession of his modest store of eatables 
he suddenly heard a noise which set his heart thumping in a miserable fever of 
fear. ‘There was a scraping and shuffling as of some animal or animals trying to 
climb up to the footboard. In another moment, through the snow-encrusted glass 
of the carriage window, he saw a gaunt prick-eared head, with gaping jaw and 
lolling tongue and gleaming teeth; a second later another head shot up. 

“There are hundreds of them,” whispered Abbleway; “they have scented us. 
They will tear the carriage to pieces. We shall be devoured.” 

“Not me, on my name-day. The holy Maria Kleophä would not permit it,” 
said the woman with provoking calm. 

The heads dropped down from the window and an uncanny silence fell on the 
beleaguered carriage. Abbleway neither moved nor spoke. Perhaps the brutes 
had not clearly seen or winded the human occupants of the carriage, and had 
prowled away on some other errand of rapine. 

The long torture-laden minutes passed slowly away. 

“Tt grows cold,” said the woman suddenly, crossing over to the far end of the 
carriage, where the heads had appeared. “The heating apparatus does not work 
any longer. See, over there beyond the trees, there is a chimney with smoke 
coming from it. It is not far, and the snow has nearly stopped, I shall find a path 
through the forest to that house with the chimney.” 

“But the wolves!” exclaimed Abbleway; “they may—” 

“Not on my name-day,” said the woman obstinately, and before he could stop 
her she had opened the door and climbed down into the snow. A moment later 


he hid his face in his hands; two gaunt lean figures rushed upon her from the 
forest. No doubt she had courted her fate, but Abbleway had no wish to see a 
human being torn to pieces and devoured before his eyes. 

When he looked at last a new sensation of scandalised astonishment took 
possession of him. He had been straitly brought up in a small English town, and 
he was not prepared to be the witness of a miracle. The wolves were not doing 
anything worse to the woman than drench her with snow as they gambolled 
round her. 

A short, joyous bark revealed the clue to the situation. 

“Are those — dogs?” he called weakly. 

“My cousin Karl’s dogs, yes,” she answered; “that is his inn, over beyond the 
trees. I knew it was there, but I did not want to take you there; he is always 
grasping with strangers. However, it grows too cold to remain in the train. Ah, 
ah, see what comes!” 

A whistle sounded, and a relief engine made its appearance, snorting its way 
sulkily through the snow. Abbleway did not have the opportunity for finding out 
whether Karl was really avaricious. 


THE LUMBER ROOM 


The children were to be driven, as a special treat, to the sands at Jagborough. 
Nicholas was not to be of the party; he was in disgrace. Only that morning he 
had refused to eat his wholesome bread-and-milk on the seemingly frivolous 
ground that there was a frog in it. Older and wiser and better people had told 
him that there could not possibly be a frog in his bread-and-milk and that he was 
not to talk nonsense; he continued, nevertheless, to talk what seemed the veriest 
nonsense, and described with much detail the colouration and markings of the 
alleged frog. The dramatic part of the incident was that there really was a frog in 
Nicholas’ basin of bread-and-milk; he had put it there himself, so he felt entitled 
to know something about it. The sin of taking a frog from the garden and 
putting it into a bowl of wholesome bread-and-milk was enlarged on at great 
length, but the fact that stood out clearest in the whole affair, as it presented 
itself to the mind of Nicholas, was that the older, wiser, and better people had 
been proved to be profoundly in error in matters about which they had expressed 
the utmost assurance. 

“You said there couldn’t possibly be a frog in my bread-and-milk; there was a 
frog in my bread-and-milk,” he repeated, with the insistence of a skilled tactician 
who does not intend to shift from favourable ground. 

So his boy-cousin and girl-cousin and his quite uninteresting younger brother 
were to be taken to Jagborough sands that afternoon and he was to stay at home. 
His cousins’ aunt, who insisted, by an unwarranted stretch of imagination, in 
styling herself his aunt also, had hastily invented the Jagborough expedition in 
order to impress on Nicholas the delights that he had justly forfeited by his 
disgraceful conduct at the breakfast-table. It was her habit, whenever one of the 
children fell from grace, to improvise something of a festival nature from which 
the offender would be rigorously debarred; if all the children sinned collectively 
they were suddenly informed of a circus in a neighbouring town, a circus of 
unrivalled merit and uncounted elephants, to which, but for their depravity, they 
would have been taken that very day. 

A few decent tears were looked for on the part of Nicholas when the moment 
for the departure of the expedition arrived. As a matter of fact, however, all the 
crying was done by his girl-cousin, who scraped her knee rather painfully 
against the step of the carriage as she was scrambling in. 

“How she did howl,” said Nicholas cheerfully, as the party drove off without 
any of the elation of high spirits that should have characterised it. 


“She’ll soon get over that,” said the soi-disant aunt; “it will be a glorious 
afternoon for racing about over those beautiful sands. How they will enjoy 
themselves!” 

“Bobby won’t enjoy himself much, and he won’t race much either,” said 
Nicholas with a grim chuckle; “his boots are hurting him. They’re too tight.” 

“Why didn’t he tell me they were hurting?” asked the aunt with some 
asperity. 

“He told you twice, but you weren’t listening. You often don’t listen when 
we tell you important things.” 

“You are not to go into the gooseberry garden,” said the aunt, changing the 
subject. 

“Why not?” demanded Nicholas. 

“Because you are in disgrace,” said the aunt loftily. 

Nicholas did not admit the flawlessness of the reasoning; he felt perfectly 
capable of being in disgrace and in a gooseberry garden at the same moment. 
His face took on an expression of considerable obstinacy. It was clear to his 
aunt that he was determined to get into the gooseberry garden, “only,” as she 
remarked to herself, “because I have told him he is not to.” 

Now the gooseberry garden had two doors by which it might be entered, and 
once a small person like Nicholas could slip in there he could effectually 
disappear from view amid the masking growth of artichokes, raspberry canes, 
and fruit bushes. The aunt had many other things to do that afternoon, but she 
spent an hour or two in trivial gardening operations among flower beds and 
shrubberies, whence she could keep a watchful eye on the two doors that led to 
the forbidden paradise. She was a woman of few ideas, with immense powers of 
concentration. 

Nicholas made one or two sorties into the front garden, wriggling his way 
with obvious stealth of purpose towards one or other of the doors, but never able 
for a moment to evade the aunt’s watchful eye. As a matter of fact, he had no 
intention of trying to get into the gooseberry garden, but it was extremely 
convenient for him that his aunt should believe that he had; it was a belief that 
would keep her on self-imposed sentry-duty for the greater part of the afternoon. 
Having thoroughly confirmed and fortified her suspicions Nicholas slipped back 
into the house and rapidly put into execution a plan of action that had long 
germinated in his brain. By standing on a chair in the library one could reach a 
shelf on which reposed a fat, important-looking key. The key was as important 
as it looked; it was the instrument which kept the mysteries of the lumber-room 
secure from unauthorised intrusion, which opened a way only for aunts and 
such-like privileged persons. Nicholas had not had much experience of the art of 


fitting keys into keyholes and turning locks, but for some days past he had 
practised with the key of the schoolroom door; he did not believe in trusting too 
much to luck and accident. The key turned stiffly in the lock, but it turned. The 
door opened, and Nicholas was in an unknown land, compared with which the 
gooseberry garden was a Stale delight, a mere material pleasure. 

Often and often Nicholas had pictured to himself what the lumber-room 
might be like, that region that was so carefully sealed from youthful eyes and 
concerning which no questions were ever answered. It came up to his 
expectations. In the first place it was large and dimly lit, one high window 
opening on to the forbidden garden being its only source of illumination. In the 
second place it was a storehouse of unimagined treasures. The aunt-by-assertion 
was one of those people who think that things spoil by use and consign them to 
dust and damp by way of preserving them. Such parts of the house as Nicholas 
knew best were rather bare and cheerless, but here there were wonderful things 
for the eye to feast on. First and foremost there was a piece of framed tapestry 
that was evidently meant to be a fire-screen. To Nicholas it was a living, 
breathing story; he sat down on a roll of Indian hangings, glowing in wonderful 
colours beneath a layer of dust, and took in all the details of the tapestry picture. 
A man, dressed in the hunting costume of some remote period, had just 
transfixed a stag with an arrow; it could not have been a difficult shot because 
the stag was only one or two paces away from him; in the thickly-growing 
vegetation that the picture suggested it would not have been difficult to creep up 
to a feeding stag, and the two spotted dogs that were springing forward to join in 
the chase had evidently been trained to keep to heel till the arrow was 
discharged. That part of the picture was simple, if interesting, but did the 
huntsman see, what Nicholas saw, that four galloping wolves were coming in his 
direction through the wood? There might be more than four of them hidden 
behind the trees, and in any case would the man and his dogs be able to cope 
with the four wolves if they made an attack? The man had only two arrows left 
in his quiver, and he might miss with one or both of them; all one knew about his 
skill in shooting was that he could hit a large stag at a ridiculously short range. 
Nicholas sat for many golden minutes revolving the possibilities of the scene; he 
was inclined to think that there were more than four wolves and that the man and 
his dogs were in a tight corner. 

But there were other objects of delight and interest claiming his instant 
attention: there were quaint twisted candlesticks in the shape of snakes, and a 
teapot fashioned like a china duck, out of whose open beak the tea was supposed 
to come. How dull and shapeless the nursery teapot seemed in comparison! 
And there was a carved sandal-wood box packed tight with aromatic cotton- 


wool, and between the layers of cotton-wool were little brass figures, hump- 
necked bulls, and peacocks and goblins, delightful to see and to handle. Less 
promising in appearance was a large square book with plain black covers; 
Nicholas peeped into it, and, behold, it was full of coloured pictures of birds. 
And such birds! In the garden, and in the lanes when he went for a walk, 
Nicholas came across a few birds, of which the largest were an occasional 
magpie or wood-pigeon; here were herons and bustards, kites, toucans, tiger- 
bitterns, brush turkeys, ibises, golden pheasants, a whole portrait gallery of 
undreamed-of creatures. And as he was admiring the colouring of the mandarin 
duck and assigning a life-history to it, the voice of his aunt in shrill vociferation 
of his name came from the gooseberry garden without. She had grown 
suspicious at his long disappearance, and had leapt to the conclusion that he had 
climbed over the wall behind the sheltering screen of the lilac bushes; she was 
now engaged in energetic and rather hopeless search for him among the 
artichokes and raspberry canes. 

“Nicholas, Nicholas!” she screamed, “you are to come out of this at once. It’s 
no use trying to hide there; I can see you all the time.” 

It was probably the first time for twenty years that anyone had smiled in that 
lumber-room. 

Presently the angry repetitions of Nicholas’ name gave way to a shriek, and a 
cry for somebody to come quickly. Nicholas shut the book, restored it carefully 
to its place in a comer, and shook some dust from a neighbouring pile of 
newspapers over it. Then he crept from the room, locked the door, and replaced 
the key exactly where he had found it. His aunt was still calling his name when 
he sauntered into the front garden. 

“Who’s calling?” he asked. 

“Me,” came the answer from the other side of the wall; “didn’t you hear me? 
I’ve been looking for you in the gooseberry garden, and I’ve slipped into the 
rain-water tank. Luckily there’s no water in it, but the sides are slippery and I 
can’t get out. Fetch the little ladder from under the cherry tree—” 

“I was told I wasn’t to go into the gooseberry garden,” said Nicholas 
promptly. 

“T told you not to, and now I tell you that you may,” came the voice from the 
rain-water tank, rather impatiently. 

“Your voice doesn’t sound like aunt’s,” objected Nicholas; “you may be the 
Evil One tempting me to be disobedient. Aunt often tells me that the Evil One 
tempts me and that I always yield. This time I’m not going to yield.” 

“Don’t talk nonsense,” said the prisoner in the tank; “go and fetch the ladder.” 

“Will there be strawberry jam for tea?” asked Nicholas innocently. 


“Certainly there will be,” said the aunt, privately resolving that Nicholas 
should have none of it. 

“Now I know that you are the Evil One and not aunt,” shouted Nicholas 
gleefully; “when we asked aunt for strawberry jam yesterday she said there 
wasn’t any. I know there are four jars of it in the store cupboard, because I 
looked, and of course you know it’s there, but she doesn’t, because she said 
there wasn’t any. Oh, Devil, you have sold yourself!” 

There was an unusual sense of luxury in being able to talk to an aunt as 
though one was talking to the Evil One, but Nicholas knew, with childish 
discernment, that such luxuries were not to be over-indulged in. He walked 
noisily away, and it was a kitchenmaid, in search of parsley, who eventually 
rescued the aunt from the rain-water tank. 

Tea that evening was partaken of in a fearsome silence. The tide had been at 
its highest when the children had arrived at Jagborough Cove, so there had been 
no sands to play on — a circumstance that the aunt had overlooked in the haste 
of organising her punitive expedition. The tightness of Bobby’s boots had had 
disastrous effect on his temper the whole of the afternoon, and altogether the 
children could not have been said to have enjoyed themselves. ‘The aunt 
maintained the frozen muteness of one who has suffered undignified and 
unmerited detention in a rain-water tank for thirty-five minutes. As for 
Nicholas, he, too, was silent, in the absorption of one who has much to think 
about; it was just possible, he considered, that the huntsman would escape with 
his hounds while the wolves feasted on the stricken stag. 


FUR 


“You look worried, dear,” said Eleanor. 

“I am worried,” admitted Suzanne; “not worried exactly, but anxious. You 
see, my birthday happens next week—” 

“You lucky person,” interrupted Eleanor; “my birthday doesn’t come till the 
end of March.” 

“Well, old Bertram Kneyght is over in England just now from the Argentine. 
He’s a kind of distant cousin of my mother’s, and so enormously rich that we’ve 
never let the relationship drop out of sight. Even if we don’t see him or hear 
from him for years he is always Cousin Bertram when he does turn up. I can’t 
say he’s ever been of much solid use to us, but yesterday the subject of my 
birthday cropped up, and he asked me to let him know what I wanted for a 
present.” 

“Now I understand the anxiety,” observed Eleanor. 

“As a rule when one is confronted with a problem like that,” said Suzanne, 
“all one’s ideas vanish; one doesn’t seem to have a desire in the world. Now it 
so happens that I have been very keen on a little Dresden figure that I saw 
somewhere in Kensington; about thirty-six shillings, quite beyond my means. I 
was very nearly describing the figure, and giving Bertram the address of the 
shop. And then it suddenly struck me that thirty-six shillings was such a 
ridiculously inadequate sum for a man of his immense wealth to spend on a 
birthday present. He could give thirty-six pounds as easily as you or I could buy 
a bunch of violets. I don’t want to be greedy, of course, but I don’t like being 
wasteful.” 

“The question is,” said Eleanor, “what are his ideas as to present-giving? 
Some of the wealthiest people have curiously cramped views on that subject. 
When people grow gradually rich their requirements and standard of living 
expand in proportion, while their present-giving instincts often remain in the 
undeveloped condition of their earlier days. Something showy and not-too- 
expensive in a shop is their only conception of the ideal gift. That is why even 
quite good shops have their counters and windows crowded with things worth 
about four shillings that look as if they might be worth seven-and-six, and are 
priced at ten shillings and labelled seasonable gifts.’” 

“I know,” said Suzanne; “that is why it is so risky to be vague when one is 
giving indications of one’s wants. Now if I say to him: ‘I am going out to Davos 
this winter, so anything in the travelling line would be acceptable,’ he might give 
me a dressing-bag with gold-mounted fittings, but, on the other hand, he might 
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give me Baedeker’s Switzerland, or ‘Skiing without Tears,’ or something of that 
sort.” 

“He would be more likely to say: ‘She’ll be going to lots of dances, a fan will 
be sure to be useful.’” 

“Yes, and I’ve got tons of fans, so you see where the danger and anxiety lies. 
Now if there is one thing more than another that I really urgently want it is furs. 
I simply haven’t any. I’m told that Davos is full of Russians, and they are sure 
to wear the most lovely sables and things. To be among people who are 
smothered in furs when one hasn’t any oneself makes one want to break most of 
the Commandments.” 

“Tf it’s furs that you’re out for,” said Eleanor, “you will have to superintend 
the choice of them in person. You can’t be sure that your cousin knows the 
difference between silver-fox and ordinary squirrel.” 

“There are some heavenly silver-fox stoles at Goliath and Mastodon’s,” said 
Suzanne, with a sigh; “if I could only inveigle Bertram into their building and 
take him for a stroll through the fur department!” 

“He lives somewhere near there, doesn’t he?” said Eleanor. “Do you know 
what his habits are? Does he take a walk at any particular time of day?” 

“He usually walks down to his club about three o’clock, if it’s a fine day. 
That takes him right past Goliath and Mastodon’s.” 

“Let us two meet him accidentally at the street corner to-morrow,” said 
Eleanor; “we can walk a little way with him, and with luck we ought to be able 
to side-track him into the shop. You can say you want to get a hair-net or 
something. When we’re safely there I can say: ‘I wish you’d tell me what you 
want for your birthday.’ Then you’ll have everything ready to hand — the rich 
cousin, the fur department, and the topic of birthday presents.” 

“It’s a great idea,” said Suzanne; “you really are a brick. Come round to- 
morrow at twenty to three; don’t be late, we must carry out our ambush to the 
minute.” 

At a few minutes to three the next afternoon the fur-trappers walked warily 
towards the selected corner. In the near distance rose the colossal pile of 
Messrs. Goliath and Mastodon’s famed establishment. The afternoon was 
brilliantly fine, exactly the sort of weather to tempt a gentleman of advancing 
years into the discreet exercise of a leisurely walk. 

“T say, dear, I wish you’d do something for me this evening,” said Eleanor to 
her companion; “just drop in after dinner on some pretext or other, and stay on to 
make a fourth at bridge with Adela and the aunts. Otherwise I shall have to play, 
and Harry Scarisbrooke is going to come in unexpectedly about nine-fifteen, and 
I particularly want to be free to talk to him while the others are playing.” 


“Sorry, my dear, no can do,” said Suzanne; “ordinary bridge at three-pence a 
hundred, with such dreadfully slow players as your aunts, bores me to tears. I 
nearly go to sleep over it.” 

“But I most particularly want an opportunity to talk with Harry,” urged 
Eleanor, an angry glint coming into her eyes. 

“Sorry, anything to oblige, but not that,” said Suzanne cheerfully; the 
sacrifices of friendship were beautiful in her eyes as long as she was not asked to 
make them. 

Eleanor said nothing further on the subject, but the corners of her mouth 
rearranged themselves. 

“There’s our man!” exclaimed Suzanne suddenly; “hurry!” 

Mr. Bertram Kneyght greeted his cousin and her friend with genuine 
heartiness, and readily accepted their invitation to explore the crowded mart that 
stood temptingly at their elbow. The plate-glass doors swung open and the trio 
plunged bravely into the jostling throng of buyers and loiterers. 

“Ts it always as full as this?” asked Bertram of Eleanor. 

“More or less, and autumn sales are on just now,” she replied. 

Suzanne, in her anxiety to pilot her cousin to the desired haven of the fur 
department, was usually a few paces ahead of the others, coming back to them 
now and then if they lingered for a moment at some attractive counter, with the 
nervous solicitude of a parent rook encouraging its young ones on their first 
flying expedition. 

“It’s Suzanne’s birthday on Wednesday next,” confided Eleanor to Bertram 
Kneyght at a moment when Suzanne had left them unusually far behind; “my 
birthday comes the day before, so we are both on the look-out for something to 
give each other.” 

“Ah,” said Bertram. “Now, perhaps you can advise me on that very point. I 
want to give Suzanne something, and I haven’t the least idea what she wants.” 

“She’s rather a problem,” said Eleanor. “She seems to have everything one 
can think of, lucky girl. A fan is always useful; she’ll be going to a lot of dances 
at Davos this winter. Yes, I should think a fan would please her more than 
anything. After our birthdays are over we inspect each other’s muster of 
presents, and I always feel dreadfully humble. She gets such nice things, and I 
never have anything worth showing. You see, none of my relations or any of the 
people who give me presents are at all well off, so I can’t expect them to do 
anything more than just remember the day with some little trifle. Two years ago 
an uncle on my mother’s side of the family, who had come into a small legacy, 
promised me a silver-fox stole for my birthday. I can’t tell you how excited I 
was about it, how I pictured myself showing it off to all my friends and 


enemies. Then just at that moment his wife died, and, of course, poor man, he 
could not be expected to think of birthday presents at such a time. He has lived 
abroad ever since, and I never got my fur. Do you know, to this day I can 
scarcely look at a silver-fox pelt in a shop window or round anyone’s neck 
without feeling ready to burst into tears. I suppose if I hadn’t had the prospect of 
getting one I shouldn’t feel that way. Look, there is the fan counter, on your left; 
you can easily slip away in the crowd. Get her as nice a one as you can see — 
she is such a dear, dear girl.” 

“Hullo, I thought I had lost you,” said Suzanne, making her way through an 
obstructive knot of shoppers. “Where is Bertram?” 

“I got separated from him long ago. I thought he was on ahead with you,” 
said Eleanor. “We shall never find him in this crush.” 

Which turned out to be a true prediction. 

“All our trouble and forethought thrown away,” said Suzanne sulkily, when 
they had pushed their way fruitlessly through half a dozen departments. 

“T can’t think why you didn’t grab him by the arm,” said Eleanor; “I would 
have if Pd known him longer, but I’d only just been introduced. It’s nearly four 
now, we’d better have tea.” 

Some days later Suzanne rang Eleanor up on the telephone. 

“Thank you very much for the photograph frame. It was just what I wanted. 
Very good of you. I say, do you know what that Kneyght person has given me? 
Just what you said he would — a wretched fan. What? Oh yes, quite a good 
enough fan in its way, but still . . .” 

“You must come and see what he’s given me,” came in Eleanor’s voice over 
the ‘phone. 

“You! Why should he give you anything?” 

“Your cousin appears to be one of those rare people of wealth who take a 
pleasure in giving good presents,” came the reply. 

“I wondered why he was so anxious to know where she lived,” snapped 
Suzanne to herself as she rang off. 

A cloud has arisen between the friendships of the two young women; as far as 
Eleanor is concerned the cloud has a silver-fox lining. 


THE PHILANTHROPIST AND THE HAPPY CAT 


Jocantha Bessbury was in the mood to be serenely and graciously happy. Her 
world was a pleasant place, and it was wearing one of its pleasantest aspects. 
Gregory had managed to get home for a hurried lunch and a smoke afterwards in 
the little snuggery; the lunch had been a good one, and there was just time to do 
justice to the coffee and cigarettes. Both were excellent in their way, and 
Gregory was, in his way, an excellent husband. Jocantha rather suspected 
herself of making him a very charming wife, and more than suspected herself of 
having a first-rate dressmaker. 

“I don’t suppose a more thoroughly contented personality is to be found in all 
Chelsea,” observed Jocantha in allusion to herself; “except perhaps Attab,” she 
continued, glancing towards the large tabby-marked cat that lay in considerable 
ease in a corner of the divan. “He lies there, purring and dreaming, shifting his 
limbs now and then in an ecstasy of cushioned comfort. He seems the 
incarnation of everything soft and silky and velvety, without a sharp edge in his 
composition, a dreamer whose philosophy is sleep and let sleep; and then, as 
evening draws on, he goes out into the garden with a red glint in his eyes and 
slays a drowsy sparrow.” 

“As every pair of sparrows hatches out ten or more young ones in the year, 
while their food supply remains stationary, it is just as well that the Attabs of the 
community should have that idea of how to pass an amusing afternoon,” said 
Gregory. Having delivered himself of this sage comment he lit another cigarette, 
bade Jocantha a playfully affectionate good-bye, and departed into the outer 
world. 

“Remember, dinner’s a wee bit earlier to-night, as we’re going to the 
Haymarket,” she called after him. 

Left to herself, Jocantha continued the process of looking at her life with 
placid, introspective eyes. If she had not everything she wanted in this world, at 
least she was very well pleased with what she had got. She was very well 
pleased, for instance, with the snuggery, which contrived somehow to be cosy 
and dainty and expensive all at once. The porcelain was rare and beautiful, the 
Chinese enamels took on wonderful tints in the firelight, the rugs and hangings 
led the eye through sumptuous harmonies of colouring. It was a room in which 
one might have suitably entertained an ambassador or an archbishop, but it was 
also a room in which one could cut out pictures for a scrap-book without feeling 
that one was scandalising the deities of the place with one’s litter. And as with 
the snuggery, so with the rest of the house, and as with the house, so with the 


other departments of Jocantha’s life; she really had good reason for being one of 
the most contented women in Chelsea. 

From being in a mood of simmering satisfaction with her lot she passed to the 
phase of being generously commiserating for those thousands around her whose 
lives and circumstances were dull, cheap, pleasureless, and empty. Work girls, 
shop assistants and so forth, the class that have neither the happy-go-lucky 
freedom of the poor nor the leisured freedom of the rich, came specially within 
the range of her sympathy. It was sad to think that there were young people 
who, after a long day’s work, had to sit alone in chill, dreary bedrooms because 
they could not afford the price of a cup of coffee and a sandwich in a restaurant, 
still less a shilling for a theatre gallery. 

Jocantha’s mind was still dwelling on this theme when she started forth on an 
afternoon campaign of desultory shopping; it would be rather a comforting thing, 
she told herself, if she could do something, on the spur of the moment, to bring a 
gleam of pleasure and interest into the life of even one or two wistful-hearted, 
empty-pocketed workers; it would add a good deal to her sense of enjoyment at 
the theatre that night. She would get two upper circle tickets for a popular play, 
make her way into some cheap tea-shop, and present the tickets to the first 
couple of interesting work girls with whom she could casually drop into 
conversation. She could explain matters by saying that she was unable to use the 
tickets herself and did not want them to be wasted, and, on the other hand, did 
not want the trouble of sending them back. On further reflection she decided 
that it might be better to get only one ticket and give it to some lonely-looking 
girl sitting eating her frugal meal by herself; the girl might scrape acquaintance 
with her next-seat neighbour at the theatre and lay the foundations of a lasting 
friendship. 

With the Fairy Godmother impulse strong upon her, Jocantha marched into a 
ticket agency and selected with immense care an upper circle seat for the 
“Yellow Peacock,” a play that was attracting a considerable amount of 
discussion and criticism. ‘Then she went forth in search of a tea-shop and 
philanthropic adventure, at about the same time that Attab sauntered into the 
garden with a mind attuned to sparrow stalking. In a corner of an A.B.C. shop 
she found an unoccupied table, whereat she promptly installed herself, impelled 
by the fact that at the next table was sitting a young girl, rather plain of feature, 
with tired, listless eyes, and a general air of uncomplaining forlornness. Her 
dress was of poor material, but aimed at being in the fashion, her hair was pretty, 
and her complexion bad; she was finishing a modest meal of tea and scone, and 
she was not very different in her way from thousands of other girls who were 
finishing, or beginning, or continuing their teas in London tea-shops at that exact 


moment. The odds were enormously in favour of the supposition that she had 
never seen the “Yellow Peacock”; obviously she supplied excellent material for 
Jocantha’s first experiment in haphazard benefaction. 

Jocantha ordered some tea and a muffin, and then turned a friendly scrutiny 
on her neighbour with a view to catching her eye. At that precise moment the 
girl’s face lit up with sudden pleasure, her eyes sparkled, a flush came into her 
cheeks, and she looked almost pretty. A young man, whom she greeted with an 
affectionate “Hullo, Bertie,” came up to her table and took his seat in a chair 
facing her. Jocantha looked hard at the new-comer; he was in appearance a few 
years younger than herself, very much better looking than Gregory, rather better 
looking, in fact, than any of the young men of her set. She guessed him to be a 
well-mannered young clerk in some wholesale warehouse, existing and amusing 
himself as best he might on a tiny salary, and commanding a holiday of about 
two weeks in the year. He was aware, of course, of his good looks, but with the 
shy self-consciousness of the Anglo-Saxon, not the blatant complacency of the 
Latin or Semite. He was obviously on terms of friendly intimacy with the girl he 
was talking to, probably they were drifting towards a formal engagement. 
Jocantha pictured the boy’s home, in a rather narrow circle, with a tiresome 
mother who always wanted to know how and where he spent his evenings. He 
would exchange that humdrum thraldom in due course for a home of his own, 
dominated by a chronic scarcity of pounds, shillings, and pence, and a dearth of 
most of the things that made life attractive or comfortable. Jocantha felt 
extremely sorry for him. She wondered if he had seen the “Yellow Peacock”; 
the odds were enormously in favour of the supposition that he had not. The girl 
had finished her tea and would shortly be going back to her work; when the boy 
was alone it would be quite easy for Jocantha to say: “My husband has made 
other arrangements for me this evening; would you care to make use of this 
ticket, which would otherwise be wasted?” Then she could come there again 
one afternoon for tea, and, if she saw him, ask him how he liked the play. If he 
was a nice boy and improved on acquaintance he could be given more theatre 
tickets, and perhaps asked to come one Sunday to tea at Chelsea. Jocantha made 
up her mind that he would improve on acquaintance, and that Gregory would 
like him, and that the Fairy Godmother business would prove far more 
entertaining than she had originally anticipated. The boy was distinctly 
presentable; he knew how to brush his hair, which was possibly an imitative 
faculty; he knew what colour of tie suited him, which might be intuition; he was 
exactly the type that Jocantha admired, which of course was accident. 
Altogether she was rather pleased when the girl looked at the clock and bade a 
friendly but hurried farewell to her companion. Bertie nodded “good-bye,” 


gulped down a mouthful of tea, and then produced from his overcoat pocket a 
paper-covered book, bearing the title “Sepoy and Sahib, a tale of the great 
Mutiny.” 

The laws of tea-shop etiquette forbid that you should offer theatre tickets to a 
stranger without having first caught the stranger’s eye. It is even better if you 
can ask to have a sugar basin passed to you, having previously concealed the fact 
that you have a large and well-filled sugar basin on your own table; this is not 
difficult to manage, as the printed menu is generally nearly as large as the table, 
and can be made to stand on end. Jocantha set to work hopefully; she had a long 
and rather high-pitched discussion with the waitress concerning alleged defects 
in an altogether blameless muffin, she made loud and plaintive inquiries about 
the tube service to some impossibly remote suburb, she talked with brilliant 
insincerity to the tea-shop kitten, and as a last resort she upset a milk-jug and 
swore at it daintily. Altogether she attracted a good deal of attention, but never 
for a moment did she attract the attention of the boy with the beautifully-brushed 
hair, who was some thousands of miles away in the baking plains of Hindostan, 
amid deserted bungalows, seething bazaars, and riotous barrack squares, 
listening to the throbbing of tom-toms and the distant rattle of musketry. 

Jocantha went back to her house in Chelsea, which struck her for the first 
time as looking dull and over-furnished. She had a resentful conviction that 
Gregory would be uninteresting at dinner, and that the play would be stupid after 
dinner. On the whole her frame of mind showed a marked divergence from the 
purring complacency of Attab, who was again curled up in his corner of the 
divan with a great peace radiating from every curve of his body. 

But then he had killed his sparrow. 


ON APPROVAL 


Of all the genuine Bohemians who strayed from time to time into the would-be 
Bohemian circle of the Restaurant Nuremberg, Owl Street, Soho, none was more 
interesting and more elusive than Gebhard Knopfschrank. He had no friends, 
and though he treated all the restaurant frequenters as acquaintances he never 
seemed to wish to carry the acquaintanceship beyond the door that led into Owl 
Street and the outer world. He dealt with them all rather as a market woman 
might deal with chance passers-by, exhibiting her wares and chattering about the 
weather and the slackness of business, occasionally about rheumatism, but never 
showing a desire to penetrate into their daily lives or to dissect their ambitions. 

He was understood to belong to a family of peasant farmers, somewhere in 
Pomerania; some two years ago, according to all that was known of him, he had 
abandoned the labours and responsibilities of swine tending and goose rearing to 
try his fortune as an artist in London. 

“Why London and not Paris or Munich?” he had been asked by the curious. 

Well, there was a ship that left Stolpmiinde for London twice a month, that 
carried few passengers, but carried them cheaply; the railway fares to Munich or 
Paris were not cheap. Thus it was that he came to select London as the scene of 
his great adventure. 

The question that had long and seriously agitated the frequenters of the 
Nuremberg was whether this goose-boy migrant was really a soul-driven genius, 
spreading his wings to the light, or merely an enterprising young man who 
fancied he could paint and was pardonably anxious to escape from the monotony 
of rye bread diet and the sandy, swine-bestrewn plains of Pomerania. There was 
reasonable ground for doubt and caution; the artistic groups that foregathered at 
the little restaurant contained so many young women with short hair and so 
many young men with long hair, who supposed themselves to be abnormally 
gifted in the domain of music, poetry, painting, or stagecraft, with little or 
nothing to support the supposition, that a self-announced genius of any sort in 
their midst was inevitably suspect. On the other hand, there was the ever- 
imminent danger of entertaining, and snubbing, an angel unawares. There had 
been the lamentable case of Sledonti, the dramatic poet, who had been belittled 
and cold-shouldered in the Owl Street hall of judgment, and had been afterwards 
hailed as a master singer by the Grand Duke Constantine Constantinovitch— 
“the most educated of the Romanoffs,” according to Sylvia Strubble, who spoke 
rather as one who knew every individual member of the Russian imperial family; 
as a matter of fact, she knew a newspaper correspondent, a young man who ate 


bortsch with the air of having invented it. Sledonti’s “Poems of Death and 
Passion” were now being sold by the thousand in seven European languages, and 
were about to be translated into Syrian, a circumstance which made the 
discerning critics of the Nuremberg rather shy of maturing their future 
judgments too rapidly and too irrevocably. 

As regards Knopfschrank’s work, they did not lack opportunity for inspecting 
and appraising it. However resolutely he might hold himself aloof from the 
social life of his restaurant acquaintances, he was not minded to hide his artistic 
performances from their inquiring gaze. Every evening, or nearly every evening, 
at about seven o’clock, he would make his appearance, sit himself down at his 
accustomed table, throw a bulky black portfolio on to the chair opposite him, 
nod round indiscriminately at his fellow-guests, and commence the serious 
business of eating and drinking. When the coffee stage was reached he would 
light a cigarette, draw the portfolio over to him, and begin to rummage among its 
contents. With slow deliberation he would select a few of his more recent 
studies and sketches, and silently pass them round from table to table, paying 
especial attention to any new diners who might be present. On the back of each 
sketch was marked in plain figures the announcement “Price ten shillings.” 

If his work was not obviously stamped with the hall-mark of genius, at any 
rate it was remarkable for its choice of an unusual and unvarying theme. His 
pictures always represented some well-known street or public place in London, 
fallen into decay and denuded of its human population, in the place of which 
there roamed a wild fauna, which, from its wealth of exotic species, must have 
originally escaped from Zoological Gardens and travelling beast shows. 
“Giraffes drinking at the fountain pools, Trafalgar Square,” was one of the most 
notable and characteristic of his studies, while even more sensational was the 
gruesome picture of “Vultures attacking dying camel in Upper Berkeley Street.” 
There were also photographs of the large canvas on which he had been engaged 
for some months, and which he was now endeavouring to sell to some 
enterprising dealer or adventurous amateur. The subject was “Hyenas asleep in 
Euston Station,” a composition that left nothing to be desired in the way of 
suggesting unfathomed depths of desolation. 

“Of course it may be immensely clever, it may be something epoch-making in 
the realm of art,” said Sylvia Strubble to her own particular circle of listeners, 
“but, on the other hand, it may be merely mad. One mustn’t pay too much 
attention to the commercial aspect of the case, of course, but still, if some dealer 
would make a bid for that hyena picture, or even for some of the sketches, we 
should know better how to place the man and his work.” 


“We may all be cursing ourselves one of these days,” said Mrs. Nougat-Jones, 
“for not having bought up his entire portfolio of sketches. At the same time, 
when there is so much real talent going about, one does not feel like planking 
down ten shillings for what looks like a bit of whimsical oddity. Now that 
picture that he showed us last week, ‘Sand-grouse roosting on the Albert 
Memorial,’ was very impressive, and of course I could see there was good 
workmanship in it and breadth of treatment; but it didn’t in the least convey the 
Albert Memorial to me, and Sir James Beanquest tells me that sand-grouse don’t 
roost, they sleep on the ground.” 

Whatever talent or genius the Pomeranian artist might possess, it certainly 
failed to receive commercial sanction. The portfolio remained bulky with unsold 
sketches, and the “Euston Siesta,” as the wits of the Nuremberg nicknamed the 
large canvas, was still in the market. The outward and visible signs of financial 
embarrassment began to be noticeable; the half-bottle of cheap claret at dinner- 
time gave way to a small glass of lager, and this in turn was displaced by water. 
The one-and-sixpenny set dinner receded from an everyday event to a Sunday 
extravagance; on ordinary days the artist contented himself with a sevenpenny 
omelette and some bread and cheese, and there were evenings when he did not 
put in an appearance at all. On the rare occasions when he spoke of his own 
affairs it was observed that he began to talk more about Pomerania and less 
about the great world of art. 

“Tt is a busy time there now with us,” he said wistfully; “the schwines are 
driven out into the fields after harvest, and must be looked after. I could be 
helping to look after if I was there. Here it is difficult to live; art is not 
appreciate.” 

“Why don’t you go home on a visit?” some one asked tactfully. 

“Ah, it cost money! There is the ship passage to Stolpmiinde, and there is 
money that I owe at my lodgings. Even here I owe a few schillings. If I could 
sell some of my sketches—” 

“Perhaps,” suggested Mrs. Nougat-Jones, “if you were to offer them for a 
little less, some of us would be glad to buy a few. Ten shillings is always a 
consideration, you know, to people who are not over well off. Perhaps if you 
were to ask six or seven shillings—” 

Once a peasant, always a peasant. The mere suggestion of a bargain to be 
struck brought a twinkle of awakened alertness into the artist’s eyes, and 
hardened the lines of his mouth. 

“Nine schilling nine pence each,” he snapped, and seemed disappointed that 
Mrs. Nougat-Jones did not pursue the subject further. He had evidently expected 
her to offer seven and fourpence. 


The weeks sped by, and Knopfschrank came more rarely to the restaurant in 
Owl Street, while his meals on those occasions became more and more meagre. 
And then came a triumphal day, when he appeared early in the evening in a high 
state of elation, and ordered an elaborate meal that scarcely stopped short of 
being a banquet. The ordinary resources of the kitchen were supplemented by an 
imported dish of smoked goosebreast, a Pomeranian delicacy that was luckily 
procurable at a firm of delikatessen merchants in Coventry Street, while a long- 
necked bottle of Rhine wine gave a finishing touch of festivity and good cheer to 
the crowded table. 

“He has evidently sold his masterpiece,” whispered Sylvia Strubble to Mrs. 
Nougat-Jones, who had come in late. 

“Who has bought it?” she whispered back. 

“Don’t know; he hasn’t said anything yet, but it must be some American. Do 
you see, he has got a little American flag on the dessert dish, and he has put 
pennies in the music box three times, once to play the ‘Star-spangled Banner,’ 
then a Sousa march, and then the ‘Star-spangled Banner’ again. It must be an 
American millionaire, and he’s evidently got a very big price for it; he’s just 
beaming and chuckling with satisfaction.” 

“We must ask him who has bought it,” said Mrs. Nougat-Jones. 

“Hush! no, don’t. Let’s buy some of his sketches, quick, before we are 
supposed to know that he’s famous; otherwise he’ll be doubling the prices. I am 
so glad he’s had a success at last. I always believed in him, you know.” 

For the sum of ten shillings each Miss Strubble acquired the drawings of the 
camel dying in Upper Berkeley Street and of the giraffes quenching their thirst 
in Trafalgar Square; at the same price Mrs. Nougat-Jones secured the study of 
roosting sand-grouse. A more ambitious picture, “Wolves and wapiti fighting on 
the steps of the Atheneum Club,” found a purchaser at fifteen shillings. 

“And now what are your plans?” asked a young man who contributed 
occasional paragraphs to an artistic weekly. 

“I go back to Stolpmiinde as soon as the ship sails,” said the artist, “and I do 
not return. Never.” 

“But your work? Your career as painter?” 

“Ah, there is nossing in it. One starves. Till to-day I have sold not one of my 
sketches. To-night you have bought a few, because I am going away from you, 
but at other times, not one.” 

“But has not some American — ?” 

“Ah, the rich American,” chuckled the artist. “God be thanked. He dash his 
car right into our herd of schwines as they were being driven out to the fields. 
Many of our best schwines he killed, but he paid all damages. He paid perhaps 


more than they were worth, many times more than they would have fetched in 
the market after a month of fattening, but he was in a hurry to get on to Dantzig. 
When one is in a hurry one must pay what one is asked. God be thanked for rich 
Americans, who are always in a hurry to get somewhere else. My father and 
mother, they have now so plenty of money; they send me some to pay my debts 
and come home. I start on Monday for Stolpmiinde and I do not come back. 
Never.” 

“But your picture, the hyenas?” 

“No good. It is too big to carry to Stolpmiinde. I burn it.” 

In time he will be forgotten, but at present Knopfschrank is almost as sore a 
subject as Sledonti with some of the frequenters of the Nuremberg Restaurant, 
Owl Street, Soho. 


THE TOYS OF PEACE 


Ko 








CONTENTS 


HECTOR HUGH MUNRO 

THE TOYS OF PEACE 

LOUISE 

TEA 

THE DISAPPEARANCE OF CRISPINA UMBERLEIGH 
THE WOLVES OF CERNOGRATZ 
LOUIS 

THE GUESTS 

THE PENANCE 

THE PHANTOM LUNCHEON 

A BREAD AND BUTTER MISS 
BERTIE’S CHRISTMAS EVE 
FOREWARNED 

THE INTERLOPERS 

QUAIL SEED 

CANOSSA 

THE THREAT 

EXCEPTING MRS. PENTHERBY 
MARK 

THE HEDGEHOG 

THE MAPPINED LIFE 

FATE 

THE BULL 

MORLVERA 

SHOCK TACTICS 

THE SEVEN CREAM JUGS 

THE OCCASIONAL GARDEN 
THE SHEEP 

THE OVERSIGHT 

HYACINTH 

THE IMAGE OF THE LOST SOUL 


TO. THE 22nd ROYAL FUSILIERS 


NOTE 


Thanks are due to the Editors of the Morning Post, the Westminster Gazette, and 
the Bystander for their amiability in allowing tales that appeared in these 
journals to be reproduced in the present volume. 

R.R. 


HECTOR HUGH MUNRO 


“When peace comes,” wrote an officer of the 22nd Royal Fusiliers, the regiment 
in which Munro was a private and in which he rose to the rank of lance-sergeant, 
“Saki will give us the most wonderful of all the books about the war.” But that 
book of the war will not be written; for Munro has died for King and country. In 
this volume are his last tales. And it is because these tales, brilliant and elusive 
as butterflies, hide, rather than reveal, the character of the man who wrote them, 
give but a suggestion of his tenderness and simplicity, of his iron will, of his 
splendour in the grip of war, that it is my duty to write these pages about him, 
now that he lies in the kind earth of France. It is but to do what his choice of a 
pen-name makes me sure he himself would have done for a friend. 


“Yon rising Moon that looks for us again,. How oft hereafter will she wax and 
wane;. How oft hereafter, rising, look for us!. Through this same Garden — and 
for one in vain. 


“And when like her, O Saki, you shall pass. Among the Guests, star-scattered on 
the grass,. And in your joyous errand reach the spot. Where I made one — turn 
down an empty glass.” 


p. xThe first time that Munro used the name of Saki was, I believe, in 1890, 
when he published in the Westminster Gazette the second of the political satires, 
which were afterwards collected in a volume, called Alice in Westminster. It 
was, I think, because the wistful philosophy of FitzGerald appealed to him, as it 
did to so many of his contemporaries, that he chose a pen-name from his verses. 
He loved the fleeting beauty of life. “There is one thing I care for and that is 
youth,” he once said. And he always remained youthful. It was perfectly natural 
for him, although he was then a man of forty, to celebrate the coming in of a new 
year by seizing the hands of strangers and flying round in a great here-we-go- 
round-the-mulberry-bush at Oxford Circus, and, later in the year, to dance in the 
moonlight round a bonfire in the country, invoking Apollo with entreaties for 
sunshine to waken the flowers. His last tale, For the Duration of the War, 
written when he was at the front, shows that his spirit remained youthful to the 
end. But if he gloried in the beauty of life, he was conscious of its sadness. 
Have we any book in which the joy and pain of life are so intimately blended as 
they are in The Unbearable Bassington? Munro himself laughed when he was 
looking through a collection of criticisms of that novel, some of p. xiwhich 


emphasised its gaiety and others its poignancy, and remarked that they would 
bewilder the people who read them. 

It is not my present purpose to write a biography of my friend. That is a task 
which must be discharged later, and an account of his life will be given in the 
first volume of the collected edition of his works, which it is proposed to publish 
after the war. Nevertheless, before writing of the transformation wrought in him 
by the war, it may be well to give a brief outline of his career. 

Munro was born in 1870 in Burmah, where his father, the late Colonel C. A. 
Munro, was stationed. At his christening he was named Hector Hugh. He 
belonged to a family with traditions of the two services. His paternal 
grandfather had been in the army, and his mother was a daughter of Rear- 
Admiral Mercer. Mrs. Munro died when her children were very young, and 
Hector, his elder brother and his sister were brought up by their father’s sisters, 
two maiden ladies, who were devoted to the children, but had old-fashioned 
Scottish ideas of discipline. Their home was near Barnstaple, a lonely house in a 
garden shut in by high stone walls with meadows beyond. The three children 
had no companions, and were thrown on their own resources for amusement. 
One of their diversions was to p. xiiproduce a newspaper. All through his 
childhood Hector professed violent Tory opinions, and at a very early age he 
began to take an interest in politics and to read any books or papers dealing with 
them that came his way. He loved, above all, the woodlands and the wild things 
in them, especially the birds. His delicate health caused his aunts somewhat to 
temper their severity in his case, but I fancy they must have had some difficulty 
in curbing his high spirits; for he was a thoroughly human boy and up to every 
sort of prank. He was sent for a time to a private school at Exmouth, and when 
he left it did lessons at home with his sister’s governess. Later he was sent to 
Bedford College. 

When school-days were over and Colonel Munro had returned to England for 
good, Hector and his sister were taken abroad by their father. They lived in 
Normandy and then in Dresden, where the first German words that Hector learnt 
were the names of birds, sometimes picked up from strangers in the zoological 
gardens. Then came a strenuous series of visits to German and Austrian cities, 
which Colonel Munro arranged as much for the education as the pleasure of his 
son and daughter. Museums and picture-galleries were visited everywhere. 
Hector amused himself by counting up the number of St. Sebastians in each 
gallery and making bets p. xiiiwith his sister as to which would have the most. 
Berlin won with eighteen. The impression made on Munro by this tour is to be 
seen in his books, and in the present volume there are two tales, The Interlopers 
and The Wolves of Cernogratz, which seem to have been inspired by the memory 


of some romantic castle in the heart of Europe. A short play, Karl Ludwig’s 
Window, which will be published later, is based on an idea given by a visit to a 
castle near Prague. 

After a long visit to Davos, Colonel Munro returned with his family to 
England and settled in North Devon, where he devoted himself during the next 
two years to directing the studies of his son and daughter. Then came another 
long visit to Davos, after which Hector left England and joined the Burmese 
Mounted Police. He once told me of the feeling of loneliness he experienced 
when he first arrived in Burmah, using almost the same words in which he 
described Bassington’s sense of isolation in the colony to which he was sent. 
That account of the young Englishman looking enviously at a native boy and 
girl, racing wildly along in the joy of youth and companionship, is one of the 
rare instances of autobiography in Munro’s works. He was unable to support the 
Burmese climate and, after having fever seven times in eleven months, p. xivwas 
forced to return to England. He remained at home for a year and hunted 
regularly with his sister during the winter. He then came to London with the 
intention of making a literary career for himself. His talent was recognised by 
Sir Francis Gould, to whom a friend had given him an introduction, and he soon 
began to write for the Westminster Gazette. Two years after he settled in 
London the publication of the political satires, based on Alice in Wonderland, 
brought him into prominence as a wit and a writer to be counted with. Mr. 
Balfour was his chief butt in these pieces. He was still, as he always remained, a 
Conservative, but he held at the time that Mr. Balfour’s leadership was a 
weakness to the party. 

In 1902 Munro went to the Balkans for the Morning Post, and later he 
became the correspondent of that paper in St. Petersburg, where he was during 
the revolution of 1905. 

He left St. Petersburg to represent the Morning Post in Paris, and returned to 
London in 1908, where the agreeable life of a man of letters with a brilliant 
reputation awaited him. He had a lodging in Mortimer Street and lived 
exceedingly simply. It was his custom to pass the morning in a dressing-gown 
writing. His writing-pad was usually propped up with a book to make it slant 
and he wrote slowly p. xvin a very clear hand, rarely erasing a word or making a 
correction. His air and the movement of his hand gave one the impression that 
he was drawing and not writing. He almost always lunched at a Lyons bread- 
shop, partly because it was economical and partly because, as he said, he got 
exactly the sort of luncheon he liked. He cared nothing for money. He had to 
earn his living, but he was content as long as he had enough money to supply his 


needs. When a friend once suggested a profitable field for his writings, he 
dismissed the idea by saying that he was not interested in the public for which it 
was proposed that he should write. He loved his art, and, by refusing to adopt a 
style that might have appealed to wider circles, he made himself a place in our 
literature which, in the opinion of many, will be lasting. Almost every day he 
played cards, either in the late afternoon or in the evening, at the Cocoa Tree 
Club. The sight of the wealth of others did not excite his envy. I remember his 
coming home from a ball and relating that he had sat at supper next a 
millionairess, whose doctor had prescribed a diet of milk-puddings. “I had a 
hearty supper,” he said gleefully, “and for all her millions she was unable to eat 
anything.” 

Munro was exceedingly generous. He would share his last sovereign with a 
friend, and nothing p. xvipleased him better than to entertain his friends at dinner 
in a club or restaurant. Nothing angered him more than meanness in others. I 
remember the indignation with which he spoke of a rich woman who had refused 
to give adequate help to a poor person, who stood in need of it. 

This even life in town, occasionally varied by a visit to a country house, was 
rudely disturbed by the shock of war. Munro was in the House of Commons 
when Sir Edward Grey made his statement on the position that this country was 
to take up. He told me that the strain of listening to that speech was so great that 
he found himself in a sweat. He described the slowness with which the Minister 
developed his argument and the way in which he stopped to put on his eye- 
glasses to read a memorandum and then took them off to continue, holding the 
House in suspense. That night we dined at a chop-house in the Strand with two 
friends. On our way Munro insisted on walking at a tremendous pace, and at 
dinner, when he ordered cheese and the waiter asked whether he wanted butter, 
he said peremptorily: “Cheese, no butter; there’s a war on.” A day or two later 
he was condemning himself for the slackness of the years in London and hiring a 
horse to take exercise, to which he was little addicted, in the Park. He was 
determined to fight. p. xviiNothing else was to have been expected of the man 
who wrote When William Came, a novel in which he used his supreme gift of 
irony to rouse his fellow-countrymen from their torpor and to stir them to take 
measures for the defence of the country. Punch declared that there had been no 
such conversational fireworks since Wilde, in reviewing this book, but Munro 
was more gratified by a word of encouragement sent him by Lord Roberts, after 
he had read the book, than by all the praise of the critics. He was over military 
age and he was not robust. In the first weeks of the war there seemed little 
chance of his being able to become a soldier. “And I have always looked 
forward to the romance of a European war,” he said. 


There still hangs in his room in Mortimer Street an old Flemish picture, 
which he had picked up somewhere, of horsemen in doublets and plumed hats, 
fighting beneath the walls of a city. It was, I think, the only painting in his 
possession. Perhaps it was this picture that represented to him the romance of 
which he spoke; but he did not hide from himself the terrible side of war. 
Happily thoughts about war can be given in his own words. The following piece 
appeared in the first edition of the Morning Post of April 23, 1915, under the 
title, An Old Love — 

p. xviii” I know nothing about war,’ a boy of nineteen said to me two days 
ago, ‘except, of course, that I’ve heard of its horrors; yet, somehow, in spite of 
the horrors, there seems to be something in it different to anything else in the 
world, something a little bit finer.’ 

“He spoke wistfully, as one who feared that to him war would always be an 
unreal, distant, second-hand thing, to be read about in special editions, and 
peeped at through the medium of cinematograph shows. He felt that the thing 
that was a little bit finer than anything else in the world would never come into 
his life. 

“Nearly every red-blooded human boy has had war, in some shape or form, 
for his first love; if his blood has remained red and he has kept some of his 
boyishness in after life, that first love will never have been forgotten. No one 
could really forget those wonderful leaden cavalry soldiers; the horses were as 
sleek and prancing as though they had never left the parade-ground, and the 
uniforms were correspondingly spick and span, but the amount of campaigning 
and fighting they got through was prodigious. There are other unforgettable 
memories for those who had brothers to play with and fight with, of sieges and 
ambushes and pitched encounters, of the slaying of an entire garrison without p. 
xixquarter, or of chivalrous, punctilious courtesy to a defeated enemy. Then 
there was the slow unfolding of the long romance of actual war, particularly of 
European war, ghastly, devastating, heartrending in its effect, and yet somehow 
captivating to the imagination. The Thirty Years’ War was one of the most 
hideously cruel wars ever waged, but, in conjunction with the subsequent 
campaigns of the Great Louis, it throws a glamour over the scene of the present 
struggle. The thrill that those far-off things call forth in us may be ethically 
indefensible, but it comes in the first place from something too deep to be driven 
out; the magic region of the Low Countries is beckoning to us again, as it 
beckoned to our forefathers, who went campaigning there almost from force of 
habit. 

“One must admit that we have in these Islands a variant from the red-blooded 
type. One or two young men have assured me that they are not in the least 


interested in the war— ‘I’m not at all patriotic, you know,’ they announce, as 
one might announce that one was not a vegetable or did not use a safety-razor. 
There are others whom I have met within the recent harrowing days who had no 
place for the war crisis in their thoughts and conversations; they would talk by 
the hour about chamber-music, Greek folk-dances, Florentine art, and the 
difficulty of p. xxgetting genuine old oak furniture, but the national honour and 
the national danger were topics that bored them. One felt that the war would 
affect them chiefly as involving a possible shortage in the supply of eau-de- 
Cologne or by debarring them from visiting some favourite art treasure at a 
Munich gallery. It is inconceivable that these persons were ever boys, they have 
certainly not grown up into men; one cannot call them womanish — the women 
of our race are made of different stuff. They belong to no sex and it seems a pity 
that they should belong to any nation; other nations probably have similar 
encumbrances, but we seem to have more of them than we either desire or 
deserve. 

“There are other men among us who are patriotic, one supposes, but with a 
patriotism that one cannot understand; it must be judged by a standard that we 
should never care to set up. It seems to place a huckstering interpretation on 
honour, to display sacred things in a shop window, marked in plain figures. ‘If 
we remained neutral,’ as a leading London morning paper once pleaded, ‘we 
should be, from the commercial point of view, in precisely the same position as 
the United States. We should be able to trade with all the belligerents (so far as 
war allows of trade with them); we should be able to capture the bulk of their 
trade in neutral p. xximarkets; we should keep our expenditure down; we should 
keep out of debt; we should have healthy finances.’ 

“A question was buzzing in my head by the time I had finished reading those 
alluring arguments: 


“Some men of noble stock were made;. Some glory in the murder-blade:. Some 
praise a science or an art,. But I like honourable trade. 


“The poet has given a satiric meaning to the last word but one in those lines; 
perhaps that is why they flashed so readily to the mind. 

“One remembers with some feeling of relief the spectacle last August of boys 
and youths marching and shouting through the streets in semi-disciplined mobs, 
waving the flags of France and Britain. There is perhaps nothing very patriotic 
in shouting and flag-waving, but it is the only way these youngsters had of 
showing their feelings.” 


When at last Munro managed to enlist in the 2nd King Edward’s Horse, he 
was supremely happy. He put on a trooper’s uniform with the exaltation of a 
novice assuming the religious habit. But after a few months he found that he 
was not strong enough for life in a cavalry regiment and he arranged to exchange 
into the 22nd Royal Fusiliers. He p. xxiichafed at the long months of training in 
England and longed to get to the front, but military discipline was to him 
something sacred and, whether in England or in France, he did his utmost to 
conform himself to it and to force others to do the same. One of his comrades 
told me that at the front they would sometimes put their packs on a passing lorry; 
it was against orders, and Munro refused to lighten the strain of a long march in 
this way, although the straps of the pack galled his shoulders. 

Twice he was offered a commission, but he refused to take one. He distrusted 
his ability to be a good officer and also he desired to go on fighting side by side 
with his comrades, one of whom, now an officer and a prisoner in Germany, had 
been his friend before the war. I was told by a man of his company that one day 
a General was conducted along the trenches by the Colonel commanding the 
regiment and recognised Munro, whom he had met at dinner-parties in London. 
“What on earth are you doing here?” he asked, and said that he had a job to be 
done at the rear which would be the very thing for him. Munro excused himself 
from accepting it. Another opportunity of less arduous work was offered him. 
Men who could speak German were ordered to report: interpreters were wanted 
to deal with prisoners. Munro reported, p. xxiiibut urged that it had taken him 
two years to get out to the front and that he desired to remain there. He was 
allowed to do as he wished. And his gaiety never left him. Those who were 
with him speak of the tales with which he amused them. He even founded a club 
in one place at which they were stationed, and called it the Back Kitchen Club, 
because the members met in the kitchen of a peasant’s cottage. 

When he came home on leave, it was evident that the strain of military life 
was telling on him. He was thin and his face was haggard. But the spiritual 
change wrought in him by the war was greater than the physical. He told me 
that he could never come back to the old life in London. And he wrote asking 
me to find out from a person in Russia whether it would be possible to acquire 
land in Siberia to till and to hunt, and whether a couple of Yakutsk lads could be 
got as servants. It was the love of the woodlands and the wild things in them, 
that he had felt as a child, returning. The dross had been burnt up in the flame of 
war. 

Munro fell in the Beaumont-Hamel action in November 1916. On the 12th he 
and his comrades were at Beldancourt. At one o’clock in the morning of the 


14th they went to Mailly. As the men were crossing No-Man’s-Land to occupy 
trenches evacuated p. xxivby the enemy, Munro was shot through the head. 

“Poor Saki! What an admiration we all had for him,” wrote the officer in 
command of the 22nd Royal Fusiliers. “I always quoted him as one of the 
heroes of the war. I saw daily the appalling discomforts he so cheerfully 
endured. He flatly refused to take a commission or in any way to allow me to try 
to make him more comfortable. General Vaughan told him that a brain like his 
was wasted as a private soldier. He just smiled. He was absolutely splendid. 
What courage! The men simply loved him.” 

Rothay Reynolds, 

September 1918. 


THE TOYS OF PEACE 


“Harvey,” said Eleanor Bope, handing her brother a cutting from a London 
morning paper of the 19th of March, “just read this about children’s toys, please; 
it exactly carries out some of our ideas about influence and upbringing.” 

“In the view of the National Peace Council,” ran the extract, “there are grave 
objections to presenting our boys with regiments of fighting men, batteries of 
guns, and squadrons of ‘Dreadnoughts.’ Boys, the Council admits, naturally 
love fighting and all the panoply of war . .. but that is no reason for 
encouraging, and perhaps giving permanent form to, their primitive instincts. At 
the Children’s Welfare Exhibition, which opens at Olympia in three weeks’ 
time, the Peace Council will make an alternative suggestion to parents in the 
shape of an exhibition of ‘peace toys.’ In front of a specially-painted 
representation of the Peace Palace at The Hague will be grouped, not miniature 
soldiers but miniature civilians, not guns but ploughs and the tools of industry . . 
. It is hoped that manufacturers may take a hint from the exhibit, which will bear 
fruit in the toy shops.” 

“The idea is certainly an interesting and very well-meaning one,” said 
Harvey; “whether it would succeed well in practice—” 

“We must try,” interrupted his sister; “you are coming down to us at Easter, 
and you always bring the boys some toys, so that will be an excellent 
opportunity for you to inaugurate the new experiment. Go about in the shops 
and buy any little toys and models that have special bearing on civilian life in its 
more peaceful aspects. Of course you must explain the toys to the children and 
interest them in the new idea. I regret to say that the ‘Siege of Adrianople’ toy, 
that their Aunt Susan sent them, didn’t need any explanation; they knew all the 
uniforms and flags, and even the names of the respective commanders, and when 
I heard them one day using what seemed to be the most objectionable language 
they said it was Bulgarian words of command; of course it may have been, but at 
any rate I took the toy away from them. Now I shall expect your Easter gifts to 
give quite a new impulse and direction to the children’s minds; Eric is not eleven 
yet, and Bertie is only nine-and-a-half, so they are really at a most 
impressionable age.” 

“There is primitive instinct to be taken into consideration, you know,” said 
Harvey doubtfully, “and hereditary tendencies as well. One of their great-uncles 
fought in the most intolerant fashion at Inkerman — he was specially mentioned 
in dispatches, I believe — and their great-grandfather smashed all his Whig 


neighbours’ hot houses when the great Reform Bill was passed. Still, as you 
say, they are at an impressionable age. I will do my best.” 

On Easter Saturday Harvey Bope unpacked a large, promising-looking red 
cardboard box under the expectant eyes of his nephews. “Your uncle has 
brought you the newest thing in toys,” Eleanor had said impressively, and 
youthful anticipation had been anxiously divided between Albanian soldiery and 
a Somali camel-corps. Eric was hotly in favour of the latter contingency. 
“There would be Arabs on horseback,” he whispered; “the Albanians have got 
jolly uniforms, and they fight all day long, and all night, too, when there’s a 
moon, but the country’s rocky, so they’ve got no cavalry.” 

A quantity of crinkly paper shavings was the first thing that met the view 
when the lid was removed; the most exiting toys always began like that. Harvey 
pushed back the top layer and drew forth a square, rather featureless building. 

“Tt’s a fort!” exclaimed Bertie. 

“Tt isn’t, it’s the palace of the Mpret of Albania,” said Eric, immensely proud 
of his knowledge of the exotic title; “it’s got no windows, you see, so that 
passers-by can’t fire in at the Royal Family.” 

“It’s a municipal dust-bin,” said Harvey hurriedly; “you see all the refuse and 
litter of a town is collected there, instead of lying about and injuring the health of 
the citizens.” 

In an awful silence he disinterred a little lead figure of a man in black clothes. 

“That,” he said, “is a distinguished civilian, John Stuart Mill. He was an 
authority on political economy.” 

“Why?” asked Bertie. 

“Well, he wanted to be; he thought it was a useful thing to be.” 

Bertie gave an expressive grunt, which conveyed his opinion that there was 
no accounting for tastes. 

Another square building came out, this time with windows and chimneys. 

“A model of the Manchester branch of the Young Women’s Christian 
Association,” said Harvey. 

“Are there any lions?” asked Eric hopefully. He had been reading Roman 
history and thought that where you found Christians you might reasonably 
expect to find a few lions. 

“There are no lions,” said Harvey. “Here is another civilian, Robert Raikes, 
the founder of Sunday schools, and here is a model of a municipal wash-house. 
These little round things are loaves baked in a sanitary bakehouse. That lead 
figure is a sanitary inspector, this one is a district councillor, and this one is an 
official of the Local Government Board.” 

“What does he do?” asked Eric wearily. 


“He sees to things connected with his Department,” said Harvey. “This box 
with a slit in it is a ballot-box. Votes are put into it at election times.” 

“What is put into it at other times?” asked Bertie. 

“Nothing. And here are some tools of industry, a wheelbarrow and a hoe, and 
I think these are meant for hop-poles. This is a model beehive, and that is a 
ventilator, for ventilating sewers. This seems to be another municipal dust-bin 
— no, it is a model of a school of art and public library. This little lead figure is 
Mrs. Hemans, a poetess, and this is Rowland Hill, who introduced the system of 
penny postage. This is Sir John Herschel, the eminent astrologer.” 

“Are we to play with these civilian figures?” asked Eric. 

“Of course,” said Harvey, “these are toys; they are meant to be played with.” 

“But how?” 

It was rather a poser. “You might make two of them contest a seat in 
Parliament,” said Harvey, “an have an election—” 

“With rotten eggs, and free fights, and ever so many broken heads!” 
exclaimed Eric. 

“And noses all bleeding and everybody drunk as can be,” echoed Bertie, who 
had carefully studied one of Hogarth’s pictures. 

“Nothing of the kind,” said Harvey, “nothing in the least like that. Votes will 
be put in the ballot-box, and the Mayor will count them — and he will say which 
has received the most votes, and then the two candidates will thank him for 
presiding, and each will say that the contest has been conducted throughout in 
the pleasantest and most straightforward fashion, and they part with expressions 
of mutual esteem. There’s a jolly game for you boys to play. I never had such 
toys when I was young.” 

“I don’t think we’ll play with them just now,” said Eric, with an entire 
absence of the enthusiasm that his uncle had shown; “I think perhaps we ought 
to do a little of our holiday task. It’s history this time; we’ve got to learn up 
something about the Bourbon period in France.” 

“The Bourbon period,” said Harvey, with some disapproval in his voice. 

“We’ve got to know something about Louis the Fourteenth,” continued Eric; 
“T’ve learnt the names of all the principal battles already.” 

This would never do. “There were, of course, some battles fought during his 
reign,” said Harvey, “but I fancy the accounts of them were much exaggerated; 
news was very unreliable in those days, and there were practically no war 
correspondents, so generals and commanders could magnify every little skirmish 
they engaged in till they reached the proportions of decisive battles. Louis was 
really famous, now, as a landscape gardener; the way he laid out Versailles was 
so much admired that it was copied all over Europe.” 


“Do you know anything about Madame Du Barry?” asked Eric; “didn’t she 
have her head chopped off?” 

“She was another great lover of gardening,” said Harvey, evasively; “in fact, I 
believe the well known rose Du Barry was named after her, and now I think you 
had better play for a little and leave your lessons till later.” 

Harvey retreated to the library and spent some thirty or forty minutes in 
wondering whether it would be possible to compile a history, for use in 
elementary schools, in which there should be no prominent mention of battles, 
massacres, murderous intrigues, and violent deaths. The York and Lancaster 
period and the Napoleonic era would, he admitted to himself, present 
considerable difficulties, and the Thirty Years’ War would entail something of a 
gap if you left it out altogether. Still, it would be something gained if, at a 
highly impressionable age, children could be got to fix their attention on the 
invention of calico printing instead of the Spanish Armada or the Battle of 
Waterloo. 

It was time, he thought, to go back to the boys’ room, and see how they were 
getting on with their peace toys. As he stood outside the door he could hear 
Eric’s voice raised in command; Bertie chimed in now and again with a helpful 
suggestion. 

“That is Louis the Fourteenth,” Eric was saying, “that one in knee-breeches, 
that Uncle said invented Sunday schools. It isn’t a bit like him, but it’ll have to 
do.” 

“We’ll give him a purple coat from my paintbox by and by,” said Bertie. 

“Yes, an’ red heels. That is Madame de Maintenon, that one he called Mrs. 
Hemans. She begs Louis not to go on this expedition, but he turns a deaf ear. 
He takes Marshal Saxe with him, and we must pretend that they have thousands 
of men with them. The watchword is Qui vive? and the answer is L’état c’est 
moi — that was one of his favourite remarks, you know. ‘They land at 
Manchester in the dead of the night, and a Jacobite conspirator gives them the 
keys of the fortress.” 

Peeping in through the doorway Harvey observed that the municipal dust-bin 
had been pierced with holes to accommodate the muzzles of imaginary cannon, 
and now represented the principal fortified position in Manchester; John Stuart 
Mill had been dipped in red ink, and apparently stood for Marshal Saxe. 

“Louis orders his troops to surround the Young Women’s Christian 
Association and seize the lot of them. ‘Once back at the Louvre and the girls are 
mine,’ he exclaims. We must use Mrs. Hemans again for one of the girls; she 
says ‘Never,’ and stabs Marshal Saxe to the heart.” 


“He bleeds dreadfully,” exclaimed Bertie, splashing red ink liberally over the 
façade of the Association building. 

“The soldiers rush in and avenge his death with the utmost savagery. A 
hundred girls are killed” — here Bertie emptied the remainder of the red ink 
over the devoted building— “and the surviving five hundred are dragged off to 
the French ships. ‘I have lost a Marshal,’ says Louis, ‘but I do not go back 
empty-handed.’” 

Harvey stole away from the room, and sought out his sister. 

“Eleanor,” he said, “the experiment—” 

“Yes?” 

“Has failed. We have begun too late.” 


LOUISE 


“The tea will be quite cold, you’d better ring for some more,” said the Dowager 
Lady Beanford. 

Susan Lady Beanford was a vigorous old woman who had coquetted with 
imaginary ill-health for the greater part of a lifetime; Clovis Sangrail irreverently 
declared that she had caught a chill at the Coronation of Queen Victoria and had 
never let it go again. Her sister, Jane Thropplestance, who was some years her 
junior, was chiefly remarkable for being the most absent-minded woman in 
Middlesex. 

“T’ve really been unusually clever this afternoon,” she remarked gaily, as she 
rang for the tea. “I’ve called on all the people I meant to call on; and I’ve done 
all the shopping that I set out to do. I even remembered to try and match that 
silk for you at Harrod’s, but I’d forgotten to bring the pattern with me, so it was 
no use. I really think that was the only important thing I forgot during the whole 
afternoon. Quite wonderful for me, isn’t it?” 

“What have you done with Louise?” asked her sister. “Didn’t you take her 
out with you? You said you were going to.” 

“Good gracious,” exclaimed Jane, “what have I done with Louise? I must 
have left her somewhere.” 

“But where?” 

“That’s just it. Where have I left her? I can’t remember if the Carrywoods 
were at home or if I just left cards. If there were at home I may have left Louise 
there to play bridge. I’ll go and telephone to Lord Carrywood and find out.” 

“Is that you, Lord Carrywood?” she queried over the telephone; “it’s me, Jane 
Thropplestance. I want to know, have you seen Louise?” 

““T.ouise,’” came the answer, “it’s been my fate to see it three times. At first, 
I must admit, I wasn’t impressed by it, but the music grows on one after a bit. 
Still, I don’t think I want to see it again just at present. Were you going to offer 
me a Seat in your box?” 

“Not the opera ‘Louise’ — my niece, Louise Thropplestance. I thought I 
might have left her at your house.” 

“You left cards on us this afternoon, I understand, but I don’t think you left a 
niece. The footman would have been sure to have mentioned it if you had. Is it 
going to be a fashion to leave nieces on people as well as cards? I hope not; 
some of these houses in Berkeley-square have practically no accommodation for 
that sort of thing.” 
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“She’s not at the Carrywoods’,” announced Jane, returning to her tea; “now I 
come to think of it, perhaps I left her at the silk counter at Selfridge’s. I may 
have told her to wait there a moment while I went to look at the silks in a better 
light, and I may easily have forgotten about her when I found I hadn’t your 
pattern with me. In that case she’s still sitting there. She wouldn’t move unless 
she was told to; Louise has no initiative.” 

“You said you tried to match the silk at Harrod’s,” interjected the dowager. 

“Did I? Perhaps it was Harrod’s. I really don’t remember. It was one of 
those places where every one is so kind and sympathetic and devoted that one 
almost hates to take even a reel of cotton away from such pleasant 
surroundings.” 

“T think you might have taken Louise away. I don’t like the idea of her being 
there among a lot of strangers. Supposing some unprincipled person was to get 
into conversation with her.” 

“Impossible. Louise has no conversation. I’ve never discovered a single 
topic on which she’d anything to say beyond ‘Do you think so? I dare say 
you’re right.’ I really thought her reticence about the fall of the Ribot Ministry 
was ridiculous, considering how much her dear mother used to visit Paris. This 
bread and butter is cut far too thin; it crumbles away long before you can get it to 
your mouth. One feels so absurd, snapping at one’s food in mid-air, like a trout 
leaping at may-fly.” 

“T am rather surprised,” said the dowager, “that you can sit there making a 
hearty tea when you’ve just lost a favourite niece.” 

“You talk as if Pd lost her in a churchyard sense, instead of having 
temporarily mislaid her. I’m sure to remember presently where I left her.” 

“You didn’t visit any place of devotion, did you? If you’ve left her mooning 
about Westminster Abbey or St. Peter’s, Eaton Square, without being able to 
give any Satisfactory reason why she’s there, she’ll be seized under the Cat and 
Mouse Act and sent to Reginald McKenna.” 

“That would be extremely awkward,” said Jane, meeting an irresolute piece 
of bread and butter halfway; “we hardly know the McKennas, and it would be 
very tiresome having to telephone to some unsympathetic private secretary, 
describing Louise to him and asking to have her sent back in time for dinner. 
Fortunately, I didn’t go to any place of devotion, though I did get mixed up with 
a Salvation Army procession. It was quite interesting to be at close quarters with 
them, they’re so absolutely different to what they used to be when I first 
remember them in the ‘eighties. They used to go about then unkempt and 
dishevelled, in a sort of smiling rage with the world, and now they’re spruce and 
jaunty and flamboyantly decorative, like a geranium bed with religious 


convictions. Laura Kettleway was going on about them in the lift of the Dover 
Street Tube the other day, saying what a lot of good work they did, and what a 
loss it would have been if they’d never existed. ‘If they had never existed,’ I 
said, ‘Granville Barker would have been certain to have invented something that 
looked exactly like them.’ If you say things like that, quite loud, in a Tube lift, 
they always sound like epigrams.” 

“T think you ought to do something about Louise,” said the dowager. 

“Pm trying to think whether she was with me when I called on Ada 
Spelvexit. I rather enjoyed myself there. Ada was trying, as usual, to ram that 
odious Koriatoffski woman down my throat, knowing perfectly well that I detest 
her, and in an unguarded moment she said: ‘She’s leaving her present house and 
going to Lower Seymour Street.’ ‘I dare say she will, if she stays there long 
enough,’ I said. Ada didn’t see it for about three minutes, and then she was 
positively uncivil. No, I am certain I didn’t leave Louise there.” 

“If you could manage to remember where you did leave her, it would be more 
to the point than these negative assurances,” said Lady Beanford; “so far, all we 
know is that she is not at the Carrywoods’, or Ada Spelvexit’s, or Westminster 
Abbey.” 

“That narrows the search down a bit,” said Jane hopefully; “I rather fancy she 
must have been with me when I went to Mornay’s. I know I went to Mornay’s, 
because I remember meeting that delightful Malcolm What’s-his-name there — 
you know whom I mean. That’s the great advantage of people having unusual 
first names, you needn’t try and remember what their other name is. Of course I 
know one or two other Malcolms, but none that could possibly be described as 
delightful. He gave me two tickets for the Happy Sunday Evenings in Sloane 
Square. I’ve probably left them at Mornay’s, but still it was awfully kind of him 
to give them to me.” 

“Do you think you left Louise there?” 

“I might telephone and ask. Oh, Robert, before you clear the tea-things away 
I wish you’d ring up Mornay’s, in Regent Street, and ask if I left two theatre 
tickets and one niece in their shop this afternoon.” 

“A niece, ma’am?” asked the footman. 

“Yes, Miss Louise didn’t come home with me, and I’m not sure where I left 
her.” 

“Miss Louise has been upstairs all the afternoon, ma’am, reading to the 
second kitchenmaid, who has the neuralgia. I took up tea to Miss Louise at a 
quarter to five o’clock, ma’am.” 

“Of course, how silly of me. I remember now, I asked her to read the Faerie 
Queene to poor Emma, to try to send her to sleep. I always get some one to read 


the Faerie Queene to me when I have neuralgia, and it usually sends me to 
sleep. Louise doesn’t seem to have been successful, but one can’t say she hasn’t 
tried. I expect after the first hour or so the kitchenmaid would rather have been 
left alone with her neuralgia, but of course Louise wouldn’t leave off till some 
one told her to. Anyhow, you can ring up Mornay’s, Robert, and ask whether I 
left two theatre tickets there. Except for your silk, Susan, those seem to be the 
only things I’ve forgotten this afternoon. Quite wonderful for me.” 


TEA 


James Cushat-Prinkly was a young man who had always had a settled conviction 
that one of these days he would marry; up to the age of thirty-four he had done 
nothing to justify that conviction. He liked and admired a great many women 
collectively and dispassionately without singling out one for especial 
matrimonial consideration, just as one might admire the Alps without feeling 
that one wanted any particular peak as one’s own private property. His lack of 
initiative in this matter aroused a certain amount of impatience among the 
sentimentally-minded women-folk of his home circle; his mother, his sisters, an 
aunt-in-residence, and two or three intimate matronly friends regarded his 
dilatory approach to the married state with a disapproval that was far from being 
inarticulate. His most innocent flirtations were watched with the straining 
eagerness which a group of unexercised terriers concentrates on the slightest 
movements of a human being who may be reasonably considered likely to take 
them for a walk. No decent-souled mortal can long resist the pleading of several 
pairs of walk-beseeching dog-eyes; James Cushat-Prinkly was not sufficiently 
obstinate or indifferent to home influences to disregard the obviously expressed 
wish of his family that he should become enamoured of some nice marriageable 
girl, and when his Uncle Jules departed this life and bequeathed him a 
comfortable little legacy it really seemed the correct thing to do to set about 
discovering some one to share it with him. The process of discovery was carried 
on more by the force of suggestion and the weight of public opinion than by any 
initiative of his own; a clear working majority of his female relatives and the 
aforesaid matronly friends had pitched on Joan Sebastable as the most suitable 
young woman in his range of acquaintance to whom he might propose marriage, 
and James became gradually accustomed to the idea that he and Joan would go 
together through the prescribed stages of congratulations, present-receiving, 
Norwegian or Mediterranean hotels, and eventual domesticity. It was necessary, 
however to ask the lady what she thought about the matter; the family had so far 
conducted and directed the flirtation with ability and discretion, but the actual 
proposal would have to be an individual effort. 

Cushat-Prinkly walked across the Park towards the Sebastable residence in a 
frame of mind that was moderately complacent. As the thing was going to be 
done he was glad to feel that he was going to get it settled and off his mind that 
afternoon. Proposing marriage, even to a nice girl like Joan, was a rather 
irksome business, but one could not have a honeymoon in Minorca and a 
subsequent life of married happiness without such preliminary. He wondered 


what Minorca was really like as a place to stop in; in his mind’s eye it was an 
island in perpetual half-mourning, with black or white Minorca hens running all 
over it. Probably it would not be a bit like that when one came to examine it. 
People who had been in Russia had told him that they did not remember having 
seen any Muscovy ducks there, so it was possible that there would be no 
Minorca fowls on the island. 

His Mediterranean musings were interrupted by the sound of a clock striking 
the half-hour. Half-past four. A frown of dissatisfaction settled on his face. He 
would arrive at the Sebastable mansion just at the hour of afternoon tea. Joan 
would be seated at a low table, spread with an array of silver kettles and cream- 
jugs and delicate porcelain tea-cups, behind which her voice would tinkle 
pleasantly in a series of little friendly questions about weak or strong tea, how 
much, if any, sugar, milk, cream, and so forth. “Is it one lump? I forgot. You 
do take milk, don’t you? Would you like some more hot water, if it’s too 
strong?” 

Cushat-Prinkly had read of such things in scores of novels, and hundreds of 
actual experiences had told him that they were true to life. Thousands of 
women, at this solemn afternoon hour, were sitting behind dainty porcelain and 
silver fittings, with their voices tinkling pleasantly in a cascade of solicitous little 
questions. Cushat-Prinkly detested the whole system of afternoon tea. 
According to his theory of life a woman should lie on a divan or couch, talking 
with incomparable charm or looking unutterable thoughts, or merely silent as a 
thing to be looked on, and from behind a silken curtain a small Nubian page 
should silently bring in a tray with cups and dainties, to be accepted silently, as a 
matter of course, without drawn-out chatter about cream and sugar and hot 
water. If one’s soul was really enslaved at one’s mistress’s feet how could one 
talk coherently about weakened tea? Cushat-Prinkly had never expounded his 
views on the subject to his mother; all her life she had been accustomed to tinkle 
pleasantly at tea-time behind dainty porcelain and silver, and if he had spoken to 
her about divans and Nubian pages she would have urged him to take a week’s 
holiday at the seaside. Now, as he passed through a tangle of small streets that 
led indirectly to the elegant Mayfair terrace for which he was bound, a horror at 
the idea of confronting Joan Sebastable at her tea-table seized on him. A 
momentary deliverance presented itself; on one floor of a narrow little house at 
the noisier end of Esquimault Street lived Rhoda Ellam, a sort of remote cousin, 
who made a living by creating hats out of costly materials. The hats really 
looked as if they had come from Paris; the cheques she got for them 
unfortunately never looked as if they were going to Paris. However, Rhoda 
appeared to find life amusing and to have a fairly good time in spite of her 


Straitened circumstances. Cushat-Prinkly decided to climb up to her floor and 
defer by half-an-hour or so the important business which lay before him; by 
spinning out his visit he could contrive to reach the Sebastable mansion after the 
last vestiges of dainty porcelain had been cleared away. 

Rhoda welcomed him into a room that seemed to do duty as workshop, 
sitting-room, and kitchen combined, and to be wonderfully clean and 
comfortable at the same time. 

“Tm having a picnic meal,” she announced. “There’s caviare in that jar at 
your elbow. Begin on that brown bread-and-butter while I cut some more. Find 
yourself a cup; the teapot is behind you. Now tell me about hundreds of things.” 

She made no other allusion to food, but talked amusingly and made her 
visitor talk amusingly too. At the same time she cut the bread-and-butter with a 
masterly skill and produced red pepper and sliced lemon, where so many women 
would merely have produced reasons and regrets for not having any. Cushat- 
Prinkly found that he was enjoying an excellent tea without having to answer as 
many questions about it as a Minister for Agriculture might be called on to reply 
to during an outbreak of cattle plague. 

“And now tell me why you have come to see me,” said Rhoda suddenly. 
“You arouse not merely my curiosity but my business instincts. I hope you’ve 
come about hats. I heard that you had come into a legacy the other day, and, of 
course, it struck me that it would be a beautiful and desirable thing for you to 
celebrate the event by buying brilliantly expensive hats for all your sisters. They 
may not have said anything about it, but I feel sure the same idea has occurred to 
them. Of course, with Goodwood on us, I am rather rushed just now, but in my 
business we’re accustomed to that; we live in a series of rushes — like the infant 
Moses.” 

“I didn’t come about hats,” said her visitor. “In fact, I don’t think I really 
came about anything. I was passing and I just thought I’d look in and see you. 
Since I’ve been sitting talking to you, however, a rather important idea has 
occurred to me. If you’ll forget Goodwood for a moment and listen to me, PI 
tell you what it is.” 

Some forty minutes later James Cushat-Prinkly returned to the bosom of his 
family, bearing an important piece of news. 

“I’m engaged to be married,” he announced. 

A rapturous outbreak of congratulation and self-applause broke out. 

“Ah, we knew! We saw it coming! We foretold it weeks ago!” 

“PII bet you didn’t,” said Cushat-Prinkly. “If any one had told me at lunch- 
time to-day that I was going to ask Rhoda Ellam to marry me and that she was 
going to accept me I would have laughed at the idea.” 


The romantic suddenness of the affair in some measure compensated James’s 
women-folk for the ruthless negation of all their patient effort and skilled 
diplomacy. It was rather trying to have to deflect their enthusiasm at a 
moment’s notice from Joan Sebastable to Rhoda Ellam; but, after all, it was 
James’s wife who was in question, and his tastes had some claim to be 
considered. 

On a September afternoon of the same year, after the honeymoon in Minorca 
had ended, Cushat-Prinkly came into the drawing-room of his new house in 
Granchester Square. Rhoda was seated at a low table, behind a service of dainty 
porcelain and gleaming silver. There was a pleasant tinkling note in her voice as 
she handed him a cup. 

“You like it weaker than that, don’t you? Shall I put some more hot water to 
it? No?” 


THE DISAPPEARANCE OF CRISPINA UMBERLEIGH 


In a first-class carriage of a train speeding Balkanward across the flat, green 
Hungarian plain two Britons sat in friendly, fitful converse. They had first 
foregathered in the cold grey dawn at the frontier line, where the presiding eagle 
takes on an extra head and Teuton lands pass from Hohenzollern to Habsburg 
keeping — and where a probing official beak requires to delve in polite and 
perhaps perfunctory, but always tiresome, manner into the baggage of sleep- 
hungry passengers. After a day’s break of their journey at Vienna the travellers 
had again foregathered at the trainside and paid one another the compliment of 
settling instinctively into the same carriage. The elder of the two had the 
appearance and manner of a diplomat; in point of fact he was the well-connected 
foster-brother of a wine business. The other was certainly a journalist. Neither 
man was talkative and each was grateful to the other for not being talkative. 
That is why from time to time they talked. 

One topic of conversation naturally thrust itself forward in front of all others. 
In Vienna the previous day they had learned of the mysterious vanishing of a 
world-famous picture from the walls of the Louvre. 

“A dramatic disappearance of that sort is sure to produce a crop of 
imitations,” said the Journalist. 

“Tt has had a lot of anticipations, for the matter of that,” said the Wine- 
brother. 

“Oh, of course there have been thefts from the Louvre before.” 

“T was thinking of the spiriting away of human beings rather than pictures. In 
particular I was thinking of the case of my aunt, Crispina Umberleigh.” 

“T remember hearing something of the affair,” said the Journalist, “but I was 
away from England at the time. I never quite knew what was supposed to have 
happened.” 

“You may hear what really happened if you will respect it as a confidence,” 
said the Wine Merchant. “In the first place I may say that the disappearance of 
Mrs. Umberleigh was not regarded by the family entirely as a bereavement. My 
uncle, Edward Umberleigh, was not by any means a weak-kneed individual, in 
fact in the world of politics he had to be reckoned with more or less as a strong 
man, but he was unmistakably dominated by Crispina; indeed I never met any 
human being who was not frozen into subjection when brought into prolonged 
contact with her. Some people are born to command; Crispina Mrs. Umberleigh 
was born to legislate, codify, administrate, censor, license, ban, execute, and sit 
in judgement generally. If she was not born with that destiny she adopted it at 


an early age. From the kitchen regions upwards every one in the household 
came under her despotic sway and stayed there with the submissiveness of 
molluscs involved in a glacial epoch. As a nephew on a footing of only 
occasional visits she affected me merely as an epidemic, disagreeable while it 
lasted, but without any permanent effect; but her own sons and daughters stood 
in mortal awe of her; their studies, friendships, diet, amusements, religious 
observances, and way of doing their hair were all regulated and ordained 
according to the august lady’s will and pleasure. This will help you to 
understand the sensation of stupefaction which was caused in the family when 
she unobtrusively and inexplicably vanished. It was as though St. Paul’s 
Cathedral or the Piccadilly Hotel had disappeared in the night, leaving nothing 
but an open space to mark where it had stood. As far as was known nothing was 
troubling her; in fact there was much before her to make life particularly well 
worth living. The youngest boy had come back from school with an 
unsatisfactory report, and she was to have sat in judgement on him the very 
afternoon of the day she disappeared — if it had been he who had vanished in a 
hurry one could have supplied the motive. Then she was in the middle of a 
newspaper correspondence with a rural dean in which she had already proved 
him guilty of heresy, inconsistency, and unworthy quibbling, and no ordinary 
consideration would have induced her to discontinue the controversy. Of course 
the matter was put in the hands of the police, but as far as possible it was kept 
out of the papers, and the generally accepted explanation of her withdrawal from 
her social circle was that she had gone into a nursing home.” 

“And what was the immediate effect on the home circle?” asked the 
Journalist. 

“All the girls bought themselves bicycles; the feminine cycling craze was still 
in existence, and Crispina had rigidly vetoed any participation in it among the 
members of her household. The youngest boy let himself go to such an extent 
during his next term that it had to be his last as far as that particular 
establishment was concerned. The elder boys propounded a theory that their 
mother might be wandering somewhere abroad, and searched for her 
assiduously, chiefly, it must be admitted, in a class of Montmartre resort where it 
was extremely improbable that she would be found.” 

“And all this while couldn’t your uncle get hold of the least clue?” 

“As a matter of fact he had received some information, though of course I did 
not know of it at the time. He got a message one day telling him that his wife 
had been kidnapped and smuggled out of the country; she was said to be hidden 
away, in one of the islands off the coast of Norway I think it was, in comfortable 
surroundings and well cared for. And with the information came a demand for 


money; a lump sum of £2000 was to be paid yearly. Failing this she would be 
immediately restored to her family.” 

The Journalist was silent for a moment, and them began to laugh quietly. 

“Tt was certainly an inverted form of holding to ransom,” he said. 

“If you had known my aunt,” said the Wine Merchant, “you would have 
wondered that they didn’t put the figure higher.” 

“T realise the temptation. Did your uncle succumb to it?” 

“Well, you see, he had to think of others as well as himself. For the family to 
have gone back into the Crispina thraldom after having tasted the delights of 
liberty would have been a tragedy, and there were even wider considerations to 
be taken into account. Since his bereavement he had unconsciously taken up a 
far bolder and more initiatory line in public affairs, and his popularity and 
influence had increased correspondingly. From being merely a strong man in 
the political world he began to be spoken of as the strong man. All this he knew 
would be jeopardised if he once more dropped into the social position of the 
husband of Mrs. Umberleigh. He was a rich man, and the £2000 a year, though 
not exactly a fleabite, did not seem an extravagant price to pay for the boarding- 
out of Crispina. Of course, he had severe qualms of conscience about the 
arrangement. Later on, when he took me into his confidence, he told me that in 
paying the ransom, or hush-money as I should have called it, he was partly 
influenced by the fear that if he refused it the kidnappers might have vented their 
rage and disappointment on their captive. It was better, he said, to think of her 
being well cared for as a highly-valued paying-guest in one of the Lofoden 
Islands than to have her struggling miserably home in a maimed and mutilated 
condition. Anyway he paid the yearly instalment as punctually as one pays a fire 
insurance, and with equal promptitude there would come an acknowledgment of 
the money and a brief statement to the effect that Crispina was in good health 
and fairly cheerful spirits. One report even mentioned that she was busying 
herself with a scheme for proposed reforms in Church management to be pressed 
on the local pastorate. Another spoke of a rheumatic attack and a journey to a 
‘cure’ on the mainland, and on that occasion an additional eighty pounds was 
demanded and conceded. Of course it was to the interest of the kidnappers to 
keep their charge in good health, but the secrecy with which they managed to 
shroud their arrangements argued a really wonderful organisation. If my uncle 
was paying a rather high price, at least he could console himself with the 
reflection that he was paying specialists’ fees.” 

“Meanwhile had the police given up all attempts to track the missing lady?” 
asked the Journalist. 


“Not entirely; they came to my uncle from time to time to report on clues 
which they thought might yield some elucidation as to her fate or whereabouts, 
but I think they had their suspicions that he was possessed of more information 
than he had put at their disposal. And then, after a disappearance of more than 
eight years, Crispina returned with dramatic suddenness to the home she had left 
so mysteriously.” 

“She had given her captors the slip?” 

“She had never been captured. Her wandering away had been caused by a 
sudden and complete loss of memory. She usually dressed rather in the style of 
a superior kind of charwoman, and it was not so very surprising that she should 
have imagined that she was one; and still less that people should accept her 
statement and help her to get work. She had wandered as far afield as 
Birmingham, and found fairly steady employment there, her energy and 
enthusiasm in putting people’s rooms in order counterbalancing her obstinate 
and domineering characteristics. It was the shock of being patronisingly 
addressed as ‘my good woman’ by a curate, who was disputing with her where 
the stove should be placed in a parish concert hall that led to the sudden 
restoration of her memory. ‘I think you forget who you are speaking to,’ she 
observed crushingly, which was rather unduly severe, considering she had only 
just remembered it herself.” 

“But,” exclaimed the Journalist, “the Lofoden Island people! Who had they 
got hold of?” 

“A purely mythical prisoner. It was an attempt in the first place by some one 
who knew something of the domestic situation, probably a discharged valet, to 
bluff a lump sum out of Edward Umberleigh before the missing woman turned 
up; the subsequent yearly instalments were an unlooked-for increment to the 
original haul. 

“Crispina found that the eight years’ interregnum had materially weakened 
her ascendancy over her now grown-up offspring. Her husband, however, never 
accomplished anything great in the political world after her return; the strain of 
trying to account satisfactorily for an unspecified expenditure of sixteen 
thousand pounds spread over eight years sufficiently occupied his mental 
energies. Here is Belgrad and another custom house.” 


THE WOLVES OF CERNOGRATZ 


“Are there any old legends attached to the castle?” asked Conrad of his sister. 
Conrad was a prosperous Hamburg merchant, but he was the one poetically- 
dispositioned member of an eminently practical family. 

The Baroness Gruebel shrugged her plump shoulders. 

“There are always legends hanging about these old places. They are not 
difficult to invent and they cost nothing. In this case there is a story that when 
any one dies in the castle all the dogs in the village and the wild beasts in forest 
howl the night long. It would not be pleasant to listen to, would it?” 

“Tt would be weird and romantic,” said the Hamburg merchant. 

“Anyhow, it isn’t true,” said the Baroness complacently; “since we bought the 
place we have had proof that nothing of the sort happens. When the old mother- 
in-law died last springtime we all listened, but there was no howling. It is just a 
story that lends dignity to the place without costing anything.” 

“The story is not as you have told it,” said Amalie, the grey old governess. 
Every one turned and looked at her in astonishment. She was wont to sit silent 
and prim and faded in her place at table, never speaking unless some one spoke 
to her, and there were few who troubled themselves to make conversation with 
her. To-day a sudden volubility had descended on her; she continued to talk, 
rapidly and nervously, looking straight in front of her and seeming to address no 
one in particular. 

“Tt is not when any one dies in the castle that the howling is heard. It was 
when one of the Cernogratz family died here that the wolves came from far and 
near and howled at the edge of the forest just before the death hour. There were 
only a few couple of wolves that had their lairs in this part of the forest, but at 
such a time the keepers say there would be scores of them, gliding about in the 
shadows and howling in chorus, and the dogs of the castle and the village and all 
the farms round would bay and howl in fear and anger at the wolf chorus, and as 
the soul of the dying one left its body a tree would crash down in the park. That 
is what happened when a Cernogratz died in his family castle. But for a stranger 
dying here, of course no wolf would howl and no tree would fall. Oh, no.” 

There was a note of defiance, almost of contempt, in her voice as she said the 
last words. The well-fed, much-too-well dressed Baroness stared angrily at the 
dowdy old woman who had come forth from her usual and seemly position of 
effacement to speak so disrespectfully. 

“You seem to know quite a lot about the von Cernogratz legends, Fraulein 
Schmidt,” she said sharply; “I did not know that family histories were among the 


subjects you are supposed to be proficient in.” 

The answer to her taunt was even more unexpected and astonishing than the 
conversational outbreak which had provoked it. 

“T am a von Cernogratz myself,” said the old woman, “that is why I know the 
family history.” 

“You a von Cernogratz? You!” came in an incredulous chorus. 

“When we became very poor,” she explained, “and I had to go out and give 
teaching lessons, I took another name; I thought it would be more in keeping. 
But my grandfather spent much of his time as a boy in this castle, and my father 
used to tell me many stories about it, and, of course, I knew all the family 
legends and stories. When one has nothing left to one but memories, one guards 
and dusts them with especial care. I little thought when I took service with you 
that I should one day come with you to the old home of my family. I could wish 
it had been anywhere else.” 

There was silence when she finished speaking, and then the Baroness turned 
the conversation to a less embarrassing topic than family histories. But 
afterwards, when the old governess had slipped away quietly to her duties, there 
arose a clamour of derision and disbelief. 

“Tt was an impertinence,” snapped out the Baron, his protruding eyes taking 
on a scandalised expression; “fancy the woman talking like that at our table. She 
almost told us we were nobodies, and I don’t believe a word of it. She is just 
Schmidt and nothing more. She has been talking to some of the peasants about 
the old Cernogratz family, and raked up their history and their stories.” 

“She wants to make herself out of some consequence,” said the Baroness; 
“she knows she will soon be past work and she wants to appeal to our 
sympathies. Her grandfather, indeed!” 

The Baroness had the usual number of grandfathers, but she never, never 
boasted about them. 

“I dare say her grandfather was a pantry boy or something of the sort in the 
castle,” sniggered the Baron; “that part of the story may be true.” 

The merchant from Hamburg said nothing; he had seen tears in the old 
woman’s eyes when she spoke of guarding her memories — or, being of an 
imaginative disposition, he thought he had. 

“T shall give her notice to go as soon as the New Year festivities are over,” 
said the Baroness; “till then I shall be too busy to manage without her.” 

But she had to manage without her all the same, for in the cold biting weather 
after Christmas, the old governess fell ill and kept to her room. 

“Tt is most provoking,” said the Baroness, as her guests sat round the fire on 
one of the last evenings of the dying year; “all the time that she has been with us 


I cannot remember that she was ever seriously ill, too ill to go about and do her 
work, I mean. And now, when I have the house full, and she could be useful in 
so many ways, she goes and breaks down. One is sorry for her, of course, she 
looks so withered and shrunken, but it is intensely annoying all the same.” 

“Most annoying,” agreed the banker’s wife, sympathetically; “it is the intense 
cold, I expect, it breaks the old people up. It has been unusually cold this year.” 

“The frost is the sharpest that has been known in December for many years,” 
said the Baron. 

“And, of course, she is quite old,” said the Baroness; “I wish I had given her 
notice some weeks ago, then she would have left before this happened to her. 
Why, Wappi, what is the matter with you?” 

The small, woolly lapdog had leapt suddenly down from its cushion and crept 
shivering under the sofa. At the same moment an outburst of angry barking 
came from the dogs in the castle-yard, and other dogs could be heard yapping 
and barking in the distance. 

“What is disturbing the animals?” asked the Baron. 

And then the humans, listening intently, heard the sound that had roused the 
dogs to their demonstrations of fear and rage; heard a long-drawn whining howl, 
rising and falling, seeming at one moment leagues away, at others sweeping 
across the snow until it appeared to come from the foot of the castle walls. All 
the starved, cold misery of a frozen world, all the relentless hunger-fury of the 
wild, blended with other forlorn and haunting melodies to which one could give 
no name, seemed concentrated in that wailing cry. 

“Wolves!” cried the Baron. 

Their music broke forth in one raging burst, seeming to come from 
everywhere. 

“Hundreds of wolves,” said the Hamburg merchant, who was a man of strong 
imagination. 

Moved by some impulse which she could not have explained, the Baroness 
left her guests and made her way to the narrow, cheerless room where the old 
governess lay watching the hours of the dying year slip by. In spite of the biting 
cold of the winter night, the window stood open. With a scandalised 
exclamation on her lips, the Baroness rushed forward to close it. 

“Leave it open,” said the old woman in a voice that for all its weakness 
carried an air of command such as the Baroness had never heard before from her 
lips. 

“But you will die of cold!” she expostulated. 

“I am dying in any case,” said the voice, “and I want to hear their music. 
They have come from far and wide to sing the death-music of my family. It is 


beautiful that they have come; I am the last von Cernogratz that will die in our 
old castle, and they have come to sing to me. Hark, how loud they are calling!” 

The cry of the wolves rose on the still winter air and floated round the castle 
walls in long-drawn piercing wails; the old woman lay back on her couch with a 
look of long-delayed happiness on her face. 

“Go away,” she said to the Baroness; “I am not lonely any more. I am one of 
a great old family .. .” 

“T think she is dying,” said the Baroness when she had rejoined her guests; “I 
suppose we must send for a doctor. And that terrible howling! Not for much 
money would I have such death-music.” 

“That music is not to be bought for any amount of money,” said Conrad. 

“Hark! What is that other sound?” asked the Baron, as a noise of splitting 
and crashing was heard. 

It was a tree falling in the park. 

There was a moment of constrained silence, and then the banker’s wife spoke. 

“Tt is the intense cold that is splitting the trees. It is also the cold that has 
brought the wolves out in such numbers. It is many years since we have had 
such a cold winter.” 

The Baroness eagerly agreed that the cold was responsible for these things. It 
was the cold of the open window, too, which caused the heart failure that made 
the doctor’s ministrations unnecessary for the old Fraulein. But the notice in the 
newspapers looked very well — 

“On December 29th, at Schloss Cernogratz, Amalie von Cernogratz, for many 
years the valued friend of Baron and Baroness Gruebel.” 


LOUIS 


“Tt would be jolly to spend Easter in Vienna this year,” said Strudwarden, “and 
look up some of my old friends there. It’s about the jolliest place I know of to 
be at for Easter—” 

“I thought we had made up our minds to spend Easter at Brighton,” 
interrupted Lena Strudwarden, with an air of aggrieved surprise. 

“You mean that you had made up your mind that we should spend Easter 
there,” said her husband; “we spent last Easter there, and Whitsuntide as well, 
and the year before that we were at Worthing, and Brighton again before that. I 
think it would be just as well to have a real change of scene while we are about 
it.” 

“The journey to Vienna would be very expensive,” said Lena. 

“You are not often concerned about economy,” said Strudwarden, “and in any 
case the trip of Vienna won’t cost a bit more than the rather meaningless 
luncheon parties we usually give to quite meaningless acquaintances at 
Brighton. To escape from all that set would be a holiday in itself.” 

Strudwarden spoke feelingly; Lena Strudwarden maintained an equally 
feeling silence on that particular subject. The set that she gathered round her at 
Brighton and other South Coast resorts was composed of individuals who might 
be dull and meaningless in themselves, but who understood the art of flattering 
Mrs. Strudwarden. She had no intention of foregoing their society and their 
homage and flinging herself among unappreciative strangers in a foreign capital. 

“You must go to Vienna alone if you are bent on going,” she said; “I couldn’t 
leave Louis behind, and a dog is always a fearful nuisance in a foreign hotel, 
besides all the fuss and separation of the quarantine restrictions when one comes 
back. Louis would die if he was parted from me for even a week. You don’t 
know what that would mean to me.” 

Lena stooped down and kissed the nose of the diminutive brown Pomeranian 
that lay, snug and irresponsive, beneath a shawl on her lap. 

“Look here,” said Strudwarden, “this eternal Louis business is getting to be a 
ridiculous nuisance. Nothing can be done, no plans can be made, without some 
veto connected with that animal’s whims or convenience being imposed. If you 
were a priest in attendance on some African fetish you couldn’t set up a more 
elaborate code of restrictions. I believe you’d ask the Government to put off a 
General Election if you thought it would interfere with Louis’s comfort in any 
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way. 


By way of answer to this tirade Mrs. Strudwarden stooped down again and 
kissed the irresponsive brown nose. It was the action of a woman with a 
beautifully meek nature, who would, however, send the whole world to the stake 
sooner than yield an inch where she knew herself to be in the right. 

“Tt isn’t as if you were in the least bit fond of animals,” went on Strudwarden, 
with growing irritation; “when we are down at Kerryfield you won’t stir a step to 
take the house dogs out, even if they’re dying for a run, and I don’t think you’ve 
been in the stables twice in your life. You laugh at what you call the fuss that’s 
being made over the extermination of plumage birds, and you are quite indignant 
with me if I interfere on behalf of an ill-treated, over-driven animal on the road. 
And yet you insist on every one’s plans being made subservient to the 
convenience of that stupid little morsel of fur and selfishness.” 

“You are prejudiced against my little Louis,” said Lena, with a world of 
tender regret in her voice. 

“Tve never had the chance of being anything else but prejudiced against 
him,” said Strudwarden; “I know what a jolly responsive companion a doggie 
can be, but I’ve never been allowed to put a finger near Louis. You say he snaps 
at any one except you and your maid, and you snatched him away from old Lady 
Peterby the other day, when she wanted to pet him, for fear he would bury his 
teeth in her. All that I ever see of him is the top of his unhealthy-looking little 
nose, peeping out from his basket or from your muff, and I occasionally hear his 
wheezy little bark when you take him for a walk up and down the corridor. You 
can’t expect one to get extravagantly fond of a dog of that sort. One might as 
well work up an affection for the cuckoo in a cuckoo-clock.” 

“He loves me,” said Lena, rising from the table, and bearing the shawl- 
swathed Louis in her arms. “He loves only me, and perhaps that is why I love 
him so much in return. I don’t care what you say against him, I am not going to 
be separated from him. If you insist on going to Vienna you must go alone, as 
far as I am concerned. I think it would be much more sensible if you were to 
come to Brighton with Louis and me, but of course you must please yourself.” 

“You must get rid of that dog,” said Strudwarden’s sister when Lena had left 
the room; “it must be helped to some sudden and merciful end. Lena is merely 
making use of it as an instrument for getting her own way on dozens of 
occasions when she would otherwise be obliged to yield gracefully to your 
wishes or to the general convenience. I am convinced that she doesn’t care a 
brass button about the animal itself. When her friends are buzzing round her at 
Brighton or anywhere else and the dog would be in the way, it has to spend 
whole days alone with the maid, but if you want Lena to go with you anywhere 
where she doesn’t want to go instantly she trots out the excuse that she couldn’t 


be separated from her dog. Have you ever come into a room unobserved and 
heard Lena talking to her beloved pet? I never have. I believe she only fusses 
over it when there’s some one present to notice her.” 

“I don’t mind admitting,” said Strudwarden, “that I’ve dwelt more than once 
lately on the possibility of some fatal accident putting an end to Louis’s 
existence. It’s not very easy, though, to arrange a fatality for a creature that 
spends most of its time in a muff or asleep in a toy kennel. I don’t think poison 
would be any good; it’s obviously horribly over-fed, for I’ve seen Lena offer it 
dainties at table sometimes, but it never seems to eat them.” 

“Lena will be away at church on Wednesday morning,” said Elsie 
Strudwarden reflectively; “she can’t take Louis with her there, and she is going 
on to the Dellings for lunch. That will give you several hours in which to carry 
out your purpose. The maid will be flirting with the chauffeur most of the time, 
and, anyhow, I can manage to keep her out of the way on some pretext or other.” 

“That leaves the field clear,” said Strudwarden, “but unfortunately my brain is 
equally a blank as far as any lethal project is concerned. The little beast is so 
monstrously inactive; I can’t pretend that it leapt into the bath and drowned 
itself, or that it took on the butcher’s mastiff in unequal combat and got chewed 
up. In what possible guise could death come to a confirmed basket-dweller? It 
would be too suspicious if we invented a Suffragette raid and pretended that they 
invaded Lena’s boudoir and threw a brick at him. We should have to do a lot of 
other damage as well, which would be rather a nuisance, and the servants would 
think it odd that they had seen nothing of the invaders.” 

“T have an idea,” said Elsie; “get a box with an air-tight lid, and bore a small 
hole in it, just big enough to let in an indiarubber tube. Pop Louis, kennel and 
all, into the box, shut it down, and put the other end of the tube over the gas- 
bracket. There you have a perfect lethal chamber. You can stand the kennel at 
the open window afterwards, to get rid of the smell of gas, and all that Lena will 
find when she comes home late in the afternoon will be a placidly defunct 
Louis.” 

“Novels have been written about women like you,” said Strudwarden; “you 
have a perfectly criminal mind. Let’s come and look for a box.” 

Two mornings later the conspirators stood gazing guiltily at a stout square 
box, connected with the gas-bracket by a length of indiarubber tubing. 

“Not a sound,” said Elsie; “he never stirred; it must have been quite painless. 
All the same I feel rather horrid now it’s done.” 

“The ghastly part has to come,” said Strudwarden, turning off the gas. “We’ll 
lift the lid slowly, and let the gas out by degrees. Swing the door to and fro to 
send a draught through the room.” 


Some minutes later, when the fumes had rushed off, he stooped down and 
lifted out the little kennel with its grim burden. Elsie gave an exclamation of 
terror. Louis sat at the door of his dwelling, head erect and ears pricked, as 
coldly and defiantly inert as when they had put him into his execution chamber. 
Strudwarden dropped the kennel with a jerk, and stared for a long moment at the 
miracle-dog; then he went into a peal of chattering laughter. 

It was certainly a wonderful imitation of a truculent-looking toy Pomeranian, 
and the apparatus that gave forth a wheezy bark when you pressed it had 
materially helped the imposition that Lena, and Lena’s maid, had foisted on the 
household. For a woman who disliked animals, but liked getting her own way 
under a halo of unselfishness, Mrs. Strudwarden had managed rather well. 

“Louis is dead,” was the curt information that greeted Lena on her return 
from her luncheon party. 

“Louis dead!” she exclaimed. 

“Yes, he flew at the butcher-boy and bit him, and he bit me, too, when I tried 
to get him off, so I had to have him destroyed. You warned me that he snapped, 
but you didn’t tell me that he was downright dangerous. I shall have to pay the 
boy something heavy by way of compensation, so you will have to go without 
those buckles that you wanted to have for Easter; also I shall have to go to 
Vienna to consult Dr. Schroeder, who is a specialist on dog-bites, and you will 
have to come too. I have sent what remains of Louis to Rowland Ward to be 
stuffed; that will be my Easter gift to you instead of the buckles. For Heaven’s 
sake, Lena, weep, if you really feel it so much; anything would be better than 
standing there staring as if you thought I had lost my reason.” 

Lena Strudwarden did not weep, but her attempt at laughing was an 
unmistakable failure. 


THE GUESTS 


“The landscape seen from our windows is certainly charming,” said Annabel; 
“those cherry orchards and green meadows, and the river winding along the 
valley, and the church tower peeping out among the elms, they all make a most 
effective picture. There’s something dreadfully sleepy and languorous about it, 
though; stagnation seems to be the dominant note. Nothing ever happens here; 
seedtime and harvest, an occasional outbreak of measles or a mildly destructive 
thunderstorm, and a little election excitement about once in five years, that is all 
that we have to modify the monotony of our existence. Rather dreadful, isn’t 
it?” 

“On the contrary,” said Matilda, “I find it soothing and restful; but then, you 
see, I’ve lived in countries where things do happen, ever so many at a time, 
when you’re not ready for them happening all at once.” 

“That, of course, makes a difference,” said Annabel. 

“I have never forgotten,” said Matilda, “the occasion when the Bishop of 
Bequar paid us an unexpected visit; he was on his way to lay the foundation- 
stone of a mission-house or something of the sort.” 

“I thought that out there you were always prepared for emergency guests 
turning up,” said Annabel. 

“I was quite prepared for half a dozen Bishops,” said Matilda, “but it was 
rather disconcerting to find out after a little conversation that this particular one 
was a distant cousin of mine, belonging to a branch of the family that had 
quarrelled bitterly and offensively with our branch about a Crown Derby dessert 
service; they got it, and we ought to have got it, in some legacy, or else we got it 
and they thought they ought to have it, I forget which; anyhow, I know they 
behaved disgracefully. Now here was one of them turning up in the odour of 
sanctity, so to speak, and claiming the traditional hospitality of the East.” 

“Tt was rather trying, but you could have left your husband to do most of the 
entertaining.” 

“My husband was fifty miles up-country, talking sense, or what he imagined 
to be sense, to a village community that fancied one of their leading men was a 
were-tiger.” 

“A what tiger?” 

“A were-tiger; you’ve heard of were-wolves, haven’t you, a mixture of wolf 
and human being and demon? Well, in those parts they have were-tigers, or 
think they have, and I must say that in this case, so far as sworn and uncontested 
evidence went, they had every ground for thinking so. However, as we gave up 


witchcraft prosecutions about three hundred years ago, we don’t like to have 
other people keeping on our discarded practices; it doesn’t seem respectful to our 
mental and moral position.” 

“T hope you weren’t unkind to the Bishop,” said Annabel. 

“Well, of course he was my guest, so I had to be outwardly polite to him, but 
he was tactless enough to rake up the incidents of the old quarrel, and to try to 
make out that there was something to be said for the way his side of the family 
had behaved; even if there was, which I don’t for a moment admit, my house 
was not the place in which to say it. I didn’t argue the matter, but I gave my 
cook a holiday to go and visit his aged parents some ninety miles away. The 
emergency cook was not a specialist in curries, in fact, I don’t think cooking in 
any shape or form could have been one of his strong points. I believe he 
originally came to us in the guise of a gardener, but as we never pretended to 
have anything that could be considered a garden he was utilised as assistant 
goat-herd, in which capacity, I understand, he gave every satisfaction. When the 
Bishop heard that I had sent away the cook on a special and unnecessary holiday 
he saw the inwardness of the manceuvre, and from that moment we were 
scarcely on speaking terms. If you have ever had a Bishop with whom you were 
not on speaking terms staying in your house, you will appreciate the situation.” 

Annabel confessed that her life-story had never included such a disturbing 
experience. 

“Then,” continued Matilda, “to make matters more complicated, the 
Gwadlipichee overflowed its banks, a thing it did every now and then when the 
rains were unduly prolonged, and the lower part of the house and all the out- 
buildings were submerged. We managed to get the ponies loose in time, and the 
syce swam the whole lot of them off to the nearest rising ground. A goat or two, 
the chief goat-herd, the chief goat-herd’s wife, and several of their babies came 
to anchorage in the verandah. All the rest of the available space was filled up 
with wet, bedraggled-looking hens and chickens; one never really knows how 
many fowls one possesses till the servants’ quarters are flooded out. Of course, I 
had been through something of the sort in previous floods, but never before had I 
had a houseful of goats and babies and half-drowned hens, supplemented by a 
Bishop with whom I was hardly on speaking terms.” 

“Tt must have been a trying experience,” commented Annabel. 

“More embarrassments were to follow. I wasn’t going to let a mere ordinary 
flood wash out the memory of that Crown Derby dessert service, and I intimated 
to the Bishop that his large bedroom, with a writing table in it, and his small 
bath-room, with a sufficiency of cold-water jars in it, was his share of the 
premises, and that space was rather congested under the existing circumstances. 


However, at about three o’clock in the afternoon, when he had awakened from 
his midday sleep, he made a sudden incursion into the room that was normally 
the drawing-room, but was now dining-room, store-house, saddle-room, and half 
a dozen other temporary premises as well. From the condition of my guest’s 
costume he seemed to think it might also serve as his dressing-room. 

“T’m afraid there is nowhere for you to sit,’ I said coldly; ‘the verandah is 
full of goats.’ 

“There is a goat in my bedroom,’ he observed with equal coldness, and more 
than a suspicion of sardonic reproach. 

“‘Really,’ I said, ‘another survivor? I thought all the other goats were done 
for.’ 

“This particular goat is quite done for,’ he said, ‘it is being devoured by a 
leopard at the present moment. That is why I left the room; some animals resent 
being watched while they are eating.’ 

“The leopard, of course, was easily explained; it had been hanging round the 
goat sheds when the flood came, and had clambered up by the outside staircase 
leading to the Bishop’s bath-room, thoughtfully bringing a goat with it. 
Probably it found the bath-room too damp and shut-in for its taste, and 
transferred its banqueting operations to the bedroom while the Bishop was 
having his nap.” 

“What a frightful situation!” exclaimed Annabel; “fancy having a ravening 
leopard in the house, with a flood all round you.” 

“Not in the least ravening,” said Matilda; “it was full of goat, had any amount 
of water at its disposal if it felt thirsty, and probably had no more immediate 
wish than a desire for uninterrupted sleep. Still, I think any one will admit that it 
was an embarrassing predicament to have your only available guest-room 
occupied by a leopard, the verandah choked up with goats and babies and wet 
hens, and a Bishop with whom you were scarcely on speaking terms planted 
down in your own sitting-room. I really don’t know how I got through those 
crawling hours, and of course mealtimes only made matters worse. The 
emergency cook had every excuse for sending in watery soup and sloppy rice, 
and as neither the chief goat-herd nor his wife were expert divers, the cellar 
could not be reached. Fortunately the Gwadlipichee subsides as rapidly as it 
rises, and just before dawn the syce came splashing back, with the ponies only 
fetlock deep in water. Then there arose some awkwardness from the fact that the 
Bishop wished to leave sooner than the leopard did, and as the latter was 
ensconced in the midst of the former’s personal possessions there was an 
obvious difficulty in altering the order of departure. I pointed out to the Bishop 
that a leopard’s habits and tastes are not those of an otter, and that it naturally 


preferred walking to wading; and that in any case a meal of an entire goat, 
washed down with tub-water, justified a certain amount of repose; if I had had 
guns fired to frighten the animal away, as the Bishop suggested, it would 
probably merely have left the bedroom to come into the already over-crowded 
drawing-room. Altogether it was rather a relief when they both left. Now, 
perhaps, you can understand my appreciation of a sleepy countryside where 
things don’t happen.” 


THE PENANCE 


Octavian Ruttle was one of those lively cheerful individuals on whom amiability 
had set its unmistakable stamp, and, like most of his kind, his soul’s peace 
depended in large measure on the unstinted approval of his fellows. In hunting 
to death a small tabby cat he had done a thing of which he scarcely approved 
himself, and he was glad when the gardener had hidden the body in its hastily 
dug grave under a lone oak-tree in the meadow, the same tree that the hunted 
quarry had climbed as a last effort towards safety. It had been a distasteful and 
seemingly ruthless deed, but circumstances had demanded the doing of it. 
Octavian kept chickens; at least he kept some of them; others vanished from his 
keeping, leaving only a few bloodstained feathers to mark the manner of their 
going. The tabby cat from the large grey house that stood with its back to the 
meadow had been detected in many furtive visits to the hen-coups, and after due 
negotiation with those in authority at the grey house a sentence of death had 
been agreed on. “The children will mind, but they need not know,” had been the 
last word on the matter. 

The children in question were a standing puzzle to Octavian; in the course of 
a few months he considered that he should have known their names, ages, the 
dates of their birthdays, and have been introduced to their favourite toys. They 
remained however, as non-committal as the long blank wall that shut them off 
from the meadow, a wall over which their three heads sometimes appeared at 
odd moments. They had parents in India — that much Octavian had learned in 
the neighbourhood; the children, beyond grouping themselves garment-wise into 
sexes, a girl and two boys, carried their life-story no further on his behoof. And 
now it seemed he was engaged in something which touched them closely, but 
must be hidden from their knowledge. 

The poor helpless chickens had gone one by one to their doom, so it was meet 
that their destroyer should come to a violent end; yet Octavian felt some qualms 
when his share of the violence was ended. ‘The little cat, headed off from its 
wonted tracks of safety, had raced unfriended from shelter to shelter, and its end 
had been rather piteous. Octavian walked through the long grass of the meadow 
with a step less jaunty than usual. And as he passed beneath the shadow of the 
high blank wall he glanced up and became aware that his hunting had had 
undesired witnesses. Three white set faces were looking down at him, and if 
ever an artist wanted a threefold study of cold human hate, impotent yet 
unyielding, raging yet masked in stillness, he would have found it in the triple 
gaze that met Octavian’s eye. 


“T’m sorry, but it had to be done,” said Octavian, with genuine apology in his 
voice. 

“Beast!” 

The answer came from three throats with startling intensity. 

Octavian felt that the blank wall would not be more impervious to his 
explanations than the bunch of human hostility that peered over its coping; he 
wisely decided to withhold his peace overtures till a more hopeful occasion. 

Two days later he ransacked the best sweet shop in the neighbouring market 
town for a box of chocolates that by its size and contents should fitly atone for 
the dismal deed done under the oak tree in the meadow. The two first specimens 
that were shown him he hastily rejected; one had a group of chickens pictured on 
its lid, the other bore the portrait of a tabby kitten. A third sample was more 
simply bedecked with a spray of painted poppies, and Octavian hailed the 
flowers of forgetfulness as a happy omen. He felt distinctly more at ease with 
his surroundings when the imposing package had been sent across to the grey 
house, and a message returned to say that it had been duly given to the children. 
The next morning he sauntered with purposeful steps past the long blank wall on 
his way to the chicken-run and piggery that stood at the bottom of the meadow. 
The three children were perched at their accustomed look-out, and their range of 
sight did not seem to concern itself with Octavian’s presence. As he became 
depressingly aware of the aloofness of their gaze he also noted a strange 
variegation in the herbage at his feet; the greensward for a considerable space 
around was strewn and speckled with a chocolate-coloured hail, enlivened here 
and there with gay tinsel-like wrappings or the glistening mauve of crystallised 
violets. It was as though the fairy paradise of a greedyminded child had taken 
shape and substance in the vegetation of the meadow. Octavian’s bloodmoney 
had been flung back at him in scorn. 

To increase his discomfiture the march of events tended to shift the blame of 
ravaged chicken-coops from the supposed culprit who had already paid full 
forfeit; the young chicks were still carried off, and it seemed highly probable that 
the cat had only haunted the chicken-run to prey on the rats which harboured 
there. Through the flowing channels of servant talk the children learned of this 
belated revision of verdict, and Octavian one day picked up a sheet of copy-book 
paper on which was painstakingly written: “Beast. Rats eated your chickens.” 
More ardently than ever did he wish for an opportunity for sloughing off the 
disgrace that enwrapped him, and earning some happier nickname from his three 
unsparing judges. 

And one day a chance inspiration came to him. Olivia, his two-year-old 
daughter, was accustomed to spend the hour from high noon till one o’clock with 


her father while the nursemaid gobbled and digested her dinner and novelette. 
About the same time the blank wall was usually enlivened by the presence of its 
three small wardens. Octavian, with seeming carelessness of purpose, brought 
Olivia well within hail of the watchers and noted with hidden delight the 
growing interest that dawned in that hitherto sternly hostile quarter. His little 
Olivia, with her sleepy placid ways, was going to succeed where he, with his 
anxious well-meant overtures, had so signally failed. He brought her a large 
yellow dahlia, which she grasped tightly in one hand and regarded with a stare of 
benevolent boredom, such as one might bestow on amateur classical dancing 
performed in aid of a deserving charity. Then he turned shyly to the group 
perched on the wall and asked with affected carelessness, “Do you like 
flowers?” Three solemn nods rewarded his venture. 

“Which sorts do you like best?” he asked, this time with a distinct betrayal of 
eagerness in his voice. 

“Those with all the colours, over there.” Three chubby arms pointed to a 
distant tangle of sweet-pea. Child-like, they had asked for what lay farthest from 
hand, but Octavian trotted off gleefully to obey their welcome behest. He pulled 
and plucked with unsparing hand, and brought every variety of tint that he could 
see into his bunch that was rapidly becoming a bundle. Then he turned to retrace 
his steps, and found the blank wall blanker and more deserted than ever, while 
the foreground was void of all trace of Olivia. Far down the meadow three 
children were pushing a go-cart at the utmost speed they could muster in the 
direction of the piggeries; it was Olivia’s go-cart and Olivia sat in it, somewhat 
bumped and shaken by the pace at which she was being driven, but apparently 
retaining her wonted composure of mind. Octavian stared for a moment at the 
rapidly moving group, and then started in hot pursuit, shedding as he ran sprays 
of blossom from the mass of sweet-pea that he still clutched in his hands. Fast 
as he ran the children had reached the piggery before he could overtake them, 
and he arrived just in time to see Olivia, wondering but unprotesting, hauled and 
pushed up to the roof of the nearest sty. They were old buildings in some need 
of repair, and the rickety roof would certainly not have borne Octavian’s weight 
if he had attempted to follow his daughter and her captors on their new vantage 
ground. 

“What are you going to do with her?” he panted. There was no mistaking the 
grim trend of mischief in those flushed by sternly composed young faces. 

“Hang her in chains over a slow fire,” said one of the boys. Evidently they 
had been reading English history. 

“Frow her down the pigs will d’vour her, every bit ‘cept the palms of her 
hands,” said the other boy. It was also evident that they had studied Biblical 


history. 

The last proposal was the one which most alarmed Octavian, since it might be 
carried into effect at a moment’s notice; there had been cases, he remembered, of 
pigs eating babies. 

“You surely wouldn’t treat my poor little Olivia in that way?” he pleaded. 

“You killed our little cat,” came in stern reminder from three throats. 

“I’m sorry I did,” said Octavian, and if there is a standard measurement in 
truths Octavian’s statement was assuredly a large nine. 

“We shall be very sorry when we’ve killed Olivia,” said the girl, “but we 
can’t be sorry till we’ve done it.” 

The inexorable child-logic rose like an unyielding rampart before Octavian’s 
scared pleadings. Before he could think of any fresh line of appeal his energies 
were called out in another direction. Olivia had slid off the roof and fallen with 
a soft, unctuous splash into a morass of muck and decaying straw. Octavian 
scrambled hastily over the pigsty wall to her rescue, and at once found himself in 
a quagmire that engulfed his feet. Olivia, after the first shock of surprise at her 
sudden drop through the air, had been mildly pleased at finding herself in close 
and unstinted contact with the sticky element that oozed around her, but as she 
began to sink gently into the bed of slime a feeling dawned on her that she was 
not after all very happy, and she began to cry in the tentative fashion of the 
normally good child. Octavian, battling with the quagmire, which seemed to 
have learned the rare art of giving way at all points without yielding an inch, saw 
his daughter slowly disappearing in the engulfing slush, her smeared face further 
distorted with the contortions of whimpering wonder, while from their perch on 
the pigsty roof the three children looked down with the cold unpitying 
detachment of the Parce Sisters. 

“I can’t reach her in time,” gasped Octavian, “she’ll be choked in the muck. 
Won’t you help her?” 

“No one helped our cat,” came the inevitable reminder. 

“PII do anything to show you how sorry I am about that,” cried Octavian, 
with a further desperate flounder, which carried him scarcely two inches 
forward. 

“Will you stand in a white sheet by the grave?” 

“Yes,” screamed Octavian. 

“Holding a candle?” 

“An’ saying ‘I’m a miserable Beast?” 

Octavian agreed to both suggestions. 

“For a long, long time?” 


“For half an hour,” said Octavian. There was an anxious ring in his voice as 
he named the time-limit; was there not the precedent of a German king who did 
open-air penance for several days and nights at Christmas-time clad only in his 
shirt? Fortunately the children did not appear to have read German history, and 
half an hour seemed long and goodly in their eyes. 

“All right,” came with threefold solemnity from the roof, and a moment later 
a short ladder had been laboriously pushed across to Octavian, who lost no time 
in propping it against the low pigsty wall. Scrambling gingerly along its rungs 
he was able to lean across the morass that separated him from his slowly 
foundering offspring and extract her like an unwilling cork from it’s slushy 
embrace. A few minutes later he was listening to the shrill and repeated 
assurances of the nursemaid that her previous experience of filthy spectacles had 
been on a notably smaller scale. 

That same evening when twilight was deepening into darkness Octavian took 
up his position as penitent under the lone oak-tree, having first carefully 
undressed the part. Clad in a zephyr shirt, which on this occasion thoroughly 
merited its name, he held in one hand a lighted candle and in the other a watch, 
into which the soul of a dead plumber seemed to have passed. A box of matches 
lay at his feet and was resorted to on the fairly frequent occasions when the 
candle succumbed to the night breezes. The house loomed inscrutable in the 
middle distance, but as Octavian conscientiously repeated the formula of his 
penance he felt certain that three pairs of solemn eyes were watching his moth- 
shared vigil. 

And the next morning his eyes were gladdened by a sheet of copy-book paper 
lying beside the blank wall, on which was written the message “Un-Beast.” 


THE PHANTOM LUNCHEON 


“The Smithly-Dubbs are in Town,” said Sir James. “I wish you would show 
them some attention. Ask them to lunch with you at the Ritz or somewhere.” 

“From the little I’ve seen of the Smithly-Dubbs I don’t thing I want to 
cultivate their acquaintance,” said Lady Drakmanton. 

“They always work for us at election times,” said her husband; “I don’t 
suppose they influence very many votes, but they have an uncle who is on one of 
my ward committees, and another uncle speaks sometimes at some of our less 
important meetings. Those sort of people expect some return in the shape of 
hospitality.” 

“Expect it!” exclaimed Lady Drakmanton; “the Misses Smithly-Dubb do 
more than that; they almost demand it. They belong to my club, and hang about 
the lobby just about lunch-time, all three of them, with their tongues hanging out 
of their mouths and the six-course look in their eyes. If I were to breathe the 
word ‘lunch’ they would hustle me into a taxi and scream ‘Ritz’ or 
‘Dieudonne’s’ to the driver before I knew what was happening.” 

“All the same, I think you ought to ask them to a meal of some sort,” 
persisted Sir James. 

“I consider that showing hospitality to the Smithly-Dubbs is carrying Free 
Food principles to a regrettable extreme,” said Lady Drakmanton; “I’ve 
entertained the Joneses and the Browns and the Snapheimers and the Lubrikoffs, 
and heaps of others whose names I forget, but I don’t see why I should inflict the 
society of the Misses Smithly-Dubb on myself for a solid hour. Imagine it, sixty 
minutes, more or less, of unrelenting gobble and gabble. Why can’t you take 
them on, Milly?” she asked, turning hopefully to her sister. 

“T don’t know them,” said Milly hastily. 

“All the better; you can pass yourself off as me. People say that we are so 
alike that they can hardly tell us apart, and I’ve only spoken to these tiresome 
young women about twice in my life, at committee-rooms, and bowed to them in 
the club. Any of the club page-boys will point them out to you; they’re always 
to be found lolling about the hall just before lunch-time.” 

“My dear Betty, don’t be absurd,” protested Milly; “I’ve got some people 
lunching with me at the Carlton to-morrow, and I’m leaving Town the day 
afterwards.” 

“What time is your lunch to-morrow?” asked Lady Drakmanton reflectively. 

“Two o’clock,” said Milly. 


“Good,” said her sister; “the Smithly-Dubbs shall lunch with me to-morrow. 
It shall be rather an amusing lunch-party. At least, I shall be amused.” 

The last two remarks she made to herself. Other people did not always 
appreciate her ideas of humour. Sir James never did. 

The next day Lady Drakmanton made some marked variations in her usual 
toilet effects. She dressed her hair in an unaccustomed manner, and put on a hat 
that added to the transformation of her appearance. When she had made one or 
two minor alterations she was sufficiently unlike her usual smart self to produce 
some hesitation in the greeting which the Misses Smithly-Dubb bestowed on her 
in the club-lobby. She responded, however, with a readiness which set their 
doubts at rest. 

“What is the Carlton like for lunching in?” she asked breezily. 

The restaurant received an enthusiastic recommendation from the three 
sisters. 

“Let’s go and lunch there, shall we?” she suggested, and in a few minutes’ 
time the Smithly-Dubb mind was contemplating at close quarters a happy vista 
of baked meats and approved vintage. 

“Are you going to start with caviare? I am,” confided Lady Drakmanton, and 
the Smithly-Dubbs started with caviare. The subsequent dishes were chosen in 
the same ambitious spirit, and by the time they had arrived at the wild duck 
course it was beginning to be a rather expensive lunch. 

The conversation hardly kept pace with the brilliancy of the menu. Repeated 
references on the part of the guests to the local political conditions and prospects 
in Sir James’s constituency were met with vague “ahs” and “indeeds” from Lady 
Drakmanton, who might have been expected to be specially interested. 

“T think when the Insurance Acct is a little better understood it will lose some 
of its present unpopularity,” hazarded Cecilia Smithly-Dubb. 

“Will it? I dare say. I’m afraid politics don’t interest me very much,” said 
Lady Drakmanton. 

The three Miss Smithly-Dubbs put down their cups of Turkish coffee and 
stared. Then they broke into protesting giggles. 

“Of course, you’re joking,” they said. 

“Not me,” was the disconcerting answer; “I can’t make head or tail of these 
bothering old politics. Never could, and never want to. I’ve quite enough to do 
to manage my own affairs, and that’s a fact.” 

“But,” exclaimed Amanda Smithly-Dubb, with a squeal of bewilderment 
breaking into her voice, “I was told you spoke so informingly about the 
Insurance Act at one of our social evenings.” 


It was Lady Drakmanton who stared now. “Do you know,” she said, with a 
scared look around her, “rather a dreadful thing is happening. I’m suffering 
from a complete loss of memory. I can’t even think who I am. I remember 
meeting you somewhere, and I remember you asking me to come and lunch with 
you here, and that I accepted your kind invitation. Beyond that my mind is a 
positive blank.” 

The scared look was transferred with intensified poignancy to the faces of her 
companions. 

“You asked us to lunch,” they exclaimed hurriedly. That seemed a more 
immediately important point to clear up than the question of identity. 

“Oh, no,” said the vanishing hostess, “that I do remember about. You 
insisted on my coming here because the feeding was so good, and I must say it 
comes up to all you said about it. A very nice lunch it’s been. What I’m 
worrying about is who on earth am I? I haven’t the faintest notion?” 

“You are Lady Drakmanton,” exclaimed the three sisters in chorus. 

“Now, don’t make fun of me,” she replied, crossly, “I happen to know her 
quite well by sight, and she isn’t a bit like me. And it’s an odd thing you should 
have mentioned her, for it so happens she’s just come into the room. That lady 
in black, with the yellow plume in her hat, there over by the door.” 

The Smithly-Dubbs looked in the indicated direction, and the uneasiness in 
their eyes deepened into horror. In outward appearance the lady who had just 
entered the room certainly came rather nearer to their recollection of their 
Member’s wife than the individual who was sitting at table with them. 

“Who are you, then, if that is Lady Drakmanton?” they asked in panic- 
stricken bewilderment. 

“That is just what I don’t know,” was the answer; “and you don’t seem to 
know much better than I do.” 

“You came up to us in the club—” 

“In what club?” 

“The New Didactic, in Calais Street.” 

“The New Didactic!” exclaimed Lady Drakmanton with an air of returning 
illumination; “thank you so much. Of course, I remember now who I am. I’m 
Ellen Niggle, of the Ladies’ Brasspolishing Guild. The Club employs me to 
come now and then and see to the polishing of the brass fittings. That’s how I 
came to know Lady Drakmanton by sight; she’s very often in the Club. And you 
are the ladies who so kindly asked me out to lunch. Funny how it should all 
have slipped my memory, all of a sudden. The unaccustomed good food and 
wine must have been too much for me; for the moment I really couldn’t call to 
mind who I was. Good gracious,” she broke off suddenly, “it’s ten past two; I 


should be at a polishing job in Whitehall. I must scuttle off like a giddy rabbit. 
Thanking you ever so.” 

She left the room with a scuttle sufficiently suggestive of the animal she had 
mentioned, but the giddiness was all on the side of her involuntary hostesses. 
The restaurant seemed to be spinning round them; and the bill when it appeared 
did nothing to restore their composure. They were as nearly in tears as it is 
permissible to be during the luncheon hour in a really good restaurant. 
Financially speaking, they were well able to afford the luxury of an elaborate 
lunch, but their ideas on the subject of entertaining differed very sharply, 
according to the circumstances of whether they were dispensing or receiving 
hospitality. To have fed themselves liberally at their own expense was, perhaps, 
an extravagance to be deplored, but, at any rate, they had had something for their 
money; to have drawn an unknown and socially unremunerative Ellen Niggle 
into the net of their hospitality was a catastrophe that they could not contemplate 
with any degree of calmness. 

The Smithly-Dubbs never quite recovered from their unnerving experience. 
They have given up politics and taken to doing good. 


A BREAD AND BUTTER MISS 


“Starling Chatter and Oakhill have both dropped back in the betting,” said Bertie 
van Tahn, throwing the morning paper across the breakfast table. 

“That leaves Nursery Tea practically favourite,” said Odo Finsberry. 

“Nursery Tea and Pipeclay are at the top of the betting at present,” said 
Bertie, “but that French horse, Le Five O’Clock, seems to be fancied as much as 
anything. Then there is Whitebait, and the Polish horse with a name like some 
one trying to stifle a sneeze in church; they both seem to have a lot of support.” 

“Tt’s the most open Derby there’s been for years,” said Odo. 

“Tt’s simply no good trying to pick the winner on form,” said Bertie; “one 
must just trust to luck and inspiration.” 

“The question is whether to trust to one’s own inspiration, or somebody 
else’s. Sporting Swank gives Count Palatine to win, and Le Five O’Clock for a 
place.” 

“Count Palatine — that adds another to our list of perplexities. Good 
morning, Sir Lulworth; have you a fancy for the Derby by any chance?” 

“I don’t usually take much interest in turf matters,” said Sir Lulworth, who 
had just made his appearance, “but I always like to have a bet on the Guineas 
and the Derby. This year, I confess, it’s rather difficult to pick out anything that 
seems markedly better than anything else. What do you think of Snow 
Bunting?” 

“Snow Bunting?” said Odo, with a groan, “there’s another of them. Surely, 
Snow Bunting has no earthly chance?” 

“My housekeeper’s nephew, who is a shoeing-smith in the mounted section 
of the Church Lads’ Brigade, and an authority on horseflesh, expects him to be 
among the first three.” 

“The nephews of housekeepers are invariably optimists,” said Bertie; “it’s a 
kind of natural reaction against the professional pessimism of their aunts.” 

“We don’t seem to get much further in our search for the probable winner,” 
said Mrs. de Claux; “the more I listen to you experts the more hopelessly 
befogged I get.” 

“Tt’s all very well to blame us,” said Bertie to his hostess; “you haven’t 
produced anything in the way of an inspiration.” 

“My inspiration consisted in asking you down for Derby week,” retorted Mrs. 
de Claux; “I thought you and Odo between you might throw some light on the 
question of the moment.” 


Further recriminations were cut short by the arrival of Lola Pevensey, who 
floated into the room with an air of gracious apology. 

“So sorry to be so late,” she observed, making a rapid tour of inspection of 
the breakfast dishes. 

“Did you have a good night?” asked her hostess with perfunctory solicitude. 

“Quite, thank you,” said Lola; “I dreamt a most remarkable dream.” 

A flutter, indicative of general boredom; went round the table. Other 
people’s dreams are about as universally interesting as accounts of other 
people’s gardens, or chickens, or children. 

“I dreamt about the winner of the Derby,” said Lola. 

A swift reaction of attentive interest set in. 

“Do tell us what you dreamt,” came in a chorus. 

“The really remarkable thing about it is that I’ve dreamt it two nights 
running,” said Lola, finally deciding between the allurements of sausages and 
kedgeree; “that is why I thought it worth mentioning. You know, when I dream 
things two or three nights in succession, it always means something; I have 
special powers in that way. For instance, I once dreamed three times that a 
winged lion was flying through the sky and one of his wings dropped off, and he 
came to the ground with a crash; just afterwards the Campanile at Venice fell 
down. The winged lion is the symbol of Venice, you know,” she added for the 
enlightenment of those who might not be versed in Italian heraldry. “Then,” she 
continued, “just before the murder of the King and Queen of Servia I had a vivid 
dream of two crowned figures walking into a slaughter-house by the banks of a 
big river, which I took to be the Danube; and only the other day—” 

“Do tell us what you’ve dreamt about the Derby,” interrupted Odo 
impatiently. 

“Well, I saw the finish of the race as clearly as anything; and one horse won 
easily, almost in a canter, and everybody cried out ‘Bread and Butter wins! 
Good old Bread and Butter.’ I heard the name distinctly, and I’ve had the same 
dream two nights running.” 

“Bread and Butter,” said Mrs. de Claux, “now, whatever horse can that point 
to? Why — of course; Nursery Tea!” 

She looked round with the triumphant smile of a successful unraveller of 
mystery. 

“How about Le Five O’Clock?” interposed Sir Lulworth. 

“Tt would fit either of them equally well,” said Odo; “can you remember any 
details about the jockey’s colours? That might help us.” 

“I seem to remember a glimpse of lemon sleeves or cap, but I can’t be sure,” 
said Lola, after due reflection. 


“There isn’t a lemon jacket or cap in the race,” said Bertie, referring to a list 
of starters and jockeys; “can’t you remember anything about the appearance of 
the horse? If it were a thick-set animal, this bread and butter would typify 
Nursery Tea; and if it were thin, of course, it would mean Le Five O’Clock.” 

“That seems sound enough,” said Mrs. de Claux; “do think, Lola dear, 
whether the horse in your dream was thin or stoutly built.” 

“I can’t remember that it was one or the other,” said Lola; “one wouldn’t 
notice such a detail in the excitement of a finish.” 

“But this was a symbolic animal,” said Sir Lulworth; “if it were to typify 
thick or thin bread and butter surely it ought to have been either as bulky and 
tubby as a shire cart-horse; or as thin as a heraldic leopard.” 

“T’m afraid you are rather a careless dreamer,” said Bertie resentfully. 

“Of course, at the moment of dreaming I thought I was witnessing a real race, 
not the portent of one,” said Lola; “otherwise I should have particularly noticed 
all helpful details.” 

“The Derby isn’t run till to-morrow,” said Mrs. de Claux; “do you think you 
are likely to have the same dream again to-night? If so; you can fix your 
attention on the important detail of the animal’s appearance.” 

“I’m afraid I shan’t sleep at all to-night,” said Lola pathetically; “every fifth 
night I suffer from insomnia, and it’s due to-night.” 

“It’s most provoking,” said Bertie; “of course, we can back both horses, but it 
would be much more satisfactory to have all our money on the winner. Can’t 
you take a sleeping-draught, or something?” 

“Oakleaves, soaked in warm water and put under the bed, are recommended 
by some,” said Mrs. de Claux. 

“A glass of Benedictine, with a drop of eau-de-Cologne—’” said Sir Lulworth. 

“I have tried every known remedy,” said Lola, with dignity; “I’ve been a 
martyr to insomnia for years.” 

“But now we are being martyrs to it,” said Odo sulkily; “I particularly want to 
land a big coup over this race.” 

“T don’t have insomnia for my own amusement,” snapped Lola. 

“Let us hope for the best,” said Mrs. de Claux soothingly; “to-night may 
prove an exception to the fifth-night rule.” 

But when breakfast time came round again Lola reported a blank night as far 
as visions were concerned. 

“I don’t suppose I had as much as ten minutes’ sleep, and, certainly, no 
dreams.” 

“I’m so sorry, for your sake in the first place, and ours as well,” said her 
hostess; “do you think you could induce a short nap after breakfast? It would be 


so good for you — and you might dream something. There would still be time 
for us to get our bets on.” 

“TIl try if you like,” said Lola; “it sounds rather like a small child being sent 
to bed in disgrace.” 

“PII come and read the Encyclopedia Britannica to you if you think it will 
make you sleep any sooner,” said Bertie obligingly. 

Rain was falling too steadily to permit of outdoor amusement, and the party 
suffered considerably during the next two hours from the absolute quiet that was 
enforced all over the house in order to give Lola every chance of achieving 
slumber. Even the click of billiard balls was considered a possible factor of 
disturbance, and the canaries were carried down to the gardener’s lodge, while 
the cuckoo clock in the hall was muffled under several layers of rugs. A notice, 
“Please do not Knock or Ring,” was posted on the front door at Bertie’s 
suggestion, and guests and servants spoke in tragic whispers as though the dread 
presence of death or sickness had invaded the house. The precautions proved of 
no avail: Lola added a sleepless morning to a wakeful night, and the bets of the 
party had to be impartially divided between Nursery Tea and the French Colt. 

“So provoking to have to split out bets,” said Mrs. de Claux, as her guests 
gathered in the hall later in the day, waiting for the result of the race. 

“I did my best for you,” said Lola, feeling that she was not getting her due 
share of gratitude; “I told you what I had seen in my dreams, a brown horse, 
called Bread and Butter, winning easily from all the rest.” 

“What?” screamed Bertie, jumping up from his sea, “a brown horse! 
Miserable woman, you never said a word about it’s being a brown horse.” 

“Didn’t I?” faltered Lola; “I thought I told you it was a brown horse. It was 
certainly brown in both dreams. But I don’t see what the colour has got to do 
with it. Nursery Tea and Le Five O’Clock are both chestnuts.” 

“Merciful Heaven! Doesn’t brown bread and butter with a sprinkling of 
lemon in the colours suggest anything to you?” raged Bertie. 

A slow, cumulative groan broke from the assembly as the meaning of his 
words gradually dawned on his hearers. 

For the second time that day Lola retired to the seclusion of her room; she 
could not face the universal looks of reproach directed at her when Whitebait 
was announced winner at the comfortable price of fourteen to one. 


BERTIE’S CHRISTMAS EVE 


It was Christmas Eve, and the family circle of Luke Steffink, Esq., was aglow 
with the amiability and random mirth which the occasion demanded. A long and 
lavish dinner had been partaken of, waits had been round and sung carols; the 
house-party had regaled itself with more caroling on its own account, and there 
had been romping which, even in a pulpit reference, could not have been 
condemned as ragging. In the midst of the general glow, however, there was one 
black unkindled cinder. 

Bertie Steffink, nephew of the aforementioned Luke, had early in life adopted 
the profession of ne’er-do-weel; his father had been something of the kind before 
him. At the age of eighteen Bertie had commenced that round of visits to our 
Colonial possessions, so seemly and desirable in the case of a Prince of the 
Blood, so suggestive of insincerity in a young man of the middle-class. He had 
gone to grow tea in Ceylon and fruit in British Columbia, and to help sheep to 
grow wool in Australia. At the age of twenty he had just returned from some 
similar errand in Canada, from which it may be gathered that the trial he gave to 
these various experiments was of the summary drum-head nature. Luke 
Steffink, who fulfilled the troubled role of guardian and deputy-parent to Bertie, 
deplored the persistent manifestation of the homing instinct on his nephew’s 
part, and his solemn thanks earlier in the day for the blessing of reporting a 
united family had no reference to Bertie’s return. 

Arrangements had been promptly made for packing the youth off to a distant 
comer of Rhodesia, whence return would be a difficult matter; the journey to this 
uninviting destination was imminent, in fact a more careful and willing traveller 
would have already begun to think about his packing. Hence Bertie was in no 
mood to share in the festive spirit which displayed itself around him, and 
resentment smouldered within him at the eager, self-absorbed discussion of 
social plans for the coming months which he heard on all sides. Beyond 
depressing his uncle and the family circle generally by singing “Say au revoir, 
and not good-bye,” he had taken no part in the evening’s conviviality. 

Eleven o’clock had struck some half-hour ago, and the elder Steffinks began 
to throw out suggestions leading up to that process which they called retiring for 
the night. 

“Come, Teddie, it’s time you were in your little bed, you know,” said Luke 
Steffink to his thirteen-year-old son. 

“That’s where we all ought to be,” said Mrs. Steffink. 

“There wouldn’t be room,” said Bertie. 


The remark was considered to border on the scandalous; everybody ate raisins 
and almonds with the nervous industry of sheep feeding during threatening 
weather. 

“In Russia,” said Horace Bordenby, who was staying in the house as a 
Christmas guest, “I’ve read that the peasants believe that if you go into a cow- 
house or stable at midnight on Christmas Eve you will hear the animals talk. 
They’re supposed to have the gift of speech at that one moment of the year.” 

“Oh, do let’s all go down to the cow-house and listen to what they’ve got to 
say!” exclaimed Beryl, to whom anything was thrilling and amusing if you did it 
in a troop. 

Mrs. Steffink made a laughing protest, but gave a virtual consent by saying, 
“We must all wrap up well, then.” The idea seemed a scatterbrained one to her, 
and almost heathenish, but if afforded an opportunity for “throwing the young 
people together,” and as such she welcomed it. Mr. Horace Bordenby was a 
young man with quite substantial prospects, and he had danced with Beryl at a 
local subscription ball a sufficient number of times to warrant the authorised 
inquiry on the part of the neighbours whether “there was anything in it.” 
Though Mrs. Steffink would not have put it in so many words, she shared the 
idea of the Russian peasantry that on this night the beast might speak. 

The cow-house stood at the junction of the garden with a small paddock, an 
isolated survival, in a suburban neighbourhood; of what had once been a small 
farm. Luke Steffink was complacently proud of his cow-house and his two 
cows; he felt that they gave him a stamp of solidity which no number of 
Wyandottes or Orpingtons could impart. They even seemed to link him in a sort 
of inconsequent way with those patriarchs who derived importance from their 
floating capital of flocks and herbs, he-asses and she-asses. It had been an 
anxious and momentous occasion when he had had to decide definitely between 
“the Byre” and “the Ranch” for the naming of his villa residence. A December 
midnight was hardly the moment he would have chosen for showing his farm- 
building to visitors, but since it was a fine night, and the young people were 
anxious for an excuse for a mild frolic, Luke consented to chaperon the 
expedition. The servants had long since gone to bed, so the house was left in 
charge of Bertie, who scornfully declined to stir out on the pretext of listening to 
bovine conversation. 

“We must go quietly,” said Luke, as he headed the procession of giggling 
young folk, brought up in the rear by the shawled and hooded figure of Mrs. 
Steffink; “I’ve always laid stress on keeping this a quiet and orderly 
neighbourhood.” 


It was a few minutes to midnight when the party reached the cow-house and 
made its way in by the light of Luke’s stable lantern. For a moment every one 
stood in silence, almost with a feeling of being in church. 

“Daisy — the one lying down — is by a shorthorn bull out of a Guernsey 
cow,” announced Luke in a hushed voice, which was in keeping with the 
foregoing impression. 

“Is she?” said Bordenby, rather as if he had expected her to be by Rembrandt. 

“Myrtle is—” 

Myrtle’s family history was cut short by a little scream from the women of 
the party. 

The cow-house door had closed noiselessly behind them and the key had 
turned gratingly in the lock; then they heard Bertie’s voice pleasantly wishing 
them good-night and his footsteps retreating along the garden path. 

Luke Steffink strode to the window; it was a small square opening of the old- 
fashioned sort, with iron bars let into the stonework. 

“Unlock the door this instant,’ he shouted, with as much air of menacing 
authority as a hen might assume when screaming through the bars of a coop at a 
marauding hawk. In reply to his summons the hall-door closed with a defiant 
bang. 

A neighbouring clock struck the hour of midnight. If the cows had received 
the gift of human speech at that moment they would not have been able to make 
themselves heard. Seven or eight other voices were engaged in describing 
Bertie’s present conduct and his general character at a high pressure of 
excitement and indignation. 

In the course of half an hour or so everything that it was permissible to say 
about Bertie had been said some dozens of times, and other topics began to come 
to the front — the extreme mustiness of the cow-house, the possibility of it 
catching fire, and the probability of it being a Rowton House for the vagrant rats 
of the neighbourhood. And still no sign of deliverance came to the unwilling 
vigil-keepers. 

Towards one o’clock the sound of rather boisterous and undisciplined carol- 
singing approached rapidly, and came to a sudden anchorage, apparently just 
outside the garden-gate. A motor-load of youthful “bloods,” in a high state of 
conviviality, had made a temporary halt for repairs; the stoppage, however, did 
not extend to the vocal efforts of the party, and the watchers in the cow-shed 
were treated to a highly unauthorised rendering of “Good King Wenceslas,” in 
which the adjective “good” appeared to be very carelessly applied. 

The noise had the effect of bringing Bertie out into the garden, but he utterly 
ignored the pale, angry faces peering out at the cow-house window, and 


concentrated his attention on the revellers outside the gate. 

“Wassail, you chaps!” he shouted. 

“Wassail, old sport!” they shouted back; “we’d jolly well drink y’r health, 
only we’ve nothing to drink it in.” 

“Come and wassail inside,” said Bertie hospitably; “I’m all alone, and there’s 
heap’s of ‘wet’.” 

They were total strangers, but his touch of kindness made them instantly his 
kin. In another moment the unauthorised version of King Wenceslas, which, 
like many other scandals, grew worse on repetition, went echoing up the garden 
path; two of the revellers gave an impromptu performance on the way by 
executing the staircase waltz up the terraces of what Luke Steffink, hitherto with 
some justification, called his rock-garden. The rock part of it was still there 
when the waltz had been accorded its third encore. Luke, more than ever like a 
cooped hen behind the cow-house bars, was in a position to realise the feelings 
of concert-goers unable to countermand the call for an encore which they neither 
desire or deserve. 

The hall door closed with a bang on Bertie’s guests, and the sounds of 
merriment became faint and muffled to the weary watchers at the other end of 
the garden. Presently two ominous pops, in quick succession, made themselves 
distinctly heard. 

“They’ve got at the champagne!” exclaimed Mrs. Steffink. 

“Perhaps it’s the sparkling Moselle,” said Luke hopefully. 

Three or four more pops were heard. 

“The champagne and the sparkling Moselle,” said Mrs. Steffink. 

Luke uncorked an expletive which, like brandy in a temperance household, 
was only used on rare emergencies. Mr. Horace Bordenby had been making use 
of similar expressions under his breath for a considerable time past. The 
experiment of “throwing the young people together” had been prolonged beyond 
a point when it was likely to produce any romantic result. 

Some forty minutes later the hall door opened and disgorged a crowd that had 
thrown off any restraint of shyness that might have influenced its earlier actions. 
Its vocal efforts in the direction of carol singing were now supplemented by 
instrumental music; a Christmas-tree that had been prepared for the children of 
the gardener and other household retainers had yielded a rich spoil of tin 
trumpets, rattles, and drums. The life-story of King Wenceslas had been 
dropped, Luke was thankful to notice, but it was intensely irritating for the 
chilled prisoners in the cow-house to be told that it was a hot time in the old 
town to-night, together with some accurate but entirely superfluous information 
as to the imminence of Christmas morning. Judging by the protests which began 


to be shouted from the upper windows of neighbouring houses the sentiments 
prevailing in the cow-house were heartily echoed in other quarters. 

The revellers found their car, and, what was more remarkable, managed to 
drive off in it, with a parting fanfare of tin trumpets. The lively beat of a drum 
disclosed the fact that the master of the revels remained on the scene. 

“Bertie!” came in an angry, imploring chorus of shouts and screams from the 
cow-house window. 

“Hullo,” cried the owner of the name, turning his rather errant steps in the 
direction of the summons; “are you people still there? Must have heard 
everything cows got to say by this time. If you haven’t, no use waiting. After 
all, it’s a Russian legend, and Russian Chrismush Eve not due for ‘nother 
fortnight. Better come out.” 

After one or two ineffectual attempts he managed to pitch the key of the cow- 
house door in through the window. Then, lifting his voice in the strains of “I’m 
afraid to go home in the dark,” with a lusty drum accompaniment, he led the way 
back to the house. The hurried procession of the released that followed in his 
steps came in for a good deal of the adverse comment that his exuberant display 
had evoked. 

It was the happiest Christmas Eve he had ever spent. To quote his own 
words, he had a rotten Christmas. 


FOREWARNED 


Alethia Debchance sat in a corner of an otherwise empty railway carriage, more 
or less at ease as regarded body, but in some trepidation as to mind. She had 
embarked on a social adventure of no little magnitude as compared with the 
accustomed seclusion and stagnation of her past life. At the age of twenty-eight 
she could look back on nothing more eventful than the daily round of her 
existence in her aunt’s house at Webblehinton, a hamlet four and a half miles 
distant from a country town and about a quarter of a century removed from 
modern times. Their neighbours had been elderly and few, not much given to 
social intercourse, but helpful or politely sympathetic in times of illness. 
Newspapers of the ordinary kind were a rarity; those that Alethia saw regularly 
were devoted exclusively either to religion or to poultry, and the world of 
politics was to her an unheeded unexplored region. Her ideas on life in general 
had been acquired through the medium of popular respectable novel-writers, and 
modified or emphasised by such knowledge as her aunt, the vicar, and her aunt’s 
housekeeper had put at her disposal. And now, in her twenty-ninth year, her 
aunt’s death had left her, well provided for as regards income, but somewhat 
isolated in the matter of kith and kin and human companionship. She had some 
cousins who were on terms of friendly, though infrequent, correspondence with 
her, but as they lived permanently in Ceylon, a locality about which she knew 
little, beyond the assurance contained in the missionary hymn that the human 
element there was vile, they were not of much immediate use to her. Other 
cousins she also possessed, more distant as regards relationship, but not quite so 
geographically remote, seeing that they lived somewhere in the Midlands. She 
could hardly remember ever having met them, but once or twice in the course of 
the last three or four years they had expressed a polite wish that she should pay 
them a visit; they had probably not been unduly depressed by the fact that her 
aunt’s failing health had prevented her from accepting their invitation. The note 
of condolence that had arrived on the occasion of her aunt’s death had included a 
vague hope that Alethia would find time in the near future to spend a few days 
with her cousins, and after much deliberation and many hesitations she had 
written to propose herself as a guest for a definite date some weeks ahead. The 
family, she reflected with relief, was not a large one; the two daughters were 
married and away, there was only old Mrs. Bludward and her son Robert at 
home. Mrs. Bludward was something of an invalid, and Robert was a young 
man who had been at Oxford and was going into Parliament. Further than that 
Alethia’s information did not go; her imagination, founded on her extensive 


knowledge of the people one met in novels, had to supply the gaps. The mother 
was not difficult to place; she would either be an ultra-amiable old lady, bearing 
her feeble health with uncomplaining fortitude, and having a kind word for the 
gardener’s boy and a sunny smile for the chance visitor, or else she would be 
cold and peevish, with eyes that pierced you like a gimlet, and an unreasoning 
idolatry of her son. Alethia’s imagination rather inclined her to the latter view. 
Robert was more of a problem. There were three dominant types of manhood to 
be taken into consideration in working out his classification; there was Hugo, 
who was strong, good, and beautiful, a rare type and not very often met with; 
there was Sir Jasper, who was utterly vile and absolutely unscrupulous, and there 
was Nevil, who was not really bad at heart, but had a weak mouth and usually 
required the life-work of two good women to keep him from ultimate disaster. It 
was probable, Alethia considered, that Robert came into the last category, in 
which case she was certain to enjoy the companionship of one or two excellent 
women, and might possibly catch glimpses of undesirable adventuresses or come 
face to face with reckless admiration-seeking married women. It was altogether 
an exciting prospect, this sudden venture into an unexplored world of unknown 
human beings, and Alethia rather wished that she could have taken the vicar with 
her; she was not, however, rich or important enough to travel with a chaplain, as 
the Marquis of Moystoncleugh always did in the novel she had just been reading, 
so she recognised that such a proceeding was out of the question. 

The train which carried Alethia towards her destination was a local one, with 
the wayside station habit strongly developed. At most of the stations no one 
seemed to want to get into the train or to leave it, but at one there were several 
market folk on the platform, and two men, of the farmer or small cattle-dealer 
class, entered Alethia’s carriage. Apparently they had just foregathered, after a 
day’s business, and their conversation consisted of a rapid exchange of short 
friendly inquiries as to health, family, stock, and so forth, and some grumbling 
remarks on the weather. Suddenly, however, their talk took a dramatically 
interesting turn, and Alethia listened with wide-eyed attention. 

“What do you think of Mister Robert Bludward, eh?” 

There was a certain scornful ring in his question. 

“Robert Bludward? An out-an’-out rotter, that’s what he is. Ought to be 
ashamed to look any decent man in the face. Send him to Parliament to 
represent us — not much! He’d rob a poor man of his last shilling, he would.” 

“Ah, that he would. Tells a pack of lies to get our votes, that’s all that he’s 
after, damn him. Did you see the way the Argus showed him up this week? 
Properly exposed him, hip and thigh, I tell you.” 


And so on they ran, in their withering indictment. There could be no doubt 
that it was Alethia’s cousin and prospective host to whom they were referring; 
the allusion to a Parliamentary candidature settled that. What could Robert 
Bludward have done, what manner of man could he be, that people should speak 
of him with such obvious reprobation? 

“He was hissed down at Shoalford yesterday,” said one of the speakers. 

Hissed! Had it come to that? There was something dramatically biblical in 
the idea of Robert Bludward’s neighbours and acquaintances hissing him for 
very scorn. Lord Hereward Stranglath had been hissed, now Alethia came to 
think of it, in the eighth chapter of Matterby Towers, while in the act of opening 
a Wesleyan bazaar, because he was suspected (unjustly as it turned out 
afterwards) of having beaten the German governess to death. And in Tainted 
Guineas Roper Squenderby had been deservedly hissed, on the steps of the 
Jockey Club, for having handed a rival owner a forged telegram, containing false 
news of his mother’s death, just before the start for an important race, thereby 
ensuring the withdrawal of his rival’s horse. In placid Saxon-blooded England 
people did not demonstrate their feelings lightly and without some strong 
compelling cause. What manner of evildoer was Robert Bludward? 

The train stopped at another small station, and the two men got out. One of 
them left behind him a copy of the Argus, the local paper to which he had made 
reference. Alethia pounced on it, in the expectation of finding a cultured literary 
endorsement of the censure which these rough farming men had expressed in 
their homely, honest way. She had not far to look; “Mr. Robert Bludward, 
Swanker,” was the title of one of the principal articles in the paper. She did not 
exactly know what a swanker was, probably it referred to some unspeakable 
form of cruelty, but she read enough in the first few sentences of the article to 
discover that her cousin Robert, the man at whose house she was about to stay, 
was an unscrupulous, unprincipled character, of a low order of intelligence, yet 
cunning withal, and that he and his associates were responsible for most of the 
misery, disease, poverty, and ignorance with which the country was afflicted; 
never, except in one or two of the denunciatory Psalms, which she had always 
supposed to have be written in a spirit of exaggerated Oriental imagery, had she 
read such an indictment of a human being. And this monster was going to meet 
her at Derrelton Station in a few short minutes. She would know him at once; he 
would have the dark beetling brows, the quick, furtive glance, the sneering, 
unsavoury smile that always characterised the Sir Jaspers of this world. It was 
too late to escape; she must force herself to meet him with outward calm. 


It was a considerable shock to her to find that Robert was fair, with a snub 
nose, merry eye, and rather a schoolboy manner. “A serpent in duckling’s 
plumage,” was her private comment; merciful chance had revealed him to her in 
his true colours. 

As they drove away from the station a dissipated-looking man of the 
labouring class waved his hat in friendly salute. “Good luck to you, Mr. 
Bludward,” he shouted; “you’ll come out on top! We’ll break old Chobham’s 
neck for him.” 

“Who was that man?” asked Alethia quickly. 

“Oh, one of my supporters,” laughed Robert; “a bit of a poacher and a bit of a 
pub-loafer, but he’s on the right side.” 

So these were the sort of associates that Robert Bludward consorted with, 
thought Alethia. 

“Who is the person he referred to as old Chobham?” she asked. 

“Sir John Chobham, the man who is opposing me,” answered Robert; “that is 
his house away there among the trees on the right.” 

So there was an upright man, possibly a very Hugo in character, who was 
thwarting and defying the evildoer in his nefarious career, and there was a 
dastardly plot afoot to break his neck! Possibly the attempt would be made 
within the next few hours. He must certainly be warned. Alethia remembered 
how Lady Sylvia Broomgate, in Nightshade Court, had pretended to be bolted 
with by her horse up to the front door of a threatened county magnate, and had 
whispered a warning in his ear which saved him from being the victim of foul 
murder. She wondered if there was a quiet pony in the stables on which she 
would be allowed to ride out alone. The chances were that she would be 
watched. Robert would come spurring after her and seize her bridle just as she 
was turning in at Sir John’s gates. 

A group of men that they passed in a village street gave them no very friendly 
looks, and Alethia thought she heard a furtive hiss; a moment later they came 
upon an errand boy riding a bicycle. He had the frank open countenance, neatly 
brushed hair and tidy clothes that betoken a clear conscience and a good mother. 
He stared straight at the occupants of the car, and, after he had passed them, sang 
in his clear, boyish voice: 

“We’ll hang Bobby Bludward on the sour apple tree.” 

Robert merely laughed. That was how he took the scorn and condemnation 
of his fellow-men. He had goaded them to desperation with his shameless 
depravity till they spoke openly of putting him to a violent death, and he 
laughed. 


Mrs. Bludward proved to be of the type that Alethia had suspected, thin- 
lipped, cold-eyed, and obviously devoted to her worthless son. From her no help 
was to be expected. Alethia locked her door that night, and placed such ramparts 
of furniture against it that the maid had great difficulty in breaking in with the 
early tea in the morning. 

After breakfast Alethia, on the pretext of going to look at an outlying rose- 
garden, slipped away to the village through which they had passed on the 
previous evening. She remembered that Robert had pointed out to her a public 
reading-room, and here she considered it possible that she might meet Sir John 
Chobham, or some one who knew him well and would carry a message to him. 
The room was empty when she entered it; a Graphic twelve days old, a yet older 
copy of Punch, and one or two local papers lay upon the central table; the other 
tables were stacked for the most part with chess and draughts-boards, and 
wooden boxes of chessmen and dominoes. Listlessly she picked up one of the 
papers, the Sentinel, and glanced at its contents. Suddenly she started, and began 
to read with breathless attention a prominently printed article, headed “A Little 
Limelight on Sir John Chobham.” The colour ebbed away from her face, a look 
of frightened despair crept into her eyes. Never, in any novel that she had read, 
had a defenceless young woman been confronted with a situation like this. Sir 
John, the Hugo of her imagination, was, if anything, rather more depraved and 
despicable than Robert Bludward. He was mean, evasive, callously indifferent 
to his country’s interests, a cheat, a man who habitually broke his word, and who 
was responsible, with his associates, for most of the poverty, misery, crime, and 
national degradation with which the country was afflicted. He was also a 
candidate for Parliament, it seemed, and as there was only one seat in this 
particular locality, it was obvious that the success of either Robert or Sir John 
would mean a check to the ambitions of the other, hence, no doubt, the rivalry 
and enmity between these otherwise kindred souls. One was seeking to have his 
enemy done to death, the other was apparently trying to stir up his supporters to 
an act of “Lynch law”. All this in order that there might be an unopposed 
election, that one or other of the candidates might go into Parliament with 
honeyed eloquence on his lips and blood on his heart. Were men really so vile? 

“I must go back to Webblehinton at once,” Alethia informed her astonished 
hostess at lunch time; “I have had a telegram. A friend is very seriously ill and I 
have been sent for.” 

It was dreadful to have to concoct lies, but it would be more dreadful to have 
to spend another night under that roof. 

Alethia reads novels now with even greater appreciation than before. She has 
been herself in the world outside Webblehinton, the world where the great 


dramas of sin and villainy are played unceasingly. She had come unscathed 
through it, but what might have happened if she had gone unsuspectingly to visit 
Sir John Chobham and warn him of his danger? What indeed! She had been 
saved by the fearless outspokenness of the local Press. 


THE INTERLOPERS 


In a forest of mixed growth somewhere on the eastern spurs of the Karpathians, 
a man stood one winter night watching and listening, as though he waited for 
some beast of the woods to come within the range of his vision, and, later, of his 
rifle. But the game for whose presence he kept so keen an outlook was none that 
figured in the sportsman’s calendar as lawful and proper for the chase; Ulrich 
von Gradwitz patrolled the dark forest in quest of a human enemy. 

The forest lands of Gradwitz were of wide extent and well stocked with 
game; the narrow strip of precipitous woodland that lay on its outskirt was not 
remarkable for the game it harboured or the shooting it afforded, but it was the 
most jealously guarded of all its owner’s territorial possessions. A famous law 
suit, in the days of his grandfather, had wrested it from the illegal possession of a 
neighbouring family of petty landowners; the dispossessed party had never 
acquiesced in the judgment of the Courts, and a long series of poaching affrays 
and similar scandals had embittered the relationships between the families for 
three generations. The neighbour feud had grown into a personal one since 
Ulrich had come to be head of his family; if there was a man in the world whom 
he detested and wished ill to it was Georg Znaeym, the inheritor of the quarrel 
and the tireless game-snatcher and raider of the disputed border-forest. The feud 
might, perhaps, have died down or been compromised if the personal ill-will of 
the two men had not stood in the way; as boys they had thirsted for one another’s 
blood, as men each prayed that misfortune might fall on the other, and this wind- 
scourged winter night Ulrich had banded together his foresters to watch the dark 
forest, not in quest of four-footed quarry, but to keep a look-out for the prowling 
thieves whom he suspected of being afoot from across the land boundary. The 
roebuck, which usually kept in the sheltered hollows during a storm-wind, were 
running like driven things to-night, and there was movement and unrest among 
the creatures that were wont to sleep through the dark hours. Assuredly there 
was a disturbing element in the forest, and Ulrich could guess the quarter from 
whence it came. 

He strayed away by himself from the watchers whom he had placed in 
ambush on the crest of the hill, and wandered far down the steep slopes amid the 
wild tangle of undergrowth, peering through the tree trunks and listening through 
the whistling and skirling of the wind and the restless beating of the branches for 
sight and sound of the marauders. If only on this wild night, in this dark, lone 
spot, he might come across Georg Znaeym, man to man, with none to witness — 


that was the wish that was uppermost in his thoughts. And as he stepped round 
the trunk of a huge beech he came face to face with the man he sought. 

The two enemies stood glaring at one another for a long silent moment. Each 
had a rifle in his hand, each had hate in his heart and murder uppermost in his 
mind. The chance had come to give full play to the passions of a lifetime. But a 
man who has been brought up under the code of a restraining civilisation cannot 
easily nerve himself to shoot down his neighbour in cold blood and without 
word spoken, except for an offence against his hearth and honour. And before 
the moment of hesitation had given way to action a deed of Nature’s own 
violence overwhelmed them both. A fierce shriek of the storm had been 
answered by a splitting crash over their heads, and ere they could leap aside a 
mass of falling beech tree had thundered down on them. Ulrich von Gradwitz 
found himself stretched on the ground, one arm numb beneath him and the other 
held almost as helplessly in a tight tangle of forked branches, while both legs 
were pinned beneath the fallen mass. His heavy shooting-boots had saved his 
feet from being crushed to pieces, but if his fractures were not as serious as they 
might have been, at least it was evident that he could not move from his present 
position till some one came to release him. The descending twig had slashed the 
skin of his face, and he had to wink away some drops of blood from his 
eyelashes before he could take in a general view of the disaster. At his side, so 
near that under ordinary circumstances he could almost have touched him, lay 
Georg Znaeym, alive and struggling, but obviously as helplessly pinioned down 
as himself. All round them lay a thick-strewn wreckage of splintered branches 
and broken twigs. 

Relief at being alive and exasperation at his captive plight brought a strange 
medley of pious thank-offerings and sharp curses to Ulrich’s lips. Georg, who 
was nearly blinded with the blood which trickled across his eyes, stopped his 
struggling for a moment to listen, and then gave a short, snarling laugh. 

“So you’re not killed, as you ought to be, but you’re caught, anyway,” he 
cried; “caught fast. Ho, what a jest, Ulrich von Gradwitz snared in his stolen 
forest. There’s real justice for you!” 

And he laughed again, mockingly and savagely. 

“T’m caught in my own forest-land,” retorted Ulrich. “When my men come to 
release us you will wish, perhaps, that you were in a better plight than caught 
poaching on a neighbour’s land, shame on you.” 

Georg was silent for a moment; then he answered quietly: 

“Are you sure that your men will find much to release? I have men, too, in 
the forest to-night, close behind me, and they will be here first and do the 
releasing. When they drag me out from under these damned branches it won’t 


need much clumsiness on their part to roll this mass of trunk right over on the 
top of you. Your men will find you dead under a fallen beech tree. For form’s 
sake I shall send my condolences to your family.” 

“Tt is a useful hint,” said Ulrich fiercely. “My men had orders to follow in ten 
minutes time, seven of which must have gone by already, and when they get me 
out — I will remember the hint. Only as you will have met your death poaching 
on my lands I don’t think I can decently send any message of condolence to your 
family.” 

“Good,” snarled Georg, “good. We fight this quarrel out to the death, you 
and I and our foresters, with no cursed interlopers to come between us. Death 
and damnation to you, Ulrich von Gradwitz.” 

“The same to you, Georg Znaeym, forest-thief, game-snatcher.” 

Both men spoke with the bitterness of possible defeat before them, for each 
knew that it might be long before his men would seek him out or find him; it was 
a bare matter of chance which party would arrive first on the scene. 

Both had now given up the useless struggle to free themselves from the mass 
of wood that held them down; Ulrich limited his endeavours to an effort to bring 
his one partially free arm near enough to his outer coat-pocket to draw out his 
wine-flask. Even when he had accomplished that operation it was long before he 
could manage the unscrewing of the stopper or get any of the liquid down his 
throat. But what a Heaven-sent draught it seemed! It was an open winter, and 
little snow had fallen as yet, hence the captives suffered less from the cold than 
might have been the case at that season of the year; nevertheless, the wine was 
warming and reviving to the wounded man, and he looked across with 
something like a throb of pity to where his enemy lay, just keeping the groans of 
pain and weariness from crossing his lips. 

“Could you reach this flask if I threw it over to you?” asked Ulrich suddenly; 
“there is good wine in it, and one may as well be as comfortable as one can. Let 
us drink, even if to-night one of us dies.” 

“No, I can scarcely see anything; there is so much blood caked round my 
eyes,” said Georg, “and in any case I don’t drink wine with an enemy.” 

Ulrich was silent for a few minutes, and lay listening to the weary screeching 
of the wind. An idea was slowly forming and growing in his brain, an idea that 
gained strength every time that he looked across at the man who was fighting so 
grimly against pain and exhaustion. In the pain and languor that Ulrich himself 
was feeling the old fierce hatred seemed to be dying down. 

“Neighbour,” he said presently, “do as you please if your men come first. It 
was a fair compact. But as for me, I’ve changed my mind. If my men are the 
first to come you shall be the first to be helped, as though you were my guest. 


We have quarrelled like devils all our lives over this stupid strip of forest, where 
the trees can’t even stand upright in a breath of wind. Lying here to-night 
thinking I’ve come to think we’ve been rather fools; there are better things in life 
than getting the better of a boundary dispute. Neighbour, if you will help me to 
bury the old quarrel I — I will ask you to be my friend.” 

Georg Znaeym was silent for so long that Ulrich thought, perhaps, he had 
fainted with the pain of his injuries. Then he spoke slowly and in jerks. 

“How the whole region would stare and gabble if we rode into the market- 
square together. No one living can remember seeing a Znaeym and a von 
Gradwitz talking to one another in friendship. And what peace there would be 
among the forester folk if we ended our feud to-night. And if we choose to 
make peace among our people there is none other to interfere, no interlopers 
from outside .. . You would come and keep the Sylvester night beneath my roof, 
and I would come and feast on some high day at your castle . . . I would never 
fire a shot on your land, save when you invited me as a guest; and you should 
come and shoot with me down in the marshes where the wildfowl are. In all the 
countryside there are none that could hinder if we willed to make peace. I never 
thought to have wanted to do other than hate you all my life, but I think I have 
changed my mind about things too, this last half-hour. And you offered me your 
wine-flask ... Ulrich von Gradwitz, I will be your friend.” 

For a space both men were silent, turning over in their minds the wonderful 
changes that this dramatic reconciliation would bring about. In the cold, gloomy 
forest, with the wind tearing in fitful gusts through the naked branches and 
whistling round the tree-trunks, they lay and waited for the help that would now 
bring release and succour to both parties. And each prayed a private prayer that 
his men might be the first to arrive, so that he might be the first to show 
honourable attention to the enemy that had become a friend. 

Presently, as the wind dropped for a moment, Ulrich broke silence. 

“Let’s shout for help,” he said, “in this lull our voices may carry a little way.” 

“They won’t carry far through the trees and undergrowth,” said Georg, “but 
we can try. Together, then.” 

The two raised their voices in a prolonged hunting call. 

“Together again,” said Ulrich a few minutes later, after listening in vain for 
an answering halloo. 

“T heard nothing but the pestilential wind,” said Georg hoarsely. 

There was silence again for some minutes, and then Ulrich gave a joyful cry. 

“I can see figures coming through the wood. They are following in the way I 
came down the hillside.” 

Both men raised their voices in as loud a shout as they could muster. 


“They hear us! They’ve stopped. Now they see us. They’re running down 
the hill towards us,” cried Ulrich. 

“How many of them are there?” asked Georg. 

“T can’t see distinctly,” said Ulrich; “nine or ten,” 

“Then they are yours,” said Georg; “I had only seven out with me.” 

“They are making all the speed they can, brave lads,” said Ulrich gladly. 

“Are they your men?” asked Georg. “Are they your men?” he repeated 
impatiently as Ulrich did not answer. 

“No,” said Ulrich with a laugh, the idiotic chattering laugh of a man unstrung 
with hideous fear. 

“Who are they?” asked Georg quickly, straining his eyes to see what the other 
would gladly not have seen. 

“Wolves.” 


QUAIL SEED 


“The outlook is not encouraging for us smaller businesses,” said Mr. Scarrick to 
the artist and his sister, who had taken rooms over his suburban grocery store. 
“These big concerns are offering all sorts of attractions to the shopping public 
which we couldn’t afford to imitate, even on a small scale — reading-rooms and 
play-rooms and gramophones and Heaven knows what. People don’t care to buy 
half a pound of sugar nowadays unless they can listen to Harry Lauder and have 
the latest Australian cricket scores ticked off before their eyes. With the big 
Christmas stock we’ve got in we ought to keep half a dozen assistants hard at 
work, but as it is my nephew Jimmy and myself can pretty well attend to it 
ourselves. It’s a nice stock of goods, too, if I could only run it off in a few 
weeks time, but there’s no chance of that — not unless the London line was to 
get snowed up for a fortnight before Christmas. I did have a sort of idea of 
engaging Miss Luffcombe to give recitations during afternoons; she made a 
great hit at the Post Office entertainment with her rendering of ‘Little Beatrice’s 
Resolve’.” 

“Anything less likely to make your shop a fashionable shopping centre I can’t 
imagine,” said the artist, with a very genuine shudder; “if I were trying to decide 
between the merits of Carlsbad plums and confected figs as a winter dessert it 
would infuriate me to have my train of thought entangled with little Beatrice’s 
resolve to be an Angel of Light or a girl scout. No,” he continued, “the desire to 
get something thrown in for nothing is a ruling passion with the feminine 
shopper, but you can’t afford to pander effectively to it. Why not appeal to 
another instinct; which dominates not only the woman shopper but the male 
shopper — in fact, the entire human race?” 

“What is that instinct, sir?” said the grocer. 


OK OOK OK k OOK 


Mrs. Greyes and Miss Fritten had missed the 2.18 to Town, and as there was not 
another train till 3.12 they thought that they might as well make their grocery 
purchases at Scarrick’s. It would not be sensational, they agreed, but it would 
still be shopping. 

For some minutes they had the shop almost to themselves, as far as customers 
were concerned, but while they were debating the respective virtues and 
blemishes of two competing brands of anchovy paste they were startled by an 
order, given across the counter, for six pomegranates and a packet of quail seed. 


Neither commodity was in general demand in that neighbourhood. Equally 
unusual was the style and appearance of the customer; about sixteen years old, 
with dark olive skin, large dusky eyes, and thick, low-growing, blue-black hair, 
he might have made his living as an artist’s model. As a matter of fact he did. 
The bowl of beaten brass that he produced for the reception of his purchases was 
distinctly the most astonishing variation on the string bag or marketing basket of 
suburban civilisation that his fellow-shoppers had ever seen. He threw a gold 
piece, apparently of some exotic currency, across the counter, and did not seem 
disposed to wait for any change that might be forthcoming. 

“The wine and figs were not paid for yesterday,” he said; “keep what is over 
of the money for our future purchases.” 

“A very strange-looking boy?” said Mrs. Greyes interrogatively to the grocer 
as soon as his customer had left. 

“A foreigner, I believe,” said Mr. Scarrick, with a shortness that was entirely 
out of keeping with his usually communicative manner. 

“I wish for a pound and a half of the best coffee you have,” said an 
authoritative voice a moment or two later. The speaker was a tall, authoritative- 
looking man of rather outlandish aspect, remarkable among other things for a 
full black beard, worn in a style more in vogue in early Assyria than in a London 
suburb of the present day. 

“Has a dark-faced boy been here buying pomegranates?” he asked suddenly, 
as the coffee was being weighed out to him. 

The two ladies almost jumped on hearing the grocer reply with an unblushing 
negative. 

“We have a few pomegranates in stock,” he continued, “but there has been no 
demand for them.” 

“My servant will fetch the coffee as usual,” said the purchaser, producing a 
coin from a wonderful metal-work purse. As an apparent afterthought he fired 
out the question: “Have you, perhaps, any quail seed?” 

“No,” said the grocer, without hesitation, “we don’t stock it.” 

“What will he deny next?” asked Mrs. Greyes under her breath. What made 
it seem so much worse was the fact that Mr. Scarrick had quite recently presided 
at a lecture on Savonarola. 

Turning up the deep astrachan collar of his long coat, the stranger swept out 
of the shop, with the air, Miss Fritten afterwards described it, of a Satrap 
proroguing a Sanhedrim. Whether such a pleasant function ever fell to a 
Satrap’s lot she was not quite certain, but the simile faithfully conveyed her 
meaning to a large circle of acquaintances. 


“Don’t let’s bother about the 3.12,” said Mrs. Greyes; “let’s go and talk this 
over at Laura Lipping’s. It’s her day.” 

When the dark-faced boy arrived at the shop next day with his brass 
marketing bowl there was quite a fair gathering of customers, most of whom 
seemed to be spinning out their purchasing operations with the air of people who 
had very little to do with their time. In a voice that was heard all over the shop, 
perhaps because everybody was intently listening, he asked for a pound of honey 
and a packet of quail seed. 

“More quail seed!” said Miss Fritten. “Those quails must be voracious, or 
else it isn’t quail seed at all.” 

“I believe it’s opium, and the bearded man is a detective,” said Mrs. Greyes 
brilliantly. 

“I don’t,” said Laura Lipping; “I’m sure it’s something to do with the 
Portuguese Throne.” 

“More likely to be a Persian intrigue on behalf of the ex-Shah,” said Miss 
Fritten; “the bearded man belongs to the Government Party. The quail-seed is a 
countersign, of course; Persia is almost next door to Palestine, and quails come 
into the Old Testament, you know.” 

“Only as a miracle,” said her well-informed younger sister; “I’ve thought all 
along it was part of a love intrigue.” 

The boy who had so much interest and speculation centred on him was on the 
point of departing with his purchases when he was waylaid by Jimmy, the 
nephew-apprentice, who, from his post at the cheese and bacon counter, 
commanded a good view of the street. 

“We have some very fine Jaffa oranges,” he said hurriedly, pointing to a 
comer where they were stored, behind a high rampart of biscuit tins. There was 
evidently more in the remark than met the ear. The boy flew at the oranges with 
the enthusiasm of a ferret finding a rabbit family at home after a long day of 
fruitless subterranean research. Almost at the same moment the bearded stranger 
stalked into the shop, and flung an order for a pound of dates and a tin of the best 
Smyrna halva across the counter. The most adventurous housewife in the 
locality had never heard of halva, but Mr. Scarrick was apparently able to 
produce the best Smyrna variety of it without a moment’s hesitation. 

“We might be living in the Arabian Nights,” said Miss Fritten, excitedly. 

“Hush! Listen,” beseeched Mrs. Greyes. 

“Has the dark-faced boy, of whom I spoke yesterday, been here to-day?” 
asked the stranger. 

“We’ve had rather more people than usual in the shop to-day,” said Mr. 
Scarrick, “but I can’t recall a boy such as you describe.” 


Mrs. Greyes and Miss Fritten looked round triumphantly at their friends. It 
was, of course, deplorable that any one should treat the truth as an article 
temporarily and excusably out of stock, but they felt gratified that the vivid 
accounts they had given of Mr. Scarrick’s traffic in falsehoods should receive 
confirmation at first hand. 

“T shall never again be able to believe what he tells me about the absence of 
colouring matter in the jam,” whispered an aunt of Mrs. Greyes tragically. 

The mysterious stranger took his departure; Laura Lipping distinctly saw a 
snarl of baffled rage reveal itself behind his heavy moustache and upturned 
astrachan collar. After a cautious interval the seeker after oranges emerged from 
behind the biscuit tins, having apparently failed to find any individual orange 
that satisfied his requirements. He, too, took his departure, and the shop was 
slowly emptied of its parcel and gossip laden customers. It was Emily Yorling’s 
“day”, and most of the shoppers made their way to her drawing-room. To go 
direct from a shopping expedition to a tea party was what was known locally as 
“living in a whirl”. 

Two extra assistants had been engaged for the following afternoon, and their 
services were in brisk demand; the shop was crowded. People bought and 
bought, and never seemed to get to the end of their lists. Mr. Scarrick had never 
had so little difficulty in persuading customers to embark on new experiences in 
grocery wares. Even those women whose purchases were of modest proportions 
dawdled over them as though they had brutal, drunken husbands to go home to. 
The afternoon had dragged uneventfully on, and there was a distinct buzz of 
unpent excitement when a dark-eyed boy carrying a brass bowl entered the 
shop. The excitement seemed to have communicated itself to Mr. Scarrick; 
abruptly deserting a lady who was making insincere inquiries about the home 
life of the Bombay duck, he intercepted the newcomer on his way to the 
accustomed counter and informed him, amid a deathlike hush, that he had run 
out of quail seed. 

The boy looked nervously round the shop, and turned hesitatingly to go. He 
was again intercepted, this time by the nephew, who darted out from behind his 
counter and said something about a better line of oranges. The boy’s hesitation 
vanished; he almost scuttled into the obscurity of the orange corner. There was 
an expectant turn of public attention towards the door, and the tall, bearded 
stranger made a really effective entrance. The aunt of Mrs. Greyes declared 
afterwards that she found herself sub-consciously repeating “The Assyrian came 
down like a wolf on the fold” under her breath, and she was generally believed. 

The newcomer, too, was stopped before he reached the counter, but not by 
Mr. Scarrick or his assistant. A heavily veiled lady, whom no one had hitherto 


noticed, rose languidly from a seat and greeted him in a clear, penetrating voice. 

“Your Excellency does his shopping himself?” she said. 

“T order the things myself,” he explained; “I find it difficult to make my 
servants understand.” 

In a lower, but still perfectly audible, voice the veiled lady gave him a piece 
of casual information. 

“They have some excellent Jaffa oranges here.” Then with a tinkling laugh 
she passed out of the shop. 

The man glared all round the shop, and then, fixing his eyes instinctively on 
the barrier of biscuit tins, demanded loudly of the grocer: “You have, perhaps, 
some good Jaffa oranges?” 

Every one expected an instant denial on the part of Mr. Scarrick of any such 
possession. Before he could answer, however, the boy had broken forth from his 
sanctuary. Holding his empty brass bowl before him he passed out into the 
street. His face was variously described afterwards as masked with studied 
indifference, overspread with ghastly pallor, and blazing with defiance. Some 
said that his teeth chattered, others that he went out whistling the Persian 
National Hymn. There was no mistaking, however, the effect produced by the 
encounter on the man who had seemed to force it. If a rabid dog or a rattlesnake 
had suddenly thrust its companionship on him he could scarcely have displayed 
a greater access of terror. His air of authority and assertiveness had gone, his 
masterful stride had given way to a furtive pacing to and fro, as of an animal 
seeking an outlet for escape. In a dazed perfunctory manner, always with his 
eyes turning to watch the shop entrance, he gave a few random orders, which the 
grocer made a show of entering in his book. Now and then he walked out into 
the street, looked anxiously in all directions, and hurried back to keep up his 
pretence of shopping. From one of these sorties he did not return; he had dashed 
away into the dusk, and neither he nor the dark-faced boy nor the veiled lady 
were seen again by the expectant crowds that continued to throng the Scarrick 
establishment for days to come. 


OK OOK OK k OOK 


“T can never thank you and your sister sufficiently,” said the grocer. 

“We enjoyed the fun of it,” said the artist modestly, “and as for the model, it 
was a welcome variation on posing for hours for ‘The Lost Hylas’.” 

“At any rate,” said the grocer, “I insist on paying for the hire of the black 
beard.” 


CANOSSA 


Demosthenes Platterbaff, the eminent Unrest Inducer, stood on his trial for a 
serious offence, and the eyes of the political world were focussed on the jury. 
The offence, it should be stated, was serious for the Government rather than for 
the prisoner. He had blown up the Albert Hall on the eve of the great Liberal 
Federation Tango Tea, the occasion on which the Chancellor of the Exchequer 
was expected to propound his new theory: “Do partridges spread infectious 
diseases?” Platterbaff had chosen his time well; the Tango Tea had been 
hurriedly postponed, but there were other political fixtures which could not be 
put off under any circumstances. The day after the trial there was to be a by- 
election at Nemesis-on-Hand, and it had been openly announced in the division 
that if Platterbaff were languishing in gaol on polling day the Government 
candidate would be “outed” to a certainty. Unfortunately, there could be no 
doubt or misconception as to Platterbaff’s guilt. He had not only pleaded guilty, 
but had expressed his intention of repeating his escapade in other directions as 
soon as circumstances permitted; throughout the trial he was busy examining a 
small model of the Free Trade Hall in Manchester. The jury could not possibly 
find that the prisoner had not deliberately and intentionally blown up the Albert 
Hall; the question was: Could they find any extenuating circumstances which 
would permit of an acquittal? Of course any sentence which the law might feel 
compelled to inflict would be followed by an immediate pardon, but it was 
highly desirable, from the Government’s point of view, that the necessity for 
such an exercise of clemency should not arise. A headlong pardon, on the eve of 
a bye-election, with threats of a heavy voting defection if it were withheld or 
even delayed, would not necessarily be a surrender, but it would look like one. 
Opponents would be only too ready to attribute ungenerous motives. Hence the 
anxiety in the crowded Court, and in the little groups gathered round the tape- 
machines in Whitehall and Downing Street and other affected centres. 

The jury returned from considering their verdict; there was a flutter, an 
excited murmur, a deathlike hush. The foreman delivered his message: 

“The jury find the prisoner guilty of blowing up the Albert Hall. The jury 
wish to add a rider drawing attention to the fact that a by-election is pending in 
the Parliamentary division of Nemesis-on-Hand.” 

“That, of course,” said the Government Prosecutor, springing to his feet, “is 
equivalent to an acquittal?” 

“I hardly think so,” said the Judge, coldly; “I feel obliged to sentence the 
prisoner to a week’s imprisonment.” 


“And may the Lord have mercy on the poll,” a Junior Counsel exclaimed 
irreverently. 

It was a scandalous sentence, but then the Judge was not on the Ministerial 
side in politics. 

The verdict and sentence were made known to the public at twenty minutes 
past five in the afternoon; at half-past five a dense crowd was massed outside the 
Prime Minister’s residence lustily singing, to the air of “Trelawney”: 


“And should our Hero rot in gaol,, For e’en a single day,. There’s Fifteen 
Hundred Voting Men. Will vote the other way.” 


“Fifteen hundred,” said the Prime Minister, with a shudder; “it’s too horrible 
to think of. Our majority last time was only a thousand and seven.” 

“The poll opens at eight to-morrow morning,” said the Chief Organiser; “we 
must have him out by 7 a.m.” 

“Seven-thirty,” amended the Prime Minister; “we must avoid any appearance 
of precipitancy.” 

“Not later than seven-thirty, then,” said the Chief Organiser; “I have promised 
the agent down there that he shall be able to display posters announcing 
‘Platterbaff is Out,’ before the poll opens. He said it was our only chance of 
getting a telegram ‘Radprop is In’ to-night.” 

At half-past seven the next morning the Prime Minister and the Chief 
Organiser sat at breakfast, making a perfunctory meal, and awaiting the return of 
the Home Secretary, who had gone in person to superintend the releasing of 
Platterbaff. Despite the earliness of the hour a small crowd had gathered in the 
street outside, and the horrible menacing Trelawney refrain of the “Fifteen 
Hundred Voting Men” came in a steady, monotonous chant. 

“They will cheer presently when they hear the news,” said the Prime Minister 
hopefully; “hark! They are booing some one now! That must be McKenna.” 

The Home Secretary entered the room a moment later, disaster written on his 
face. 

“He won’t go!” he exclaimed. 

“Won’t go? Won’t leave gaol?” 

“He won’t go unless he has a brass band. He says he never has left prison 
without a brass band to play him out, and he’s not going to go without one now.” 

“But surely that sort of thing is provided by his supporters and admirers?” 
said the Prime Minister; “we can hardly be supposed to supply a released 
prisoner with a brass band. How on earth could we defend it on the Estimates?” 


“His supporters say it is up to us to provide the music,” said the Home 
Secretary; “they say we put him in prison, and it’s our affair to see that he leaves 
it in a respectable manner. Anyway, he won’t go unless he has a band.” 

The telephone squealed shrilly; it was a trunk call from Nemesis. 

“Poll opens in five minutes. Is Platterbaff out yet? In Heaven’s name, why 


” 


The Chief Organiser rang off. 

“This is not a moment for standing on dignity,” he observed bluntly; 
“musicians must be supplied at once. Platterbaff must have his band.” 

“Where are you going to find the musicians?” asked the Home Secretary 
wearily; “we can’t employ a military band, in fact, I don’t think he’d have one if 
we offered it, and there ain’t any others. There’s a musicians’ strike on, I 
suppose you know.” 

“Can’t you get a strike permit?” asked the Organiser. 

“PI try,” said the Home Secretary, and went to the telephone. 

Eight o’clock struck. The crowd outside chanted with an increasing volume 
of sound: 

“Will vote the other way.” 

A telegram was brought in. It was from the central committee rooms at 
Nemesis. “Losing twenty votes per minute,” was its brief message. 

Ten o’clock struck. The Prime Minister, the Home Secretary, the Chief 
Organiser, and several earnest helpful friends were gathered in the inner gateway 
of the prison, talking volubly to Demosthenes Platterbaff, who stood with folded 
arms and squarely planted feet, silent in their midst. Golden-tongued legislators 
whose eloquence had swayed the Marconi Inquiry Committee, or at any rate the 
greater part of it, expended their arts of oratory in vain on this stubborn 
unyielding man. Without a band he would not go; and they had no band. 

A quarter past ten, half-past. A constant stream of telegraph boys poured in 
through the prison gates. 

“Yamley’s factory hands just voted you can guess how,” ran a despairing 
message, and the others were all of the same tenour. Nemesis was going the 
way of Reading. 

“Have you any band instruments of an easy nature to play?” demanded the 
Chief Organiser of the Prison Governor; “drums, cymbals, those sort of things?” 

“The warders have a private band of their own,” said the Governor, “but of 
course I couldn’t allow the men themselves—” 

“Lend us the instruments,” said the Chief Organiser. 

One of the earnest helpful friends was a skilled performer on the cornet, the 
Cabinet Ministers were able to clash cymbals more or less in tune, and the Chief 


Organiser has some knowledge of the drum. 

“What tune would you prefer?” he asked Platterbaff. 

“The popular song of the moment,” replied the Agitator after a moment’s 
reflection. 

It was a tune they had all heard hundreds of times, so there was no difficulty 
in turning out a passable imitation of it. To the improvised strains of “I didn’t 
want to do it” the prisoner strode forth to freedom. The word of the song had 
reference, it was understood, to the incarcerating Government and not to the 
destroyer of the Albert Hall. 

The seat was lost, after all, by a narrow majority. The local Trade Unionists 
took offence at the fact of Cabinet Ministers having personally acted as strike- 
breakers, and even the release of Platterbaff failed to pacify them. 

The seat was lost, but Ministers had scored a moral victory. They had shown 
that they knew when and how to yield. 


THE THREAT 


Sir Lulworth Quayne sat in the lounge of his favourite restaurant, the Gallus 
Bankiva, discussing the weaknesses of the world with his nephew, who had 
lately returned from a much-enlivened exile in the wilds of Mexico. It was that 
blessed season of the year when the asparagus and the plover’s egg are abroad in 
the land, and the oyster has not yet withdrawn into it’s summer entrenchments, 
and Sir Lulworth and his nephew were in that enlightened after-dinner mood 
when politics are seen in their right perspective, even the politics of Mexico. 

“Most of the revolutions that take place in this country nowadays,” said Sir 
Lulworth, “are the product of moments of legislative panic. Take, for instance, 
one of the most dramatic reforms that has been carried through Parliament in the 
lifetime of this generation. It happened shortly after the coal strike, of unblessed 
memory. To you, who have been plunged up to the neck in events of a more 
tangled and tumbled description, the things I am going to tell you of may seem 
of secondary interest, but after all we had to live in the midst of them.” 

Sir Lulworth interrupted himself for a moment to say a few kind words to the 
liqueur brandy he had just tasted, and them resumed his narrative. 

“Whether one sympathises with the agitation for female suffrage or not one 
has to admit that its promoters showed tireless energy and considerable 
enterprise in devising and putting into action new methods for accomplishing 
their ends. As a rule they were a nuisance and a weariness to the flesh, but there 
were times when they verged on the picturesque. There was the famous 
occasion when they enlivened and diversified the customary pageantry of the 
Royal progress to open Parliament by letting loose thousands of parrots, which 
had been carefully trained to scream ‘Votes for women,’ and which circled 
round his Majesty’s coach in a clamorous cloud of green, and grey and scarlet. 
It was really rather a striking episode from the spectacular point of view; 
unfortunately, however, for its devisers, the secret of their intentions had not 
been well kept, and their opponents let loose at the same moment a rival swarm 
of parrots, which screeched ‘I don’t think’ and other hostile cries, thereby 
robbing the demonstration of the unanimity which alone could have made it 
politically impressive. In the process of recapture the birds learned a quantity of 
additional language which unfitted them for further service in the Suffragette 
cause; some of the green ones were secured by ardent Home Rule propagandists 
and trained to disturb the serenity of Orange meetings by pessimistic reflections 
on Sir Edward Carson’s destination in the life to come. In fact, the bird in 
politics is a factor that seems to have come to stay; quite recently, at a political 


gathering held in a dimly-lighted place of worship, the congregation gave a 
respectful hearing for nearly ten minutes to a jackdaw from Wapping, under the 
impression that they were listening to the Chancellor of the Exchequer, who was 
late in arriving.” 

“But the Suffragettes,” interrupted the nephew; “what did they do next?” 

“After the bird fiasco,” said Sir Lulworth, “the militant section made a 
demonstration of a more aggressive nature; they assembled in force on the 
opening day of the Royal Academy Exhibition and destroyed some three or four 
hundred of the pictures. This proved an even worse failure than the parrot 
business; every one agreed that there were always far too many pictures in the 
Academy Exhibition, and the drastic weeding out of a few hundred canvases was 
regarded as a positive improvement. Moreover, from the artists’ point of view it 
was realised that the outrage constituted a sort of compensation for those whose 
works were persistently ‘skied’, since out of sight meant also out of reach. 
Altogether it was one of the most successful and popular exhibitions that the 
Academy had held for many years. Then the fair agitators fell back on some of 
their earlier methods; they wrote sweetly argumentative plays to prove that they 
ought to have the vote, they smashed windows to show that they must have the 
vote, and they kicked Cabinet Ministers to demonstrate that they’d better have 
the vote, and still the coldly reasoned or unreasoned reply was that they’d better 
not. Their plight might have been summed up in a perversion of Gilbert’s lines 


“Twenty voteless millions we,.  Voteless all against our will,. Twenty years 
hence we shall be. Twenty voteless millions still.” 


And of course the great idea for their master-stroke of strategy came from a 
masculine source. Lena Dubarri, who was the captain-general of their thinking 
department, met Waldo Orpington in the Mall one afternoon, just at a time when 
the fortunes of the Cause were at their lowest ebb. Waldo Orpington is a 
frivolous little fool who chirrups at drawing-room concerts and can recognise 
bits from different composers without referring to the programme, but all the 
same he occasionally has ideas. He didn’t care a twopenny fiddlestring about 
the Cause, but he rather enjoyed the idea of having his finger in the political pie. 
Also it is possible, though I should think highly improbable, that he admired 
Lena Dubarri. Anyhow, when Lena gave a rather gloomy account of the 
existing state of things in the Suffragette World, Waldo was not merely 
sympathetic but ready with a practical suggestion. Turning his gaze westward 
along the Mall, towards the setting sun and Buckingham Palace, he was silent 


for a moment, and then said significantly, ‘You have expended your energies 
and enterprise on labours of destruction; why has it never occurred to you to 
attempt something far more terrific?’ 

““What do you mean?’ she asked him eagerly. 

““Create.’ 

““Do you mean create disturbances? We’ve been doing nothing else for 
months,’ she said. 

“Waldo shook his head, and continued to look westward along the Mall. He’s 
rather good at acting in an amateur sort of fashion. Lena followed his gaze, and 
then turned to him with a puzzled look of inquiry. 

““Exactly,’ said Waldo, in answer to her look. 

““But — how can we create?’ she asked; ‘it’s been done already.’ 

“Do it again,’ said Waldo, ‘and again and again—’ 

“Before he could finish the sentence she had kissed him. She declared 
afterwards that he was the first man she had ever kissed, and he declared that she 
was the first woman who had ever kissed him in the Mall, so they both secured a 
record of a kind. 

“Within the next day or two a new departure was noticeable in Suffragette 
tactics. They gave up worrying Ministers and Parliament and took to worrying 
their own sympathisers and supporters — for funds. The ballot-box was 
temporarily forgotten in the cult of the collecting-box. The daughters of the 
horseleech were not more persistent in their demands, the financiers of the 
tottering ancien régime were not more desperate in their expedients for raising 
money than the Suffragist workers of all sections at this juncture, and in one way 
and another, by fair means and normal, they really got together a very useful 
sum. What they were going to do with it no one seemed to know, not even those 
who were most active in collecting work. The secret on this occasion had been 
well kept. Certain transactions that leaked out from time to time only added to 
the mystery of the situation. 

“Don’t you long to know what we are going to do with our treasure hoard?’ 
Lena asked the Prime Minister one day when she happened to sit next to him at a 
whist drive at the Chinese Embassy. 

““T was hoping you were going to try a little personal bribery,’ he responded 
banteringly, but some genuine anxiety and curiosity lay behind the lightness of 
his chaff; ‘of course I know,’ he added, ‘that you have been buying up building 
sites in commanding situations in and around the Metropolis. Two or three, I’m 
told, are on the road to Brighton, and another near Ascot. You don’t mean to 
fortify them, do you?’ 


“Something more insidious than that,’ she said; ‘you could prevent us from 
building forts; you can’t prevent us from erecting an exact replica of the Victoria 
Memorial on each of those sites. They’re all private property, with no building 
restrictions attached.’ 

“Which memorial?’ he asked; ‘not the one in front of Buckingham Palace? 
Surely not that one?’ 

“<That one,’ she said. 

““My dear lady,’ he cried, ‘you can’t be serious. It is a beautiful and 
imposing work of art — at any rate one is getting accustomed to it, and even if 
one doesn’t happen to admire it one can always look in another direction. But 
imagine what life would be like if one saw that erection confronting one 
wherever one went. Imagine the effect on people with tired, harassed nerves 
who saw it three times on the way to Brighton and three times on the way back. 
Imagine seeing it dominate the landscape at Ascot, and trying to keep your eye 
off it on the Sandwich golf links. What have your countrymen done to deserve 
such a thing?’ 

“They have refused us the vote,’ said Lena bitterly. 

“The Prime Minister always declared himself an opponent of anything 
savouring of panic legislation, but he brought a Bill into Parliament forthwith 
and successfully appealed to both Houses to pass it through all its stages within 
the week. And that is how we got one of the most glorious measures of the 
century.” 

“A measure conferring the vote on women?” asked the nephew. 

“Oh dear, no. An Act which made it a penal offence to erect commemorative 
statuary anywhere within three miles of a public highway.” 


EXCEPTING MRS. PENTHERBY 


It was Reggie Bruttle’s own idea for converting what had threatened to be an 
albino elephant into a beast of burden that should help him along the stony road 
of his finances. “The Limes,” which had come to him by inheritance without 
any accompanying provision for its upkeep, was one of those pretentious, 
unaccommodating mansions which none but a man of wealth could afford to live 
in, and which not one wealthy man in a hundred would choose on its merits. It 
might easily languish in the estate market for years, set round with noticeboards 
proclaiming it, in the eyes of a sceptical world, to be an eminently desirable 
residence. 

Reggie’s scheme was to turn it into the headquarters of a prolonged country- 
house party, in session during the months from October till the end of March — 
a party consisting of young or youngish people of both sexes, too poor to be able 
to do much hunting or shooting on a serious scale, but keen on getting their fill 
of golf, bridge, dancing, and occasional theatre-going. No one was to be on the 
footing of a paying guest, but every one was to rank as a paying host; a 
committee would look after the catering and expenditure, and an informal sub- 
committee would make itself useful in helping forward the amusement side of 
the scheme. 

As it was only an experiment, there was to be a general agreement on the part 
of those involved in it to be as lenient and mutually helpful to one another as 
possible. Already a promising nucleus, including one or two young married 
couples, had been got together, and the thing seemed to be fairly launched. 

“With good management and a little unobtrusive hard work, I think the thing 
ought to be a success,” said Reggie, and Reggie was one of those people who are 
painstaking first and optimistic afterwards. 

“There is one rock on which you will unfailingly come to grief, manage you 
never so wisely,” said Major Dagberry, cheerfully; “the women will quarrel. 
Mind you,” continued this prophet of disaster, “I don’t say that some of the men 
won’t quarrel too, probably they will; but the women are bound to. You can’t 
prevent it; it’s in the nature of the sex. The hand that rocks the cradle rocks the 
world, in a volcanic sense. A woman will endure discomforts, and make 
sacrifices, and go without things to an heroic extent, but the one luxury she will 
not go without is her quarrels. No matter where she may be, or how transient her 
appearance on a scene, she will instal her feminine feuds as assuredly as a 
Frenchman would concoct soup in the waste of the Arctic regions. At the 
commencement of a sea voyage, before the male traveller knows half a dozen of 


his fellow passengers by sight, the average woman will have started a couple of 
enmities, and laid in material for one or two more — provided, of course, that 
there are sufficient women aboard to permit quarrelling in the plural. If there’s 
no one else she will quarrel with the stewardess. This experiment of yours is to 
run for six months; in less than five weeks there will be war to the knife 
declaring itself in half a dozen different directions.” 

“Oh, come, there are only eight women in the party; they won’t pick quarrels 
quite so soon as that,” protested Reggie. 

“They won’t all originate quarrels, perhaps,” conceded the Major, “but they 
will all take sides, and just as Christmas is upon you, with its conventions of 
peace and good will, you will find yourself in for a glacial epoch of cold, 
unforgiving hostility, with an occasional Etna flare of open warfare. You can’t 
help it, old boy; but, at any rate, you can’t say you were not warned.” 

The first five weeks of the venture falsified Major Dagberry’s prediction and 
justified Reggie’s optimism. There were, of course, occasional small bickerings, 
and the existence of certain jealousies might be detected below the surface of 
everyday intercourse; but, on the whole, the women-folk got on remarkably well 
together. There was, however, a notable exception. It had not taken five weeks 
for Mrs. Pentherby to get herself cordially disliked by the members of her own 
sex; five days had been amply sufficient. Most of the women declared that they 
had detested her the moment they set eyes on her; but that was probably an 
afterthought. 

With the menfolk she got on well enough, without being of the type of 
woman who can only bask in male society; neither was she lacking in the 
general qualities which make an individual useful and desirable as a member of 
a co-operative community. She did not try to “get the better of” her fellow-hosts 
by snatching little advantages or cleverly evading her just contributions; she was 
not inclined to be boring or snobbish in the way of personal reminiscence. She 
played a fair game of bridge, and her card-room manners were irreproachable. 
But wherever she came in contact with her own sex the light of battle kindled at 
once; her talent of arousing animosity seemed to border on positive genius. 

Whether the object of her attentions was thick-skinned or sensitive, quick- 
tempered or good-natured, Mrs. Pentherby managed to achieve the same effect. 
She exposed little weaknesses, she prodded sore places, she snubbed 
enthusiasms, she was generally right in a matter of argument, or, if wrong, she 
somehow contrived to make her adversary appear foolish and opinionated. She 
did, and said, horrible things in a matter-of-fact innocent way, and she did, and 
said, matter-of-fact innocent things in a horrible way. In short, the unanimous 
feminine verdict on her was that she was objectionable. 


There was no question of taking sides, as the Major had anticipated; in fact, 
dislike of Mrs. Pentherby was almost a bond of union between the other women, 
and more than one threatening disagreement had been rapidly dissipated by her 
obvious and malicious attempts to inflame and extend it; and the most irritating 
thing about her was her successful assumption of unruffled composure at 
moments when the tempers of her adversaries were with difficulty kept under 
control. She made her most scathing remarks in the tone of a tube conductor 
announcing that the next station is Brompton Road — the measured, listless tone 
of one who knows he is right, but is utterly indifferent to the fact that he 
proclaims. 

On one occasion Mrs. Val Gwepton, who was not blessed with the most 
reposeful of temperaments, fairly let herself go, and gave Mrs. Pentherby a vivid 
and truthful résumé of her opinion of her. The object of this unpent storm of 
accumulated animosity waited patiently for a lull, and then remarked quietly to 
the angry little woman — 

“And now, my dear Mrs. Gwepton, let me tell you something that I’ve been 
wanting to say for the last two or three minutes, only you wouldn’t give me a 
chance; you’ve got a hairpin dropping out on the left side. You thin-haired 
women always find it difficult to keep your hairpins in.” 

“What can one do with a woman like that?” Mrs. Val demanded afterwards of 
a sympathising audience. 

Of course, Reggie received numerous hints as to the unpopularity of this 
jarring personality. His sister-in-law openly tackled him on the subject of her 
many enormities. Reggie listened with the attenuated regret that one bestows on 
an earthquake disaster in Bolivia or a crop failure in Eastern Turkestan, events 
which seem so distant that one can almost persuade oneself they haven’t 
happened. 

“That woman has got some hold over him,” opined his sister-in-law, darkly; 
“either she is helping him to finance the show, and presumes on the fact, or else, 
which Heaven forbid, he’s got some queer infatuation for her. Men do take the 
most extraordinary fancies.” 

Matters never came exactly to a crisis. Mrs. Pentherby, as a source of 
personal offence, spread herself over so wide an area that no one woman of the 
party felt impelled to rise up and declare that she absolutely refused to stay 
another week in the same house with her. What is everybody’s tragedy is 
nobody’s tragedy. There was ever a certain consolation in comparing notes as to 
specific acts of offence. Reggie’s sister-in-law had the added interest of trying 
to discover the secret bond which blunted his condemnation of Mrs. Pentherby’s 
long catalogue of misdeeds. There was little to go on from his manner towards 


her in public, but he remained obstinately unimpressed by anything that was said 
against her in private. 

With the one exception of Mrs. Pentherby’s unpopularity, the house-party 
scheme was a success on its first trial, and there was no difficulty about 
reconstructing it on the same lines for another winter session. It so happened 
that most of the women of the party, and two or three of the men, would not be 
available on this occasion, but Reggie had laid his plans well ahead and booked 
plenty of “fresh blood” for the departure. It would be, if any thing, rather a 
larger party than before. 

“Tm so sorry I can’t join this winter,” said Reggie’s sister-in-law, “but we 
must go to our cousins in Ireland; we’ve put them off so often. What a shame! 
You’ll have none of the same women this time.” 

“Excepting Mrs. Pentherby,” said Reggie, demurely. 

“Mrs. Pentherby! Surely, Reggie, you’re not going to be so idiotic as to have 
that woman again! She’ll set all the women’s backs up just as she did this time. 
What is this mysterious hold she’s go over you?” 

“She’s invaluable,” said Reggie; “she’s my official quarreller.” 

“Your — what did you say?” gasped his sister-in-law. 

“I introduced her into the house-party for the express purpose of 
concentrating the feuds and quarrelling that would otherwise have broken out in 
all directions among the womenkind. I didn’t need the advice and warning of 
sundry friends to foresee that we shouldn’t get through six months of close 
companionship without a certain amount of pecking and sparring, so I thought 
the best thing was to localise and sterilise it in one process. Of course, I made it 
well worth the lady’s while, and as she didn’t know any of you from Adam, and 
you don’t even know her real name, she didn’t mind getting herself disliked in a 
useful cause.” 

“You mean to say she was in the know all the time?” 

“Of course she was, and so were one or two of the men, so she was able to 
have a good laugh with us behind the scenes when she’d done anything 
particularly outrageous. And she really enjoyed herself. You see, she’s in the 
position of poor relation in a rather pugnacious family, and her life has been 
largely spent in smoothing over other people’s quarrels. You can imagine the 
welcome relief of being able to go about saying and doing perfectly exasperating 
things to a whole houseful of women — and all in the cause of peace.” 

“I think you are the most odious person in the whole world,” said Reggie’s 
sister-in-law. Which was not strictly true; more than anybody, more than ever 
she disliked Mrs. Pentherby. It was impossible to calculate how many quarrels 
that woman had done her out of. 


MARK 


Augustus Mellowkent was a novelist with a future; that is to say, a limited but 
increasing number of people read his books, and there seemed good reason to 
suppose that if he steadily continued to turn out novels year by year a 
progressively increasing circle of readers would acquire the Mellowkent habit, 
and demand his works from the libraries and bookstalls. At the instigation of his 
publisher he had discarded the baptismal Augustus and taken the front name of 
Mark. 

“Women like a name that suggests some one strong and silent, able but 
unwilling to answer questions. Augustus merely suggests idle splendour, but 
such a name as Mark Mellowkent, besides being alliterative, conjures up a vision 
of some one strong and beautiful and good, a sort of blend of Georges Carpentier 
and the Reverend What’s-his-name.” 

One morning in December Augustus sat in his writing-room, at work on the 
third chapter of his eighth novel. He had described at some length, for the 
benefit of those who could not imagine it, what a rectory garden looks like in 
July; he was now engaged in describing at greater length the feelings of a young 
girl, daughter of a long line of rectors and archdeacons, when she discovers for 
the first time that the postman is attractive. 

“Their eyes met, for a brief moment, as he handed her two circulars and the 
fat wrapper-bound bulk of the East Essex News. Their eyes met, for the merest 
fraction of a second, yet nothing could ever be quite the same again. Cost what 
it might she felt that she must speak, must break the intolerable, unreal silence 
that had fallen on them. ‘How is your mother’s rheumatism?’ she said.” 

The author’s labours were cut short by the sudden intrusion of a maidservant. 

“A gentleman to see you, sir,” said the maid, handing a card with the name 
Caiaphas Dwelf inscribed on it; “says it’s important.” 

Mellowkent hesitated and yielded; the importance of the visitor’s mission was 
probably illusory, but he had never met any one with the name Caiaphas before. 
It would be at least a new experience. 

Mr. Dwelf was a man of indefinite age; his high, narrow forehead, cold grey 
eyes, and determined manner bespoke an unflinching purpose. He had a large 
book under his arm, and there seemed every probability that he had left a 
package of similar volumes in the hall. He took a seat before it had been offered 
him, placed the book on the table, and began to address Mellowkent in the 
manner of an “open letter.” 

“You are a literary man, the author of several well-known books—” 


“I am engaged on a book at the present moment — rather busily engaged,” 
said Mellowkent, pointedly. 

“Exactly,” said the intruder; “time with you is a commodity of considerable 
importance. Minutes, even, have their value.” 

“They have,” agreed Mellowkent, looking at his watch. 

“That,” said Caiaphas, “is why this book that I am introducing to your notice 
is not a book that you can afford to be without. Right Here is indispensable for 
the writing man; it is no ordinary encyclopedia, or I should not trouble to show 
it to you. It is an inexhaustible mine of concise information—” 

“On a shelf at my elbow,” said the author, “I have a row of reference books 
that supply me with all the information I am likely to require.” 

“Here,” persisted the would-be salesman, “you have it all in one compact 
volume. No matter what the subject may be which you wish to look up, or the 
fact you desire to verify, Right Here gives you all that you want to know in the 
briefest and most enlightening form. Historical reference, for instance; career of 
John Huss, let us say. Here we are: ‘Huss, John, celebrated religious reformer. 
Born 1369, burned at Constance 1415. The Emperor Sigismund universally 
blamed.’” 

“If he had been burnt in these days every one would have suspected the 
Suffragettes,” observed Mellowkent. 

“Poultry-keeping, now,” resumed Caiaphas, “that’s a subject that might crop 
up in a novel dealing with English country life. Here we have all about it: “The 
Leghorn as egg-producer. Lack of maternal instinct in the Minorca. Gapes in 
chickens, its cause and cure. Ducklings for the early market, how fattened.’ 
There, you see, there it all is, nothing lacking.” 

“Except the maternal instinct in the Minorca, and that you could hardly be 
expected to supply.” 

“Sporting records, that’s important, too; now how many men, sporting men 
even, are there who can say off-hand what horse won the Derby in any particular 
year? Now it’s just a little thing of that sort—” 

“My dear sir,” interrupted Mellowkent, “there are at least four men in my 
club who can not only tell me what horse won in any given year, but what horse 
ought to have won and why it didn’t. If your book could supply a method for 
protecting one from information of that sort it would do more than anything you 
have yet claimed for it.” 

“Geography,” said Caiaphas, imperturbably; “that’s a thing that a busy man, 
writing at high pressure, may easily make a slip over. Only the other day a well- 
known author made the Volga flow into the Black Sea instead of the Caspian; 
now, with this bobok—” 


“On a polished rose-wood stand behind you there reposes a reliable and up- 
to-date atlas,” said Mellowkent; “and now I must really ask you to be going.” 

“An atlas,” said Caiaphas, “gives merely the chart of the river’s course, and 
indicates the principal towns that it passes. Now Right Here gives you the 
scenery, traffic, ferry-boat charges, the prevalent types of fish, boatmen’s slang 
terms, and hours of sailing of the principal river steamers. If gives you—” 

Mellowkent sat and watched the hard-featured, resolute, pitiless salesman, as 
he sat doggedly in the chair wherein he had installed himself, unflinchingly 
extolling the merits of his undesired wares. A spirit of wistful emulation took 
possession of the author; why could he not live up to the cold stern name he had 
adopted? Why must he sit here weakly and listen to this weary, unconvincing 
tirade, why could he not be Mark Mellowkent for a few brief moments, and meet 
this man on level terms? 

A sudden inspiration flashed across his. 

“Have you read my last book, The Cageless Linnet?” he asked. 

“T don’t read novels,” said Caiaphas tersely. 

“Oh, but you ought to read this one, every one ought to,” exclaimed 
Mellowkent, fishing the book down from a shelf; “published at six shillings, you 
can have it at four-and-six. There is a bit in chapter five that I feel sure you 
would like, where Emma is alone in the birch copse waiting for Harold 
Huntingdon — that is the man her family want her to marry. She really wants to 
marry him, too, but she does not discover that till chapter fifteen. Listen: ‘Far as 
the eye could stretch rolled the mauve and purple billows of heather, lit up here 
and there with the glowing yellow of gorse and broom, and edged round with the 
delicate greys and silver and green of the young birch trees. Tiny blue and 
brown butterflies fluttered above the fronds of heather, revelling in the sunlight, 
and overhead the larks were singing as only larks can sing. It was a day when all 
Nature—” 

“In Right Here you have full information on all branches of Nature study,” 
broke in the bookagent, with a tired note sounding in his voice for the first time; 
“forestry, insect life, bird migration, reclamation of waste lands. As I was 
saying, no man who has to deal with the varied interests of life—” 

“I wonder if you would care for one of my earlier books, The Reluctance of 
Lady Cullumpton,” said Mellowkent, hunting again through the bookshelf; 
“some people consider it my best novel. Ah, here it is. I see there are one or 
two spots on the cover, so I won’t ask more than three-and-ninepence for it. Do 
let me read you how it opens: 


“Beatrice Lady Cullumpton entered the long, dimly-lit drawing-room, her 
eyes blazing with a hope that she guessed to be groundless, her lips trembling 
with a fear that she could not disguise. In her hand she carried a small fan, a 
fragile toy of lace and satinwood. Something snapped as she entered the room; 
she had crushed the fan into a dozen pieces.’ 

“There, what do you think of that for an opening? It tells you at once that 
there’s something afoot.” 

“T don’t read novels,” said Caiaphas sullenly. 

“But just think what a resource they are,” exclaimed the author, “on long 
winter evenings, or perhaps when you are laid up with a strained ankle — a thing 
that might happen to any one; or if you were staying in a house-party with 
persistent wet weather and a stupid hostess and insufferably dull fellow-guests, 
you would just make an excuse that you had letters to write, go to your room, 
light a cigarette, and for three-and-ninepence you could plunge into the society 
of Beatrice Lady Cullumpton and her set. No one ought to travel without one or 
two of my novels in their luggage as a stand-by. A friend of mine said only the 
other day that he would as soon think of going into the tropics without quinine as 
of going on a visit without a couple of Mark Mellowkents in his kit-bag. 
Perhaps sensation is more in your line. I wonder if I’ve got a copy of The 
Python’s Kiss.” 

Caiaphas did not wait to be tempted with selections from that thrilling work 
of fiction. With a muttered remark about having no time to waste on monkey- 
talk, he gathered up his slighted volume and departed. He made no audible reply 
to Mellowkent’s cheerful “Good morning,” but the latter fancied that a look of 
respectful hatred flickered in the cold grey eyes. 


THE HEDGEHOG 


A “Mixed Double” of young people were contesting a game of lawn tennis at the 
Rectory garden party; for the past five-and-twenty years at least mixed doubles 
of young people had done exactly the same thing on exactly the same spot at 
about the same time of year. The young people changed and made way for 
others in the course of time, but very little else seemed to alter. The present 
players were sufficiently conscious of the social nature of the occasion to be 
concerned about their clothes and appearance, and sufficiently sport-loving to be 
keen on the game. Both their efforts and their appearance came under the 
fourfold scrutiny of a quartet of ladies sitting as official spectators on a bench 
immediately commanding the court. It was one of the accepted conditions of the 
Rectory garden party that four ladies, who usually knew very little about tennis 
and a great deal about the players, should sit at that particular spot and watch the 
game. It had also come to be almost a tradition that two ladies should be 
amiable, and that the other two should be Mrs. Dole and Mrs. Hatch-Mallard. 

“What a singularly unbecoming way Eva Jonelet has taken to doing her hair 
in,” said Mrs. Hatch-Mallard; “it’s ugly hair at the best of times, but she needn’t 
make it look ridiculous as well. Some one ought to tell her.” 

Eva Jonelet’s hair might have escaped Mrs. Hatch-Mallard’s condemnation if 
she could have forgotten the more glaring fact that Eva was Mrs. Dole’s 
favourite niece. It would, perhaps, have been a more comfortable arrangement if 
Mrs. Hatch-Mallard and Mrs. Dole could have been asked to the Rectory on 
separate occasions, but there was only one garden party in the course of the year, 
and neither lady could have been omitted from the list of invitations without 
hopelessly wrecking the social peace of the parish. 

“How pretty the yew trees look at this time of year,” interposed a lady with a 
soft, silvery voice that suggested a chinchilla muff painted by Whistler. 

“What do you mean by this time of year?” demanded Mrs. Hatch-Mallard. 
“Yew trees look beautiful at all times of the year. That is their great charm.” 

“Yew trees never look anything but hideous under any circumstances or at 
any time of year,” said Mrs. Dole, with the slow, emphatic relish of one who 
contradicts for the pleasure of the thing. “They are only fit for graveyards and 
cemeteries.” 

Mrs. Hatch-Mallard gave a sardonic snort, which, being translated, meant that 
there were some people who were better fitted for cemeteries than for garden 
parties. 

“What is the score, please?” asked the lady with the chinchilla voice. 


The desired information was given her by a young gentleman in spotless 
white flannels, whose general toilet effect suggested solicitude rather than 
anxiety. 

“What an odious young cub Bertie Dykson has become!” pronounced Mrs. 
Dole, remembering suddenly that Bertie was a favourite with Mrs. Hatch- 
Mallard. “The young men of to-day are not what they used to be twenty years 
ago.” 

“Of course not,” said Mrs. Hatch-Mallard; “twenty years ago Bertie Dykson 
was just two years old, and you must expect some difference in appearance and 
manner and conversation between those two periods.” 

“Do you know,” said Mrs. Dole, confidentially, “I shouldn’t be surprised if 
that was intended to be clever.” 

“Have you any one interesting coming to stay with you, Mrs. Norbury?” 
asked the chinchilla voice, hastily; “you generally have a house party at this time 
of year.” 

“Tve got a most interesting woman coming,” said Mrs. Norbury, who had 
been mutely struggling for some chance to turn the conversation into a safe 
channel; “an old acquaintance of mine, Ada Bleek—” 

“What an ugly name,” said Mrs. Hatch-Mallard. 

“She’s descended from the de la Bliques, an old Huguenot family of 
Touraine, you know.” 

“There weren’t any Huguenots in Touraine,” said Mrs. Hatch-Mallard, who 
thought she might safely dispute any fact that was three hundred years old. 

“Well, anyhow, she’s coming to stay with me,” continued Mrs. Norbury, 
bringing her story quickly down to the present day, “she arrives this evening, 
and she’s highly clairvoyante, a seventh daughter of a seventh daughter, you 
now, and all that sort of thing.” 

“How very interesting,” said the chinchilla voice; “Exwood is just the right 
place for her to come to, isn’t it? There are supposed to be several ghosts there.” 

“That is why she was so anxious to come,” said Mrs. Norbury; “she put off 
another engagement in order to accept my invitation. She’s had visions and 
dreams, and all those sort of things, that have come true in a most marvellous 
manner, but she’s never actually seen a ghost, and she’s longing to have that 
experience. She belongs to that Research Society, you know.” 

“I expect she’ll see the unhappy Lady Cullumpton, the most famous of all the 
Exwood ghosts,” said Mrs. Dole; “my ancestor, you know, Sir Gervase 
Cullumpton, murdered his young bride in a fit of jealousy while they were on a 
visit to Exwood. He strangled her in the stables with a stirrup leather, just after 
they had come in from riding, and she is seen sometimes at dusk going about the 


lawns and the stable yard, in a long green habit, moaning and trying to get the 
thong from round her throat. I shall be most interested to hear if your friend sees 

“I don’t know why she should be expected to see a trashy, traditional 
apparition like the so-called Cullumpton ghost, that is only vouched for by 
housemaids and tipsy stable-boys, when my uncle, who was the owner of 
Exwood, committed suicide there under the most tragical circumstances, and 
most certainly haunts the place.” 

“Mrs. Hatch-Mallard has evidently never read Popple’s County History,” said 
Mrs. Dole icily, “or she would know that the Cullumpton ghost has a wealth of 
evidence behind it—” 

“Oh, Popple!” exclaimed Mrs. Hatch-Mallard scornfully; “any rubbishy old 
story is good enough for him. Popple, indeed! Now my uncle’s ghost was seen 
by a Rural Dean, who was also a Justice of the Peace. I should think that would 
be good enough testimony for any one. Mrs. Norbury, I shall take it as a 
deliberate personal affront if your clairvoyante friend sees any other ghost 
except that of my uncle.” 

“I daresay she won’t see anything at all; she never has yet, you know,” said 
Mrs. Norbury hopefully. 

“It was a most unfortunate topic for me to have broached,” she lamented 
afterwards to the owner of the chinchilla voice; “Exwood belongs to Mrs. Hatch- 
Mallard, and we’ve only got it on a short lease. A nephew of hers has been 
wanting to live there for some time, and if we offend her in any way she’ ll refuse 
to renew the lease. I sometimes think these garden-parties are a mistake.” 

The Norburys played bridge for the next three nights till nearly one o’clock; 
they did not care for the game, but it reduced the time at their guest’s disposal 
for undesirable ghostly visitations. 

“Miss Bleek is not likely to be in a frame of mind to see ghosts,” said Hugo 
Norbury, “if she goes to bed with her brain awhirl with royal spades and no 
trumps and grand slams.” 

“T’ve talked to her for hours about Mrs. Hatch-Mallard’s uncle,” said his wife, 
“and pointed out the exact spot where he killed himself, and invented all sorts of 
impressive details, and I’ve found an old portrait of Lord John Russell and put it 
in her room, and told her that it’s supposed to be a picture of the uncle in middle 
age. If Ada does see a ghost at all it certainly ought to be old Hatch-Mallard’s. 
At any rate, we’ve done our best.” 

The precautions were in vain. On the third morning of her stay Ada Bleek 
came down late to breakfast, her eyes looking very tired, but ablaze with 


excitement, her hair done anyhow, and a large brown volume hugged under her 
arm. 

“At last I’ve seen something supernatural!” she exclaimed, and gave Mrs. 
Norbury a fervent kiss, as though in gratitude for the opportunity afforded her. 

“A ghost!” cried Mrs. Norbury, “not really!” 

“Really and unmistakably!” 

“Was it an oldish man in the dress of about fifty years ago?” asked Mrs. 
Norbury hopefully. 

“Nothing of the sort,” said Ada; “it was a white hedgehog.” 

“A white hedgehog!” exclaimed both the Norburys, in tones of disconcerted 
astonishment. 

“A huge white hedgehog with baleful yellow eyes,” said Ada; “I was lying 
half asleep in bed when suddenly I felt a sensation as of something sinister and 
unaccountable passing through the room. I sat up and looked round, and there, 
under the window, I saw an evil, creeping thing, a sort of monstrous hedgehog, 
of a dirty white colour, with black, loathsome claws that clicked and scraped 
along the floor, and narrow, yellow eyes of indescribable evil. It slithered along 
for a yard or two, always looking at me with its cruel, hideous eyes, then, when 
it reached the second window, which was open it clambered up the sill and 
vanished. I got up at once and went to the window; there wasn’t a sign of it 
anywhere. Of course, I knew it must be something from another world, but it 
was not till I turned up Popple’s chapter on local traditions that I realised what I 
had seen.” 

She turned eagerly to the large brown volume and read: “‘Nicholas Herison, 
an old miser, was hung at Batchford in 1763 for the murder of a farm lad who 
had accidentally discovered his secret hoard. His ghost is supposed to traverse 
the countryside, appearing sometimes as a white owl, sometimes as a huge white 
hedgehog.” 

“I expect you read the Popple story overnight, and that made you think you 
saw a hedgehog when you were only half awake,” said Mrs. Norbury, hazarding 
a conjecture that probably came very near the truth. 

Ada scouted the possibility of such a solution of her apparition. 

“This must be hushed up,” said Mrs. Norbury quickly; “the servants—” 

“Hushed up!” exclaimed Ada, indignantly; “I’m writing a long report on it for 
the Research Society.” 

It was then that Hugo Norbury, who is not naturally a man of brilliant 
resource, had one of the really useful inspirations of his life. 

“Tt was very wicked of us, Miss Bleek,” he said, “but it would be a shame to 
let it go further. That white hedgehog is an old joke of ours; stuffed albino 


hedgehog, you know, that my father brought home from Jamaica, where they 
grow to enormous size. We hide it in the room with a string on it, run one end of 
the string through the window; then we pull if from below and it comes scraping 
along the floor, just as you’ve described, and finally jerks out of the window. 
Taken in heaps of people; they all read up Popple and think it’s old Harry 
Nicholson’s ghost; we always stop them from writing to the papers about it, 
though. That would be carrying matters too far.” 

Mrs. Hatch-Mallard renewed the lease in due course, but Ada Bleek has never 
renewed her friendship. 


THE MAPPINED LIFE 


“These Mappin Terraces at the Zoological Gardens are a great improvement on 
the old style of wild-beast cage,” said Mrs. James Gurtleberry, putting down an 
illustrated paper; “they give one the illusion of seeing the animals in their natural 
surroundings. I wonder how much of the illusion is passed on to the animals?” 

“That would depend on the animal,” said her niece; “a jungle-fowl, for 
instance, would no doubt think its lawful jungle surroundings were faithfully 
reproduced if you gave it a sufficiency of wives, a goodly variety of seed food 
and ants’ eggs, a commodious bank of loose earth to dust itself in, a convenient 
roosting tree, and a rival or two to make matters interesting. Of course there 
ought to be jungle-cats and birds of prey and other agencies of sudden death to 
add to the illusion of liberty, but the bird’s own imagination is capable of 
inventing those — look how a domestic fowl will squawk an alarm note if a rook 
or wood pigeon passes over its run when it has chickens.” 

“You think, then, they really do have a sort of illusion, if you give them space 
enough—” 

“In a few cases only. Nothing will make me believe that an acre or so of 
concrete enclosure will make up to a wolf or a tiger-cat for the range of night 
prowling that would belong to it in a wild state. Think of the dictionary of sound 
and scent and recollection that unfolds before a real wild beast as it comes out 
from its lair every evening, with the knowledge that in a few minutes it will be 
hieing along to some distant hunting ground where all the joy and fury of the 
chase awaits it; think of the crowded sensations of the brain when every rustle, 
every cry, every bent twig, and every whiff across the nostrils means something, 
something to do with life and death and dinner. Imagine the satisfaction of 
stealing down to your own particular drinking spot, choosing your own 
particular tree to scrape your claws on, finding your own particular bed of dried 
grass to roll on. Then, in the place of all that, put a concrete promenade, which 
will be of exactly the same dimensions whether you race or crawl across it, 
coated with stale, unvarying scents and surrounded with cries and noises that 
have ceased to have the least meaning or interest. As a substitute for a narrow 
cage the new enclosures are excellent, but I should think they are a poor 
imitation of a life of liberty.” 

“Tt’s rather depressing to think that,” said Mrs. Gurtleberry; “they look so 
spacious and so natural, but I suppose a good deal of what seems natural to us 
would be meaningless to a wild animal.” 


“That is where our superior powers of self-deception come in,” said the niece; 
“we are able to live our unreal, stupid little lives on our particular Mappin 
terrace, and persuade ourselves that we really are untrammelled men and women 
leading a reasonable existence in a reasonable sphere.” 

“But good gracious,” exclaimed the aunt, bouncing into an attitude of 
scandalised defence, “we are leading reasonable existences! What on earth do 
you mean by trammels? We are merely trammelled by the ordinary decent 
conventions of civilised society.” 

“We are trammelled,” said the niece, calmly and pitilessly, “by restrictions of 
income and opportunity, and above all by lack of initiative. To some people a 
restricted income doesn’t matter a bit, in fact it often seems to help as a means 
for getting a lot of reality out of life; I am sure there are men and women who do 
their shopping in little back streets of Paris, buying four carrots and a shred of 
beef for their daily sustenance, who lead a perfectly real and eventful existence. 
Lack of initiative is the thing that really cripples one, and that is where you and I 
and Uncle James are so hopelessly shut in. We are just so many animals stuck 
down on a Mappin terrace, with this difference in our disfavour, that the animals 
are there to be looked at, while nobody wants to look at us. As a matter of fact 
there would be nothing to look at. We get colds in winter and hay fever in 
summer, and if a wasp happens to sting one of us, well, that is the wasp’s 
initiative, not ours; all we do is to wait for the swelling to go down. Whenever 
we do climb into local fame and notice, it is by indirect methods; if it happens to 
be a good flowering year for magnolias the neighbourhood observes: ‘Have you 
seen the Gurtleberry’s magnolia? It is a perfect mass of flowers,’ and we go 
about telling people that there are fifty-seven blossoms as against thirty-nine the 
previous year.” 

“In Coronation year there were as many as sixty,” put in the aunt, “your uncle 
has kept a record for the last eight years.” 

“Doesn’t it ever strike you,” continued the niece relentlessly, “that if we 
moved away from here or were blotted out of existence our local claim to fame 
would pass on automatically to whoever happened to take the house and 
garden? People would say to one another, ‘Have you seen the Smith-Jenkins’ 
magnolia? It is a perfect mass of flowers,’ or else ‘Smith-Jenkins tells me there 
won’t be a single blossom on their magnolia this year; the east winds have 
turned all the buds black.’ Now if, when we had gone, people still associated 
our names with the magnolia tree, no matter who temporarily possessed it, if 
they said, ‘Ah, that’s the tree on which the Gurtleberrys hung their cook because 
she sent up the wrong kind of sauce with the asparagus,’ that would be 


something really due to our own initiative, apart from anything east winds or 
magnolia vitality might have to say in the matter.” 

“We should never do such a thing,” said the aunt. 

The niece gave a reluctant sigh. 

“I can’t imagine it,’ she admitted. “Of course,” she continued, “there are 
heaps of ways of leading a real existence without committing sensational deeds 
of violence. It’s the dreadful little everyday acts of pretended importance that 
give the Mappin stamp to our life. It would be entertaining, if it wasn’t so 
pathetically tragic, to hear Uncle James fuss in here in the morning and 
announce, ‘I must just go down into the town and find out what the men there 
are saying about Mexico. Matters are beginning to look serious there.’ Then he 
patters away into the town, and talks in a highly serious voice to the tobacconist, 
incidentally buying an ounce of tobacco; perhaps he meets one or two others of 
the world’s thinkers and talks to them in a highly serious voice, then he patters 
back here and announces with increased importance, ‘I’ve just been talking to 
some men in the town about the condition of affairs in Mexico. They agree with 
the view that I have formed, that things there will have to get worse before they 
get better.’ Of course nobody in the town cared in the least little bit what his 
views about Mexico were or whether he had any. The tobacconist wasn’t even 
fluttered at his buying the ounce of tobacco; he knows that he purchases the 
same quantity of the same sort of tobacco every week. Uncle James might just 
as well have lain on his back in the garden and chattered to the lilac tree about 
the habits of caterpillars.” 

“T really will not listen to such things about your uncle,” protested Mrs. James 
Gurtleberry angrily. 

“My own case is just as bad and just as tragic,” said the niece, 
dispassionately; “nearly everything about me is conventional make-believe. I’m 
not a good dancer, and no one could honestly call me good-looking, but when I 
go to one of our dull little local dances I’m conventionally supposed to ‘have a 
heavenly time,’ to attract the ardent homage of the local cavaliers, and to go 
home with my head awhirl with pleasurable recollections. As a matter of fact, 
I’ve merely put in some hours of indifferent dancing, drunk some badly-made 
claret cup, and listened to an enormous amount of laborious light conversation. 
A moonlight hen-stealing raid with the merry-eyed curate would be infinitely 
more exciting; imagine the pleasure of carrying off all those white minorcas that 
the Chibfords are always bragging about. When we had disposed of them we 
could give the proceeds to a charity, so there would be nothing really wrong 
about it. But nothing of that sort lies within the Mappined limits of my life. One 
of these days somebody dull and decorous and undistinguished will ‘make 


himself agreeable’ to me at a tennis party, as the saying is, and all the dull old 
gossips of the neighbourhood will begin to ask when we are to be engaged, and 
at last we shall be engaged, and people will give us butter-dishes and blotting- 
cases and framed pictures of young women feeding swans. Hullo, Uncle, are 
you going out?” 

“Tm just going down to the town,” announced Mr. James Gurtleberry, with 
an air of some importance: “I want to hear what people are saying about 
Albania. Affairs there are beginning to take on a very serious look. It’s my 
opinion that we haven’t seen the worst of things yet.” 

In this he was probably right, but there was nothing in the immediate or 
prospective condition of Albania to warrant Mrs. Gurtleberry in bursting into 
tears. 


FATE 


Rex Dillot was nearly twenty-four, almost good-looking and quite penniless. 
His mother was supposed to make him some sort of an allowance out of what 
her creditors allowed her, and Rex occasionally strayed into the ranks of those 
who earn fitful salaries as secretaries or companions to people who are unable to 
cope unaided with their correspondence or their leisure. For a few months he 
had been assistant editor and business manager of a paper devoted to fancy mice, 
but the devotion had been all on one side, and the paper disappeared with a 
certain abruptness from club reading-rooms and other haunts where it had made 
a gratuitous appearance. Still, Rex lived with some air of comfort and well- 
being, as one can live if one is born with a genius for that sort of thing, and a 
kindly Providence usually arranged that his week-end invitations coincided with 
the dates on which his one white dinner-waistcoat was in a laundry-returned 
condition of dazzling cleanness. He played most games badly, and was shrewd 
enough to recognise the fact, but he had developed a marvellously accurate 
judgement in estimating the play and chances of other people, whether in a golf 
match, billiard handicap, or croquet tournament. By dint of parading his opinion 
of such and such a player’s superiority with a sufficient degree of youthful 
assertiveness he usually succeeded in provoking a wager at liberal odds, and he 
looked to his week-end winnings to carry him through the financial 
embarrassments of his mid-week existence. The trouble was, as he confided to 
Clovis Sangrail, that he never had enough available or even prospective cash at 
his command to enable him to fix the wager at a figure really worth winning. 

“Some day,” he said, “I shall come across a really safe thing, a bet that simply 
can’t go astray, and then I shall put it up for all I’m worth, or rather for a good 
deal more than I’m worth if you sold me up to the last button.” 

“Tt would be awkward if it didn’t happen to come off,” said Clovis. 

“Tt would be more than awkward,” said Rex; “it would be a tragedy. All the 
same, it would be extremely amusing to bring it off. Fancy awaking in the 
morning with about three hundred pounds standing to one’s credit. I should go 
and clear out my hostess’s pigeon-loft before breakfast out of sheer good- 
temper.” 

“Your hostess of the moment mightn’t have a pigeon-loft,” said Clovis. 

“I always choose hostesses that have,” said Rex; “a pigeon-loft is indicative 
of a careless, extravagant, genial disposition, such as I like to see around me. 
People who strew corn broadcast for a lot of feathered inanities that just sit about 


cooing and giving each other the glad eye in a Louis Quatorze manner are pretty 
certain to do you well.” 

“Young Strinnit is coming down this afternoon,” said Clovis reflectively; “I 
dare say you won’t find it difficult to get him to back himself at billiards. He 
plays a pretty useful game, but he’s not quite as good as he fancies he is.” 

“I know one member of the party who can walk round him,” said Rex softly, 
an alert look coming into his eyes; “that cadaverous-looking Major who arrived 
last night. I’ve seen him play at St. Moritz. If I could get Strinnit to lay odds on 
himself against the Major the money would be safe in my pocket. This looks 
like the good thing I’ve been watching and praying for.” 

“Don’t be rash,” counselled Clovis, “Strinnit may play up to his self-imagined 
form once in a blue moon.” 

“T intend to be rash,” said Rex quietly, and the look on his face corroborated 
his words. 

“Are you all going to flock to the billiard-room?” asked Teresa Thundleford, 
after dinner, with an air of some disapproval and a good deal of annoyance. “I 
can’t see what particular amusement you find in watching two men prodding 
little ivory balls about on a table.” 

“Oh, well,” said her hostess, “it’s a way of passing the time, you know.” 

“A very poor way, to my mind,” said Mrs. Thundleford; “now I was going to 
have shown all of you the photographs I took in Venice last summer.” 

“You showed them to us last night,” said Mrs. Cuvering hastily. 

“Those were the ones I took in Florence. These are quite a different lot.” 

“Oh, well, some time to-morrow we can look at them. You can leave them 
down in the drawing-room, and then every one can have a look.” 

“I should prefer to show them when you are all gathered together, as I have 
quite a lot of explanatory remarks to make, about Venetian art and architecture, 
on the same lines as my remarks last night on the Florentine galleries. Also, 
there are some verses of mine that I should like to read you, on the rebuilding of 
the Campanile. But, of course, if you all prefer to watch Major Latton and Mr. 
Strinnit knocking balls about on a table—” 

“They are both supposed to be first-rate players,” said the hostess. 

“I have yet to learn that my verses and my art causerie are of second-rate 
quality,” said Mrs. Thundleford with acerbity. “However, as you all seem bent 
on watching a silly game, there’s no more to be said. I shall go upstairs and 
finish some writing. Later on, perhaps, I will come down and join you.” 

To one, at least, of the onlookers the game was anything but silly. It was 
absorbing, exciting, exasperating, nerve-stretching, and finally it grew to be 
tragic. The Major with the St. Moritz reputation was playing a long way below 


his form, young Strinnit was playing slightly above his, and had all the luck of 
the game as well. From the very start the balls seemed possessed by a demon of 
contrariness; they trundled about complacently for one player, they would go 
nowhere for the other. 

“A hundred and seventy, seventy-four,” sang out the youth who was 
marking. In a game of two hundred and fifty up it was an enormous lead to 
hold. Clovis watched the flush of excitement die away from Dillot’s face, and a 
hard white look take its place. 

“How much have you go on?” whispered Clovis. The other whispered the 
sum through dry, shaking lips. It was more than he or any one connected with 
him could pay; he had done what he had said he would do. He had been rash. 

“Two hundred and six, ninety-eight.” 

Rex heard a clock strike ten somewhere in the hall, then another somewhere 
else, and another, and another; the house seemed full of striking clocks. Then in 
the distance the stable clock chimed in. In another hour they would all be 
striking eleven, and he would be listening to them as a disgraced outcast, unable 
to pay, even in part, the wager he had challenged. 

“Two hundred and eighteen, a hundred and three.” The game was as good as 
over. Rex was as good as done for. He longed desperately for the ceiling to fall 
in, for the house to catch fire, for anything to happen that would put an end to 
that horrible rolling to and fro of red and white ivory that was jostling him nearer 
and nearer to his doom. 

“Two hundred and twenty-eight, a hundred and seven.” 

Rex opened his cigarette-case; it was empty. That at least gave him a pretext 
to slip away from the room for the purpose of refilling it; he would spare himself 
the drawn-out torture of watching that hopeless game played out to the bitter 
end. He backed away from the circle of absorbed watchers and made his way up 
a short stairway to a long, silent corridor of bedrooms, each with a guests’ name 
written in a little square on the door. In the hush that reigned in this part of the 
house he could still hear the hateful click-click of the balls; if he waited for a few 
minutes longer he would hear the little outbreak of clapping and buzz of 
congratulation that would hail Strinnit’s victory. On the alert tension of his 
nerves there broke another sound, the aggressive, wrath-inducing breathing of 
one who sleeps in heavy after-dinner slumber. The sound came from a room just 
at his elbow; the card on the door bore the announcement “Mrs. Thundleford.” 
The door was just slightly ajar; Rex pushed it open an inch or two more and 
looked in. The august Teresa had fallen asleep over an illustrated guide to 
Florentine art-galleries; at her side, somewhat dangerously near the edge of the 
table, was a reading-lamp. If Fate had been decently kind to him, thought Rex, 


bitterly, that lamp would have been knocked over by the sleeper and would have 
given them something to think of besides billiard matches. 

There are occasions when one must take one’s Fate in one’s hands. Rex took 
the lamp in his. 

“Two hundred and thirty-seven, one hundred and fifteen.” Strinnit was at the 
table, and the balls lay in good position for him; he had a choice of two fairly 
easy shots, a choice which he was never to decide. A sudden hurricane of 
shrieks and a rush of stumbling feet sent every one flocking to the door. The 
Dillot boy crashed into the room, carrying in his arms the vociferous and 
somewhat dishevelled Teresa Thundleford; her clothing was certainly not a mass 
of flames, as the more excitable members of the party afterwards declared, but 
the edge of her skirt and part of the table-cover in which she had been hastily 
wrapped were alight in a flickering, half-hearted manner. Rex flung his 
struggling burden on the billiard table, and for one breathless minute the work of 
beating out the sparks with rugs and cushions and playing on them with soda- 
water syphons engrossed the energies of the entire company. 

“Tt was lucky I was passing when it happened,” panted Rex; “some one had 
better see to the room, I think the carpet is alight.” 

As a matter of fact the promptitude and energy of the rescuer had prevented 
any great damage being done, either to the victim or her surroundings. The 
billiard table had suffered most, and had to be laid up for repairs; perhaps it was 
not the best place to have chosen for the scene of salvage operations; but then, as 
Clovis remarked, when one is rushing about with a blazing woman in one’s arms 
one can’t stop to think out exactly where one is going to put her. 


THE BULL 


Tom Yorkfield had always regarded his half-brother, Laurence, with a lazy 
instinct of dislike, toned down, as years went on, to a tolerant feeling of 
indifference. There was nothing very tangible to dislike him for; he was just a 
blood-relation, with whom Tom had no single taste or interest in common, and 
with whom, at the same time, he had had no occasion for quarrel. Laurence had 
left the farm early in life, and had lived for a few years on a small sum of money 
left him by his mother; he had taken up painting as a profession, and was 
reported to be doing fairly well at it, well enough, at any rate, to keep body and 
soul together. He specialised in painting animals, and he was successful in 
finding a certain number of people to buy his pictures. Tom felt a comforting 
sense of assured superiority in contrasting his position with that of his half- 
brother; Laurence was an artist-chap, just that and nothing more, though you 
might make it sound more important by calling him an animal painter; Tom was 
a farmer, not in a very big way, it was true, but the Helsery farm had been in the 
family for some generations, and it had a good reputation for the stock raised on 
it. Tom had done his best, with the little capital at his command, to maintain and 
improve the standard of his small herd of cattle, and in Clover Fairy he had bred 
a bull which was something rather better than any that his immediate neighbours 
could show. It would not have made a sensation in the judging-ring at an 
important cattle show, but it was as vigorous, shapely, and healthy a young 
animal as any small practical farmer could wish to possess. At the King’s Head 
on market days Clover Fairy was very highly spoken of, and Yorkfield used to 
declare that he would not part with him for a hundred pounds; a hundred pounds 
is a lot of money in the small farming line, and probably anything over eighty 
would have tempted him. 

It was with some especial pleasure that Tom took advantage of one of 
Laurence’s rare visits to the farm to lead him down to the enclosure where 
Clover Fairy kept solitary state — the grass widower of a grazing harem. Tom 
felt some of his old dislike for his half-brother reviving; the artist was becoming 
more languid in his manner, more unsuitably turned-out in attire, and he seemed 
inclined to impart a slightly patronising tone to his conversation. He took no 
heed of a flourishing potato crop, but waxed enthusiastic over a clump of 
yellow-flowering weed that stood in a comer by a gateway, which was rather 
galling to the owner of a really very well weeded farm; again, when he might 
have been duly complimentary about a group of fat, black-faced lambs, that 
simply cried aloud for admiration, he became eloquent over the foliage tints of 


an oak copse on the hill opposite. But now he was being taken to inspect the 
crowning pride and glory of Helsery; however grudging he might be in his 
praises, however backward and niggardly with his congratulations, he would 
have to see and acknowledge the many excellences of that redoubtable animal. 
Some weeks ago, while on a business journey to Taunton, Tom had been invited 
by his half-brother to visit a studio in that town, where Laurence was exhibiting 
one of his pictures, a large canvas representing a bull standing knee-deep in 
some marshy ground; it had been good of its kind, no doubt, and Laurence had 
seemed inordinately pleased with it; “the best thing I’ve done yet,” he had said 
over and over again, and Tom had generously agreed that it was fairly life-like. 
Now, the man of pigments was going to be shown a real picture, a living model 
of strength and comeliness, a thing to feast the eyes on, a picture that exhibited 
new pose and action with every shifting minute, instead of standing glued into 
one unvarying attitude between the four walls of a frame. Tom unfastened a 
stout wooden door and led the way into a straw-bedded yard. 

“Is he quiet?” asked the artist, as a young bull with a curly red coat came 
inquiringly towards them. 

“He’s playful at times,” said Tom, leaving his half-brother to wonder whether 
the bull’s ideas of play were of the catch-as-catch-can order. Laurence made one 
or two perfunctory comments on the animal’s appearance and asked a question 
or so as to his age and such-like details; then he coolly turned the talk into 
another channel. 

“Do you remember the picture I showed you at Taunton?” he asked. 

“Yes,” grunted Tom; “a white-faced bull standing in some slush. Don’t 
admire those Herefords much myself; bulky-looking brutes, don’t seem to have 
much life in them. Daresay they’re easier to paint that way; now, this young 
beggar is on the move all the time, aren’t you, Fairy?” 

“T’ve sold that picture,” said Laurence, with considerable complacency in his 
voice. 

“Have you?” said Tom; “glad to hear it, Pm sure. Hope you’re pleased with 
what you’ve got for it.” 

“T got three hundred pounds for it,” said Laurence. 

Tom turned towards him with a slowly rising flush of anger in his face. 
Three hundred pounds! Under the most favourable market conditions that he 
could imagine his prized Clover Fairy would hardly fetch a hundred, yet here 
was a piece of varnished canvas, painted by his half-brother, selling for three 
times that sum. It was a cruel insult that went home with all the more force 
because it emphasised the triumph of the patronising, self-satisfied Laurence. 
The young farmer had meant to put his relative just a little out of conceit with 


himself by displaying the jewel of his possessions, and now the tables were 
turned, and his valued beast was made to look cheap and insignificant beside the 
price paid for a mere picture. It was so monstrously unjust; the painting would 
never be anything more than a dexterous piece of counterfeit life, while Clover 
Fairy was the real thing, a monarch in his little world, a personality in the 
countryside. After he was dead, even, he would still be something of a 
personality; his descendants would graze in those valley meadows and hillside 
pastures, they would fill stall and byre and milking-shed, their good red coats 
would speckle the landscape and crowd the market-place; men would note a 
promising heifer or a well-proportioned steer, and say: “Ah, that one comes of 
good old Clover Fairy’s stock.” All that time the picture would be hanging, 
lifeless and unchanging, beneath its dust and varnish, a chattel that ceased to 
mean anything if you chose to turn it with its back to the wall. These thoughts 
chased themselves angrily through Tom Yorkfield’s mind, but he could not put 
them into words. When he gave tongue to his feelings he put matters bluntly and 
harshly. 

“Some soft-witted fools may like to throw away three hundred pounds on a 
bit of paintwork; can’t say as I envy them their taste. I’d rather have the real 
thing than a picture of it.” 

He nodded towards the young bull, that was alternately staring at them with 
nose held high and lowering its horns with a half-playful, half-impatient shake of 
the head. 

Laurence laughed a laugh of irritating, indulgent amusement. 

“T don’t think the purchaser of my bit of paintwork, as you call it, need worry 
about having thrown his money away. As I get to be better known and 
recognised my pictures will go up in value. That particular one will probably 
fetch four hundred in a sale-room five or six years hence; pictures aren’t a bad 
investment if you know enough to pick out the work of the right men. Now you 
can’t say your precious bull is going to get more valuable the longer you keep 
him; he’ll have his little day, and then, if you go on keeping him, he’ll come 
down at last to a few shillingsworth of hoofs and hide, just at a time, perhaps, 
when my bull is being bought for a big sum for some important picture gallery.” 

It was too much. The united force of truth and slander and insult put over 
heavy a strain on Tom Yorkfield’s powers of restraint. In his right hand he held 
a useful oak cudgel, with his left he made a grab at the loose collar of Laurence’s 
canary-coloured silk shirt. Laurence was not a fighting man; the fear of physical 
violence threw him off his balance as completely as overmastering indignation 
had thrown Tom off his, and thus it came to pass that Clover Fairy was regaled 
with the unprecedented sight of a human being scudding and squawking across 


the enclosure, like the hen that would persist in trying to establish a nesting- 
place in the manger. In another crowded happy moment the bull was trying to 
jerk Laurence over his left shoulder, to prod him in the ribs while still in the air, 
and to kneel on him when he reached the ground. It was only the vigorous 
intervention of Tom that induced him to relinquish the last item of his 
programme. 

Tom devotedly and ungrudgingly nursed his half brother to a complete 
recovery from his injuries, which consisted of nothing more serious than a 
dislocated shoulder, a broken rib or two, and a little nervous prostration. After 
all, there was no further occasion for rancour in the young farmer’s mind; 
Laurence’s bull might sell for three hundred, or for six hundred, and be admired 
by thousands in some big picture gallery, but it would never toss a man over one 
shoulder and catch him a jab in the ribs before he had fallen on the other side. 
That was Clover Fairy’s noteworthy achievement, which could never be taken 
away from him. 

Laurence continues to be popular as an animal artist, but his subjects are 
always kittens or fawns or lambkins — never bulls. 


MORLVERA 


The Olympic Toy Emporium occupied a conspicuous frontage in an important 
West End street. It was happily named Toy Emporium, because one would 
never have dreamed of according it the familiar and yet pulse-quickening name 
of toyshop. There was an air of cold splendour and elaborate failure about the 
wares that were set out in its ample windows; they were the sort of toys that a 
tired shop-assistant displays and explains at Christmas time to exclamatory 
parents and bored, silent children. The animal toys looked more like natural 
history models than the comfortable, sympathetic companions that one would 
wish, at a certain age, to take to bed with one, and to smuggle into the bath- 
room. The mechanical toys incessantly did things that no one could want a toy 
to do more than a half a dozen times in its lifetime; it was a merciful reflection 
that in any right-minded nursery the lifetime would certainly be short. 

Prominent among the elegantly-dressed dolls that filled an entire section of 
the window frontage was a large hobble-skirted lady in a confection of peach- 
coloured velvet, elaborately set off with leopard skin accessories, if one may use 
such a conveniently comprehensive word in describing an intricate feminine 
toilette. She lacked nothing that is to be found in a carefully detailed fashion- 
plate — in fact, she might be said to have something more than the average 
fashion-plate female possesses; in place of a vacant, expressionless stare she had 
character in her face. It must be admitted that it was bad character, cold, hostile, 
inquisitorial, with a sinister lowering of one eyebrow and a merciless hardness 
about the corners of the mouth. One might have imagined histories about her by 
the hour, histories in which unworthy ambition, the desire for money, and an 
entire absence of all decent feeling would play a conspicuous part. 

As a matter of fact, she was not without her judges and biographers, even in 
this shop-window stage of her career. Emmeline, aged ten, and Bert, aged 
seven, had halted on the way from their obscure back street to the minnow- 
stocked water of St. James’s Park, and were critically examining the hobble- 
skirted doll, and dissecting her character in no very tolerant spirit. There is 
probably a latent enmity between the necessarily under-clad and the 
unnecessarily overdressed, but a little kindness and good fellowship on the part 
of the latter will often change the sentiment to admiring devotion; if the lady in 
peach-coloured velvet and leopard skin had worn a pleasant expression in 
addition to her other elaborate furnishings, Emmeline at least might have 
respected and even loved her. As it was, she gave her a horrible reputation, 
based chiefly on a secondhand knowledge of gilded depravity derived from the 


conversation of those who were skilled in the art of novelette reading; Bert filled 
in a few damaging details from his own limited imagination. 

“She’s a bad lot, that one is,” declared Emmeline, after a long unfriendly 
stare; “‘er ‘usbind ‘ates ‘er.” 

“E knocks ‘er abart,” said Bert, with enthusiasm. 

“No, ‘e don’t, cos ‘e’s dead; she poisoned ‘im slow and gradual, so that 
nobody didn’t know. Now she wants to marry a lord, with ‘eaps and ‘eaps of 
money. ‘E’s got a wife already, but she’s going to poison ‘er, too.” 

“She’s a bad lot,” said Bert with growing hostility. 

“Er mother ‘ates her, and she’s afraid of ‘er, too, cos she’s got a serkestic 
tongue; always talking serkesms, she is. She’s greedy, too; if there’s fish going, 
she eats ‘er own share and ‘er little girl’s as well, though the little girl is 
dellikit.” 

“She ‘ad a little boy once,’ 
when nobody wasn’t looking.” 

“No she didn’t,’ said Emmeline, “she sent ‘im away to be kep’ by poor 
people, so ‘er ‘usbind wouldn’t know where ‘ʻe was. They ill-treat ‘im 
somethink cruel.” 

“Wot’s ‘er nime?” asked Bert, thinking that it was time that so interesting a 
personality should be labelled. 

“Er nime?” said Emmeline, thinking hard, “‘er nime’s Morlvera.” It was as 
near as she could get to the name of an adventuress who figured prominently in a 
cinema drama. There was silence for a moment while the possibilities of the 
name were turned over in the children’s minds. 

“Those clothes she’s got on ain’t paid for, and never won’t be,” said 
Emmeline; “she thinks she’ll get the rich lord to pay for ‘em, but ‘e won’t. ‘E’s 
given ‘er jools, ‘underds of pounds’ worth.” 

“E won’t pay for the clothes,” said Bert, with conviction. Evidently there 
was some limit to the weak good nature of wealthy lords. 

At that moment a motor carriage with liveried servants drew up at the 
emporium entrance; a large lady, with a penetrating and rather hurried manner of 
talking, stepped out, followed slowly and sulkily by a small boy, who had a very 
black scowl on his face and a very white sailor suit over the rest of him. The 
lady was continuing an argument which had probably commenced in Portman 
Square. 

“Now, Victor, you are to come in and buy a nice doll for your cousin Bertha. 
She gave you a beautiful box of soldiers on your birthday, and you must give her 
a present on hers.” 
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said Bert, “but she pushed ‘im into the water 
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“Bertha is a fat little fool,” said Victor, in a voice that was as loud as his 
mother’s and had more assurance in it. 

“Victor, you are not to say such things. Bertha is not a fool, and she is not in 
the least fat. You are to come in and choose a doll for her.” 

The couple passed into the shop, out of view and hearing of the two back- 
street children. 

“My, he is in a wicked temper,” exclaimed Emmeline, but both she and Bert 
were inclined to side with him against the absent Bertha, who was doubtless as 
fat and foolish as he had described her to be. 

“I want to see some dolls,” said the mother of Victor to the nearest assistant; 
“it’s for a little girl of eleven.” 

“A fat little girl of eleven,” added Victor by way of supplementary 
information. 

“Victor, if you say such rude things about your cousin, you shall go to bed the 
moment we get home, without having any tea.” 

“This is one of the newest things we have in dolls,” said the assistant, 
removing a hobble-skirted figure in peach-coloured velvet from the window; 
“leopard skin toque and stole, the latest fashion. You won’t get anything newer 
than that anywhere. It’s an exclusive design.” 

“Look!” whispered Emmeline outside; “they’ve bin and took Morlvera.” 

There was a mingling of excitement and a certain sense of bereavement in her 
mind; she would have liked to gaze at that embodiment of overdressed depravity 
for just a little longer. 

“I ‘spect she’s going away in a kerridge to marry the rich lord,” hazarded 
Bert. 

“She’s up to no good,” said Emmeline vaguely. 

Inside the shop the purchase of the doll had been decided on. 

“Its a beautiful doll, and Bertha will be delighted with it,” asserted the 
mother of Victor loudly. 

“Oh, very well,” said Victor sulkily; “you needn’t have it stuck into a box and 
wait an hour while it’s being done up into a parcel. Pl take it as it is, and we 
can go round to Manchester Square and give it to Bertha, and get the thing done 
with. That will save me the trouble of writing: ‘For dear Bertha, with Victor’s 
love,’ on a bit of paper.” 

“Very well,” said his mother, “we can go to Manchester Square on our way 
home. You must wish her many happy returns of to-morrow, and give her the 
doll.” 

“T won’t let the little beast kiss me,” stipulated Victor. 


His mother said nothing; Victor had not been half as troublesome as she had 
anticipated. When he chose he could really be dreadfully naughty. 

Emmeline and Bert were just moving away from the window when Morlvera 
made her exit from the shop, very carefully in Victor’s arms. A look of sinister 
triumph seemed to glow in her hard, inquisitorial face. As for Victor, a certain 
scornful serenity had replaced the earlier scowls; he had evidently accepted 
defeat with a contemptuous good grace. 

The tall lady gave a direction to the footman and settled herself in the 
carriage. The little figure in the white sailor suit clambered in beside her, still 
carefully holding the elegantly garbed doll. 

The car had to be backed a few yards in the process of turning. Very 
stealthily, very gently, very mercilessly Victor sent Morlvera flying over his 
shoulder, so that she fell into the road just behind the retrogressing wheel. With 
a soft, pleasant-sounding scrunch the car went over the prostrate form, then it 
moved forward again with another scrunch. The carriage moved off and left 
Bert and Emmeline gazing in scared delight at a sorry mess of petrol-smeared 
velvet, sawdust, and leopard skin, which was all that remained of the hateful 
Morlvera. They gave a shrill cheer, and then raced away shuddering from the 
scene of so much rapidly enacted tragedy. 

Later that afternoon, when they were engaged in the pursuit of minnows by 
the waterside in St. James’s Park, Emmeline said in a solemn undertone to Bert 

“T’ve bin finking. Do you know oo ‘ʻe was? ‘ʻE was ‘er little boy wot she’d 
sent away to live wiv poor folks. ‘E come back and done that.” 


SHOCK TACTICS 


On a late spring afternoon Ella McCarthy sat on a green-painted chair in 
Kensington Gardens, staring listlessly at an uninteresting stretch of park 
landscape, that blossomed suddenly into tropical radiance as an expected figure 
appeared in the middle distance. 

“Hullo, Bertie!” she exclaimed sedately, when the figure arrived at the 
painted chair that was the nearest neighbour to her own, and dropped into it 
eagerly, yet with a certain due regard for the set of its trousers; “hasn’t it been a 
perfect spring afternoon?” 

The statement was a distinct untruth as far as Ella’s own feelings were 
concerned; until the arrival of Bertie the afternoon had been anything but 
perfect. 

Bertie made a suitable reply, in which a questioning note seemed to hover. 

“Thank you ever so much for those lovely handkerchiefs,” said Ella, 
answering the unspoken question; “they were just what I’ve been wanting. 
There’s only one thing spoilt my pleasure in your gift,” she added, with a pout. 

“What was that?” asked Bertie anxiously, fearful that perhaps he had chosen a 
size of handkerchief that was not within the correct feminine limit. 

“T should have liked to have written and thanked you for them as soon as I got 
them,” said Ella, and Bertie’s sky clouded at once. 

“You know what mother is,” he protested; “she opens all my letters, and if 
she found I’d been giving presents to any one there’d have been something to 
talk about for the next fortnight.” 

“Surely, at the age of twenty—” began Ella. 

“T’m not twenty till September,” interrupted Bertie. 

“At the age of nineteen years and eight months,” persisted Ella, “you might 
be allowed to keep your correspondence private to yourself.” 

“T ought to be, but things aren’t always what they ought to be. Mother opens 
every letter that comes into the house, whoever it’s for. My sisters and I have 
made rows about it time and again, but she goes on doing it.” 

“Td find some way to stop her if I were in your place,” said Ella valiantly, 
and Bertie felt that the glamour of his anxiously deliberated present had faded 
away in the disagreeable restriction that hedged round its acknowledgment. 

“Is anything the matter?” asked Bertie’s friend Clovis when they met that 
evening at the swimming-bath. 

“Why do you ask?” said Bertie. 


“When you wear a look of tragic gloom in a swimming-bath,” said Clovis, 
“it’s especially noticeable from the fact that you’re wearing very little else. 
Didn’t she like the handkerchiefs?” 

Bertie explained the situation. 

“Tt is rather galling, you know,” he added, “when a girl has a lot of things she 
wants to write to you and can’t send a letter except by some roundabout, 
underhand way.” 

“One never realises one’s blessings while one enjoys them,” said Clovis; 
“now I have to spend a considerable amount of ingenuity inventing excuses for 
not having written to people.” 

“It’s not a joking matter,” said Bertie resentfully: “you wouldn’t find it funny 
if your mother opened all your letters.” 

“The funny thing to me is that you should let her do it.” 

“T can’t stop it. I’ve argued about it—” 

“You haven’t used the right kind of argument, I expect. Now, if every time 
one of your letters was opened you lay on your back on the dining-table during 
dinner and had a fit, or roused the entire family in the middle of the night to hear 
you recite one of Blake’s ‘Poems of Innocence,’ you would get a far more 
respectful hearing for future protests. People yield more consideration to a 
mutilated mealtime or a broken night’s rest, than ever they would to a broken 
heart.” 

“Oh, dry up,” said Bertie crossly, inconsistently splashing Clovis from head 
to foot as he plunged into the water. 

It was a day or two after the conversation in the swimming-bath that a letter 
addressed to Bertie Heasant slid into the letter-box at his home, and thence into 
the hands of his mother. Mrs. Heasant was one of those empty-minded 
individuals to whom other people’s affairs are perpetually interesting. The more 
private they are intended to be the more acute is the interest they arouse. She 
would have opened this particular letter in any case; the fact that it was marked 
“private,” and diffused a delicate but penetrating aroma merely caused her to 
open it with headlong haste rather than matter-of-course deliberation. The 
harvest of sensation that rewarded her was beyond all expectations. 

“Bertie, carissimo,” it began, “I wonder if you will have the nerve to do it: it 
will take some nerve, too. Don’t forget the jewels. They are a detail, but details 
interest me. 


“Yours as ever,. “Clotilde.” 


“Your mother must not know of my existence. If questioned swear you never 
heard of me.” 

For years Mrs. Heasant had searched Bertie’s correspondence diligently for 
traces of possible dissipation or youthful entanglements, and at last the 
suspicions that had stimulated her inquisitorial zeal were justified by this one 
splendid haul. That any one wearing the exotic name “Clotilde” should write to 
Bertie under the incriminating announcement “as ever” was sufficiently 
electrifying, without the astounding allusion to the jewels. Mrs. Heasant could 
recall novels and dramas wherein jewels played an exciting and commanding 
role, and here, under her own roof, before her very eyes as it were, her own son 
was Carrying on an intrigue in which jewels were merely an interesting detail. 
Bertie was not due home for another hour, but his sisters were available for the 
immediate unburdening of a scandal-laden mind. 

“Bertie is in the toils of an adventuress,” she screamed; “her name is 
Clotilde,” she added, as if she thought they had better know the worst at once. 
There are occasions when more harm than good is done by shielding young girls 
from a knowledge of the more deplorable realities of life. 

By the time Bertie arrived his mother had discussed every possible and 
improbable conjecture as to his guilty secret; the girls limited themselves to the 
opinion that their brother had been weak rather than wicked. 

“Who is Clotilde?” was the question that confronted Bertie almost before he 
had got into the hall. His denial of any knowledge of such a person was met 
with an outburst of bitter laughter. 

“How well you have learned your lesson!” exclaimed Mrs. Heasant. But 
satire gave way to furious indignation when she realised that Bertie did not 
intend to throw any further light on her discovery. 

“You shan’t have any dinner till you’ve confessed everything,” she stormed. 

Bertie’s reply took the form of hastily collecting material for an impromptu 
banquet from the larder and locking himself into his bedroom. His mother made 
frequent visits to the locked door and shouted a succession of interrogations with 
the persistence of one who thinks that if you ask a question often enough an 
answer will eventually result. Bertie did nothing to encourage the supposition. 
An hour had passed in fruitless one-sided palaver when another letter addressed 
to Bertie and marked “private” made its appearance in the letter-box. Mrs. 
Heasant pounced on it with the enthusiasm of a cat that has missed its mouse and 
to whom a second has been unexpectedly vouchsafed. If she hoped for further 
disclosures assuredly she was not disappointed. 

“So you have really done it!” the letter abruptly commenced; “Poor Dagmar. 
Now she is done for I almost pity her. You did it very well, you wicked boy, the 


servants all think it was suicide, and there will be no fuss. Better not touch the 
jewels till after the inquest. 

“Clotilde.” 

Anything that Mrs. Heasant had previously done in the way of outcry was 
easily surpassed as she raced upstairs and beat frantically at her son’s door. 

“Miserable boy, what have you done to Dagmar?” 

“It’s Dagmar now, is it?” he snapped; “it will be Geraldine next.” 

“That it should come to this, after all my efforts to keep you at home of an 
evening,” sobbed Mrs. Heasant; “it’s no use you trying to hide things from me; 
Clotilde’s letter betrays everything.” 

“Does it betray who she is?” asked Bertie; “I’ve heard so much about her, I 
should like to know something about her home-life. Seriously, if you go on like 
this I shall fetch a doctor; I’ve often enough been preached at about nothing, but 
I’ve never had an imaginary harem dragged into the discussion.” 

“Are these letters imaginary?” screamed Mrs. Heasant; “what about the 
jewels, and Dagmar, and the theory of suicide?” 

No solution of these problems was forthcoming through the bedroom door, 
but the last post of the evening produced another letter for Bertie, and its 
contents brought Mrs. Heasant that enlightenment which had already dawned on 
her son. 

“Dear Bertie,” it ran; “I hope I haven’t distracted your brain with the spoof 
letters I’ve been sending in the name of a fictitious Clotilde. You told me the 
other day that the servants, or somebody at your home, tampered with your 
letters, so I thought I would give any one that opened them something exciting to 
read. The shock might do them good. 


“Yours,. “Clovis Sangrail.” 


Mrs. Heasant knew Clovis slightly, and was rather afraid of him. It was not 
difficult to read between the lines of his successful hoax. In a chastened mood 
she rapped once more at Bertie’s door. 

“A letter from Mr. Sangrail. It’s all been a stupid hoax. He wrote those other 
letters. Why, where are you going?” 

Bertie had opened the door; he had on his hat and overcoat. 

“I’m going for a doctor to come and see if anything’s the matter with you. Of 
course it was all a hoax, but no person in his right mind could have believed all 
that rubbish about murder and suicide and jewels. You’ve been making enough 
noise to bring the house down for the last hour or two.” 

“But what was I to think of those letters?” whimpered Mrs. Heasant. 


“I should have known what to think of them,” said Bertie; “if you choose to 
excite yourself over other people’s correspondence it’s your own fault. 
Anyhow, I’m going for a doctor.” 

It was Bertie’s great opportunity, and he knew it. His mother was conscious 
of the fact that she would look rather ridiculous if the story got about. She was 
willing to pay hush-money. 

“TIl never open your letters again,” she promised. And Clovis has no more 
devoted slave than Bertie Heasant. 


THE SEVEN CREAM JUGS 


“T suppose we shall never see Wilfred Pigeoncote here now that he has become 
heir to the baronetcy and to a lot of money,” observed Mrs. Peter Pigeoncote 
regretfully to her husband. 

“Well, we can hardly expect to,” he replied, “seeing that we always choked 
him off from coming to see us when he was a prospective nobody. I don’t think 
I’ve set eyes on him since he was a boy of twelve.” 

“There was a reason for not wanting to encourage his acquaintanceship,” said 
Mrs. Peter. “With that notorious failing of his he was not the sort of person one 
wanted in one’s house.” 

“Well, the failing still exists, doesn’t it?” said her husband; “or do you 
suppose a reform of character is entailed along with the estate?” 

“Oh, of course, there is still that drawback,” admitted the wife, “but one 
would like to make the acquaintance of the future head of the family, if only out 
of mere curiosity. Besides, cynicism apart, his being rich will make a difference 
in the way people will look at his failing. When a man is absolutely wealthy, not 
merely well-to-do, all suspicion of sordid motive naturally disappears; the thing 
becomes merely a tiresome malady.” 

Wilfrid Pigeoncote had suddenly become heir to his uncle, Sir Wilfrid 
Pigeoncote, on the death of his cousin, Major Wilfrid Pigeoncote, who had 
succumbed to the after-effects of a polo accident. (A Wilfrid Pigeoncote had 
covered himself with honours in the course of Marlborough’s campaigns, and 
the name Wilfrid had been a baptismal weakness in the family ever since.) The 
new heir to the family dignity and estates was a young man of about five-and- 
twenty, who was known more by reputation than by person to a wide circle of 
cousins and kinsfolk. And the reputation was an unpleasant one. The numerous 
other Wilfrids in the family were distinguished one from another chiefly by the 
names of their residences or professions, as Wilfrid of Hubbledown, and young 
Wilfrid the Gunner, but this particular scion was known by the ignominious and 
expressive label of Wilfrid the Snatcher. From his late schooldays onward he 
had been possessed by an acute and obstinate form of kleptomania; he had the 
acquisitive instinct of the collector without any of the collector’s discrimination. 
Anything that was smaller and more portable than a sideboard, and above the 
value of ninepence, had an irresistible attraction for him, provided that it fulfilled 
the necessary condition of belonging to some one else. On the rare occasions 
when he was included in a country-house party, it was usual and almost 
necessary for his host, or some member of the family, to make a friendly 


inquisition through his baggage on the eve of his departure, to see if he had 
packed up “by mistake” any one else’s property. The search usually produced a 
large and varied yield. 

“This is funny,” said Peter Pigeoncote to his wife, some half-hour after their 
conversation; “here’s a telegram from Wilfrid, saying he’s passing through here 
in his motor, and would like to stop and pay us his respects. Can stay for the 
night if it doesn’t inconvenience us. Signed ‘Wilfrid Pigeoncote.’ Must be the 
Snatcher; none of the others have a motor. I suppose he’s bringing us a present 
for the silver wedding.” 

“Good gracious!” said Mrs. Peter, as a thought struck her; “this is rather an 
awkward time to have a person with his failing in the house. All those silver 
presents set out in the drawing-room, and others coming by every post; I hardly 
know what we’ve got and what are still to come. We can’t lock them all up; he’s 
sure to want to see them.” 

“We must keep a sharp look-out, that’s all,” said Peter reassuringly. 

“But these practised kleptomaniacs are so clever,” said his wife, 
apprehensively, “and it will be so awkward if he suspects that we are watching 
him.” 

Awkwardness was indeed the prevailing note that evening when the passing 
traveller was being entertained. The talk flitted nervously and hurriedly from 
one impersonal topic to another. The guest had none of the furtive, half- 
apologetic air that his cousins had rather expected to find; he was polite, well- 
assured, and, perhaps, just a little inclined to “put on side”. His hosts, on the 
other hand, wore an uneasy manner that might have been the hallmark of 
conscious depravity. In the drawing-room, after dinner, their nervousness and 
awkwardness increased. 

“Oh, we haven’t shown you the silver-wedding presents,” said Mrs. Peter, 
suddenly, as though struck by a brilliant idea for entertaining the guest; “here 
they all are. Such nice, useful gifts. A few duplicates, of course.” 

“Seven cream jugs,” put in Peter. 

“Yes, isn’t it annoying,” went on Mrs. Peter; “seven of them. We feel that we 
must live on cream for the rest of our lives. Of course, some of them can be 
changed.” 

Wilfrid occupied himself chiefly with such of the gifts as were of antique 
interest, carrying one or two of them over to the lamp to examine their marks. 
The anxiety of his hosts at these moments resembled the solicitude of a cat 
whose newly born kittens are being handed round for inspection. 

“Let me see; did you give me back the mustard-pot? This is its place here,” 
piped Mrs. Peter. 


“Sorry. I put it down by the claret-jug,” said Wilfrid, busy with another 
object. 

“Oh, just let me have the sugar-sifter again,” asked Mrs. Peter, dogged 
determination showing through her nervousness; “I must label it who it comes 
from before I forget.” 

Vigilance was not completely crowned with a sense of victory. After they 
had said “Good-night” to their visitor, Mrs. Peter expressed her conviction that 
he had taken something. 

“I fancy, by his manner, that there was something up,” corroborated her 
husband; “do you miss anything?” 

Mrs. Peters hastily counted the array of gifts. 

“I can only make it thirty-four, and I think it should be thirty-five,” she 
announced; “I can’t remember if thirty-five includes the Archdeacon’s cruet- 
stand that hasn’t arrived yet.” 

“How on earth are we to know?” said Peter. “The mean pig hasn’t brought us 
a present, and I’m hanged if he shall carry one off.” 

“To-morrow, when he’s having his bath,” said Mrs. Peter excitedly, “he’s 
sure to leave his keys somewhere, and we can go through his portmanteau. It’s 
the only thing to do.” 

On the morrow an alert watch was kept by the conspirators behind half-closed 
doors, and when Wilfrid, clad in a gorgeous bath-robe, had made his way to the 
bath-room, there was a swift and furtive rush by two excited individuals towards 
the principal guest-chamber. Mrs. Peter kept guard outside, while her husband 
first made a hurried and successful search for the keys, and then plunged at the 
portmanteau with the air of a disagreeably conscientious Customs official. The 
quest was a brief one; a silver cream jug lay embedded in the folds of some 
zephyr shirts. 

“The cunning brute,” said Mrs. Peters; “he took a cream jug because there 
were so many; he thought one wouldn’t be missed. Quick, fly down with it and 
put it back among the others.” 

Wilfrid was late in coming down to breakfast, and his manner showed plainly 
that something was amiss. 

“It’s an unpleasant thing to have to say,” he blurted out presently, “but I’m 
afraid you must have a thief among your servants. Something’s been taken out 
of my portmanteau. It was a little present from my mother and myself for your 
silver wedding. I should have given it to you last night after dinner, only it 
happened to be a cream jug, and you seemed annoyed at having so many 
duplicates, so I felt rather awkward about giving you another. I thought I’d get it 
changed for something else, and now it’s gone.” 


“Did you say it was from your mother and yourself?” asked Mr. and Mrs. 
Peter almost in unison. The Snatcher had been an orphan these many years. 

“Yes, my mother’s at Cairo just now, and she wrote to me at Dresden to try 
and get you something quaint and pretty in the old silver line, and I pitched on 
this cream jug.” 

Both the Pigeoncotes had turned deadly pale. The mention of Dresden had 
thrown a sudden light on the situation. It was Wilfrid the Attache, a very 
superior young man, who rarely came within their social horizon, whom they 
had been entertaining unawares in the supposed character of Wilfrid the 
Snatcher. Lady Ernestine Pigeoncote, his mother, moved in circles which were 
entirely beyond their compass or ambitions, and the son would probably one day 
be an Ambassador. And they had rifled and despoiled his portmanteau! 
Husband and wife looked blankly and desperately at one another. It was Mrs. 
Peter who arrived first at an inspiration. 

“How dreadful to think there are thieves in the house! We keep the drawing- 
room locked up at night, of course, but anything might be carried off while we 
are at breakfast.” 

She rose and went out hurriedly, as though to assure herself that the drawing- 
room was not being stripped of its silverware, and returned a moment later, 
bearing a cream jug in her hands. 

“There are eight cream jugs now, instead of seven,” she cried; “this one 
wasn’t there before. What a curious trick of memory, Mr. Wilfrid! You must 
have slipped downstairs with it last night and put it there before we locked up, 
and forgotten all about having done it in the morning.” 

“One’s mind often plays one little tricks like that,” said Mr. Peter, with 
desperate heartiness. “Only the other day I went into the town to pay a bill, and 
went in again next day, having clean forgotten that I’d—” 

“Tt is certainly the jug I bought for you,” said Wilfrid, looking closely at it; “it 
was in my portmanteau when I got my bath-robe out this morning, before going 
to my bath, and it was not there when I unlocked the portmanteau on my return. 
Some one had taken it while I was away from the room.” 

The Pigeoncotes had turned paler than ever. Mrs. Peter had a final 
inspiration. 

“Get me my smelling-salts, dear,” she said to her husband; “I think they’re in 
the dressing-room.” 

Peter dashed out of the room with glad relief; he had lived so long during the 
last few minutes that a golden wedding seemed within measurable distance. 

Mrs. Peter turned to her guest with confidential coyness. 


“A diplomat like you will know how to treat this as if it hadn’t happened. 
Peter’s little weakness; it runs in the family.” 

“Good Lord! Do you mean to say he’s a kleptomaniac, like Cousin 
Snatcher?” 

“Oh, not exactly,” said Mrs. Peter, anxious to whitewash her husband a little 
greyer than she was painting him. “He would never touch anything he found 
lying about, but he can’t resist making a raid on things that are locked up. The 
doctors have a special name for it. He must have pounced on your portmanteau 
the moment you went to your bath, and taken the first thing he came across. Of 
course, he had no motive for taking a cream jug; we’ve already got seven, as you 
know — not, of course, that we don’t value the kind of gift you and your mother 
— hush here’s Peter coming.” 

Mrs. Peter broke off in some confusion, and tripped out to meet her husband 
in the hall. 

“Tt’s all right,” she whispered to him; “I’ve explained everything. Don’t say 
anything more about it.” 

“Brave little woman,” said Peter, with a gasp of relief; “I could never have 
done it.” 


OK OOK OK k OOK 


Diplomatic reticence does not necessarily extend to family affairs. Peter 
Pigeoncote was never able to understand why Mrs. Consuelo van Bullyon, who 
stayed with them in the spring, always carried two very obvious jewel-cases with 
her to the bath-room, explaining them to any one she chanced to meet in the 
corridor as her manicure and face-massage set. 


THE OCCASIONAL GARDEN 


“Don’t talk to me about town gardens,” said Elinor Rapsley; “which means, of 
course, that I want you to listen to me for an hour or so while I talk about 
nothing else. ‘What a nice-sized garden you’ve got,’ people said to us when we 
first moved here. What I suppose they meant to say was what a nice-sized site 
for a garden we’d got. As a matter of fact, the size is all against it; it’s too large 
to be ignored altogether and treated as a yard, and it’s too small to keep giraffes 
in. You see, if we could keep giraffes or reindeer or some other species of 
browsing animal there we could explain the general absence of vegetation by a 
reference to the fauna of the garden: ‘You can’t have wapiti and Darwin tulips, 
you know, so we didn’t put down any bulbs last year.’ As it is, we haven’t got 
the wapiti, and the Darwin tulips haven’t survived the fact that most of the cats 
of the neighbourhood hold a parliament in the centre of the tulip bed; that rather 
forlorn looking strip that we intended to be a border of alternating geranium and 
spirea has been utilised by the cat-parliament as a division lobby. Snap 
divisions seem to have been rather frequent of late, far more frequent than the 
geranium blooms are likely to be. I shouldn’t object so much to ordinary cats, 
but I do complain of having a congress of vegetarian cats in my garden; they 
must be vegetarians, my dear, because, whatever ravages they may commit 
among the sweet pea seedlings, they never seem to touch the sparrows; there are 
always just as many adult sparrows in the garden on Saturday as there were on 
Monday, not to mention newly-fledged additions. There seems to have been an 
irreconcilable difference of opinion between sparrows and Providence since the 
beginning of time as to whether a crocus looks best standing upright with its 
roots in the earth or in a recumbent posture with its stem neatly severed; the 
sparrows always have the last word in the matter, at least in our garden they do. 
I fancy that Providence must have originally intended to bring in an amending 
Act, or whatever it’s called, providing either for a less destructive sparrow or a 
more indestructible crocus. The one consoling point about our garden is that it’s 
not visible from the drawing-room or the smoking-room, so unless people are 
dinning or lunching with us they can’t spy out the nakedness of the land. That is 
why I am so furious with Gwenda Pottingdon, who has practically forced herself 
on me for lunch on Wednesday next; she heard me offer the Paulcote girl lunch 
if she was up shopping on that day, and, of course, she asked if she might come 
too. She is only coming to gloat over my bedraggled and flowerless borders and 
to sing the praises of her own detestably over-cultivated garden. I’m sick of 
being told that it’s the envy of the neighbourhood; it’s like everything else that 


belongs to her — her car, her dinner-parties, even her headaches, they are all 
superlative; no one else ever had anything like them. When her eldest child was 
confirmed it was such a sensational event, according to her account of it, that 
one almost expected questions to be asked about it in the House of Commons, 
and now she’s coming on purpose to stare at my few miserable pansies and the 
gaps in my sweet-pea border, and to give me a glowing, full-length description 
of the rare and sumptuous blooms in her rose-garden.” 

“My dear Elinor,” said the Baroness, “you would save yourself all this heart- 
burning and a lot of gardener’s bills, not to mention sparrow anxieties, simply by 
paying an annual subscription to the O.O.S.A.” 

“Never heard of it,” said Elinor; “what is it?” 

“The Occasional-Oasis Supply Association,” said the Baroness; “it exists to 
meet cases exactly like yours, cases of backyards that are of no practical use for 
gardening purposes, but are required to blossom into decorative scenic 
backgrounds at stated intervals, when a luncheon or dinner-party is 
contemplated. Supposing, for instance, you have people coming to lunch at one- 
thirty; you just ring up the Association at about ten o’clock the same morning, 
and say ‘lunch garden’. That is all the trouble you have to take. By twelve 
forty-five your yard is carpeted with a strip of velvety turf, with a hedge of lilac 
or red may, or whatever happens to be in season, as a background, one or two 
cherry trees in blossom, and clumps of heavily-flowered rhododendrons filling 
in the odd corners; in the foreground you have a blaze of carnations or Shirley 
poppies, or tiger lilies in full bloom. As soon as the lunch is over and your 
guests have departed the garden departs also, and all the cats in Christendom can 
sit in council in your yard without causing you a moment’s anxiety. If you have 
a bishop or an antiquary or something of that sort coming to lunch you just 
mention the fact when you are ordering the garden, and you get an old-world 
pleasaunce, with clipped yew hedges and a sun-dial and hollyhocks, and perhaps 
a mulberry tree, and borders of sweet-williams and Canterbury bells, and an old- 
fashioned beehive or two tucked away in a corner. Those are the ordinary lines 
of supply that the Oasis Association undertakes, but by paying a few guineas a 
year extra you are entitled to its emergency E.O.N. service.” 

“What on earth is an E.O.N. service?” 

“It’s just a conventional signal to indicate special cases like the incursion of 
Gwenda Pottingdon. It means you’ve got some one coming to lunch or dinner 
whose garden is alleged to be ‘the envy of the neighbourhood.’” 

“Yes,” exclaimed Elinor, with some excitement, “and what happens then?” 

“Something that sounds like a miracle out of the Arabian Nights. Your 
backyard becomes voluptuous with pomegranate and almond trees, lemon 


groves, and hedges of flowering cactus, dazzling banks of azaleas, marble- 
basined fountains, in which chestnut-and-white pond-herons step daintily amid 
exotic water-lilies, while golden pheasants strut about on alabaster terraces. The 
whole effect rather suggests the idea that Providence and Norman Wilkinson 
have dropped mutual jealousies and collaborated to produce a background for an 
open-air Russian Ballet; in point of fact, it is merely the background to your 
luncheon party. If there is any kick left in Gwenda Pottingdon, or whoever your 
E.O.N. guest of the moment may be, just mention carelessly that your climbing 
putella is the only one in England, since the one at Chatsworth died last winter. 
There isn’t such a thing as a climbing putella, but Gwenda Pottingdon and her 
kind don’t usually know one flower from another without prompting.” 

“Quick,” said Elinor, “the address of the Association.” 

Gwenda Pottingdon did not enjoy her lunch. It was a simple yet elegant 
meal, excellently cooked and daintily served, but the piquant sauce of her own 
conversation was notably lacking. She had prepared a long succession of 
eulogistic comments on the wonders of her town garden, with its unrivalled 
effects of horticultural magnificence, and, behold, her theme was shut in on 
every side by the luxuriant hedge of Siberian berberis that formed a glowing 
background to Elinor’s bewildering fragment of fairyland. The pomegranate and 
lemon trees, the terraced fountain, where golden carp slithered and wriggled 
amid the roots of gorgeous-hued irises, the banked masses of exotic blooms, the 
pagoda-like enclosure, where Japanese sand-badgers disported themselves, all 
these contributed to take away Gwenda’s appetite and moderate her desire to talk 
about gardening matters. 

“I can’t say I admire the climbing putella,’ she observed shortly, “and 
anyway it’s not the only one of its kind in England; I happen to know of one in 
Hampshire. How gardening is going out of fashion; I suppose people haven’t 
the time for it nowadays.” 

Altogether it was quite one of Elinor’s most successful luncheon parties. 

It was distinctly an unforeseen catastrophe that Gwenda should have burst in 
on the household four days later at lunch-time and made her way unbidden into 
the dining-room. 

“I thought I must tell you that my Elaine has had a water-colour sketch 
accepted by the Latent Talent Art Guild; it’s to be exhibited at their summer 
exhibition at the Hackney Gallery. It will be the sensation of the moment in the 
art world — Hullo, what on earth has happened to your garden? It’s not there!” 

“Suffragettes,” said Elinor promptly; “didn’t you hear about it? They broke 
in and made hay of the whole thing in about ten minutes. I was so heart-broken 


at the havoc that I had the whole place cleared out; I shall have it laid out again 
on rather more elaborate lines.” 

“That,” she said to the Baroness afterwards “is what I call having an 
emergency brain.” 


THE SHEEP 


The enemy had declared “no trumps.” Rupert played out his ace and king of 
clubs and cleared the adversary of that suit; then the Sheep, whom the Fates had 
inflicted on him for a partner, took the third round with the queen of clubs, and, 
having no other club to lead back, opened another suit. The enemy won the 
remainder of the tricks — and the rubber. 

“I had four more clubs to play; we only wanted the odd trick to win the 
rubber,” said Rupert. 

“But I hadn’t another club to lead you,” exclaimed the Sheep, with his ready, 
defensive smile. 

“Tt didn’t occur to you to throw your queen away on my king and leave me 
with the command of the suit,” said Rupert, with polite bitterness. 

“I suppose I ought to have — I wasn’t certain what to do. I’m awfully sorry,” 
said the Sheep. 

Being awfully and uselessly sorry formed a large part of his occupation in 
life. If a similar situation had arisen in a subsequent hand he would have 
blundered just as certainly, and he would have been just as _ irritatingly 
apologetic. 

Rupert stared gloomily across at him as he sat smiling and fumbling with his 
cards. Many men who have good brains for business do not possess the 
rudiments of a card-brain, and Rupert would not have judged and condemned his 
prospective brother-in-law on the evidence of his bridge play alone. The tragic 
part of it was that he smiled and fumbled through life just as fatuously and 
apologetically as he did at the card-table. And behind the defensive smile and 
the well-worn expressions of regret there shone a scarcely believable but quite 
obvious self-satisfaction. Every sheep of the pasture probably imagines that in 
an emergency it could become terrible as an army with banners — one has only 
to watch how they stamp their feet and stiffen their necks when a minor object of 
suspicion comes into view and behaves meekly. And probably the majority of 
human sheep see themselves in imagination taking great parts in the world’s 
more impressive dramas, forming swift, unerring decisions in moments of crisis, 
cowing mutinies, allaying panics, brave, strong, simple, but, in spite of their 
natural modesty, always slightly spectacular. 

“Why in the name of all that is unnecessary and perverse should Kathleen 
choose this man for her future husband?” was the question that Rupert asked 
himself ruefully. There was young Malcolm Athling, as nice-looking, decent, 
level-headed a fellow as any one could wish to meet, obviously her very devoted 


admirer, and yet she must throw herself away on this pale-eyed, weak-mouthed 
embodiment of self-approving ineptitude. If it had been merely Kathleen’s own 
affair Rupert would have shrugged his shoulders and philosophically hoped that 
she might make the best of an undeniably bad bargain. But Rupert had no heir; 
his own boy lay underground somewhere on the Indian frontier, in goodly 
company. And the property would pass in due course to Kathleen and 
Kathleen’s husband. The Sheep would live there in the beloved old home, 
rearing up other little Sheep, fatuous and rabbit-faced and self-satisfied like 
himself, to dwell in the land and possess it. It was not a soothing prospect. 

Towards dusk on the afternoon following the bridge experience Rupert and 
the Sheep made their way homeward after a day’s mixed shooting. The Sheep’s 
cartridge bag was nearly empty, but his game bag showed no signs of over- 
crowding. The birds he had shot at had seemed for the most part as impervious 
to death or damage as the hero of a melodrama. And for each failure to drop his 
bird he had some explanation or apology ready on his lips. Now he was striding 
along in front of his host, chattering happily over his shoulder, but obviously on 
the look-out for some belated rabbit or woodpigeon that might haply be secured 
as an eleventh-hour addition to his bag. As they passed the edge of a small 
copse a large bird rose from the ground and flew slowly towards the trees, 
offering an easy shot to the oncoming sportsmen. The Sheep banged forth with 
both barrels, and gave an exultant cry. 

“Horray! I’ve shot a thundering big hawk!” 

“To be exact, you’ve shot a honey-buzzard. That is the hen bird of one of the 
few pairs of honey-buzzards breeding in the United Kingdom. We’ve kept them 
under the strictest preservation for the last four years; every game-keeper and 
village gun loafer for twenty miles round has been warned and bribed and 
threatened to respect their sanctity, and egg-snatching agents have been carefully 
guarded against during the breeding season. Hundreds of lovers of rare birds 
have delighted in seeing their snap-shotted portraits in Country Life, and now 
you’ve reduced the hen bird to a lump of broken feathers.” 

Rupert spoke quietly and evenly, but for a moment or two a gleam of positive 
hatred shone in his eyes. 

“I say, Pm so sorry,” said the Sheep, with his apologetic smile. “Of course I 
remember hearing about the buzzards, but somehow I didn’t connect this bird 
with them. And it was such an east shot—” 

“Yes,” said Rupert; “that was the trouble.” 

Kathleen found him in the gun-room smoothing out the feathers of the dead 
bird. She had already been told of the catastrophe. 

“What a horrid misfortune,” she said sympathetically. 


“Tt was my dear Robbie who first discovered them, the last time he was home 
on leave. Don’t you remember how excited he was about them? Let’s go and 
have some tea.” 

Both bridge and shooting were given a rest for the next two or three weeks. 
Death, who enters into no compacts with party whips, had forced a 
Parliamentary vacancy on the neighbourhood at the least convenient season, and 
the local partisans on either side found themselves immersed in the discomforts 
of a mid-winter election. Rupert took his politics seriously and keenly. He 
belonged to that type of strangely but rather happily constituted individuals 
which these islands seem to produce in a fair plenty; men and women who for no 
personal profit or gain go forth from their comfortable firesides or club card- 
rooms to hunt to and fro in the mud and rain and wind for the capture or tracking 
of a stray vote here and there on their party’s behalf — not because they think 
they ought to, but because they want to. And his energies were welcome enough 
on this occasion, for the seat was a closely disputed possession, and its loss or 
retention would count for much in the present position of the Parliamentary 
game. With Kathleen to help him, he had worked his corner of the constituency 
with tireless, well-directed zeal, taking his share of the dull routine work as well 
as of the livelier episodes. The talking part of the campaign wound up on the 
eve of the poll with a meeting in a centre where more undecided votes were 
supposed to be concentrated than anywhere else in the division. A good final 
meeting here would mean everything. And the speakers, local and imported, left 
nothing undone to improve the occasion. Rupert was down for the unimportant 
task of moving the complimentary vote to the chairman which should close the 
proceedings. 

“Tm so hoarse,” he protested, when the moment arrived; “I don’t believe I 
can make my voice heard beyond the platform.” 

“Let me do it,” said the Sheep; “I’m rather good at that sort of thing.” 

The chairman was popular with all parties, and the Sheep’s opening words of 
complimentary recognition received a round of applause. The orator smiled 
expansively on his listeners and seized the opportunity to add a few words of 
political wisdom on his own account. People looked at the clock or began to 
grope for umbrellas and discarded neckwraps. Then, in the midst of a string of 
meaningless platitudes, the Sheep delivered himself of one of those blundering 
remarks which travel from one end of a constituency to the other in half an hour, 
and are seized on by the other side as being more potent on their behalf than a 
ton of election literature. There was a general shuffling and muttering across the 
length and breadth of the hall, and a few hisses made themselves heard. The 


Sheep tried to whittle down his remark, and the chairman unhesitatingly threw 
him over in his speech of thanks, but the damage was done. 

“I’m afraid I lost touch with the audience rather over that remark,” said the 
Sheep afterwards, with his apologetic smile abnormally developed. 

“You lost us the election,” said the chairman, and he proved a true prophet. 

A month or so of winter sport seemed a desirable pick-me-up after the 
strenuous work and crowning discomfiture of the election. Rupert and Kathleen 
hied them away to a small Alpine resort that was just coming into prominence, 
and thither the Sheep followed them in due course, in his role of husband-elect. 
The wedding had been fixed for the end of March. 

It was a winter of early and unseasonable thaws, and the far end of the local 
lake, at a spot where swift currents flowed into it, was decorated with notices, 
written in three languages, warning skaters not to venture over certain unsafe 
patches. The folly of approaching too near these danger spots seemed to have a 
natural fascination for the Sheep. 

“I don’t see what possible danger there can be,” he protested, with his 
inevitable smile, when Rupert beckoned him away from the proscribed area; “the 
milk that I put out on my window-sill last night was frozen an inch deep.” 

“Tt hadn’t got a strong current flowing through it,” said Rupert; “in any case, 
there is not much sense in hovering round a doubtful piece of ice when there are 
acres of good ice to skate over. The secretary of the ice-committee has warned 
you once already.” 

A few minutes later Rupert heard a loud squeal of fear, and saw a dark spot 
blotting the smoothness of the lake’s frozen surface. The Sheep was struggling 
helplessly in an ice-hole of his own making. Rupert gave one loud curse, and 
then dashed full tilt for the shore; outside a low stable building on the lake’s 
edge he remembered having seen a ladder. If he could slide it across the ice-hole 
before the Sheep went under the rescue would be comparatively simple work. 
Other skaters were dashing up from a distance, and, with the ladder’s help, they 
could get him out of his death-trap without having to trust themselves on the 
margin of rotten ice. Rupert sprang on to the surface of lumpy, frozen snow, and 
staggered to where the ladder lay. He had already lifted it when the rattle of a 
chain and a furious outburst of growls burst on his hearing, and he was dashed to 
the ground by a mass of white and tawny fur. A sturdy young yard-dog, frantic 
with the pleasure of performing his first piece of active guardian service, was 
ramping and snarling over him, rendering the task of regaining his feet or 
securing the ladder a matter of considerable difficulty. When he had at last 
succeeded in both efforts he was just by a hair’s-breadth too late to be of any 
use. The Sheep had definitely disappeared under the ice-rift. 


Kathleen Athling and her husband stay the greater part of the year with 
Rupert, and a small Robbie stands in some danger of being idolised by a devoted 
uncle. But for twelve months of the year Rupert’s most inseparable and valued 
companion is a sturdy tawny and white yard-dog. 


THE OVERSIGHT 


“It’s like a Chinese puzzle,” said Lady Prowche resentfully, staring at a scribbled 
list of names that spread over two or three loose sheets of notepaper on her 
writing-table. Most of the names had a pencil mark running through them. 

“What is like a Chinese puzzle?” asked Lena Luddleford briskly; she rather 
prided herself on being able to grapple with the minor problems of life. 

“Getting people suitably sorted together. Sir Richard likes me to have a 
house party about this time of year, and gives me a free hand as to whom I 
should invite; all he asks is that it should be a peaceable party, with no friction or 
unpleasantness.” 

“That seems reasonable enough,” said Lena. 

“Not only reasonable, my dear, but necessary. Sir Richard has his literary 
work to think of; you can’t expect a man to concentrate on the tribal disputes of 
Central Asian clansmen when he’s got social feuds blazing under his own roof.” 

“But why should they blaze? Why should there be feuds at all within the 
compass of a house party?” 

“Exactly; why should they blaze or why should they exist?” echoed Lady 
Prowche; “the point is that they always do. We have been unlucky; persistently 
unlucky, now that I come to look back on things. We have always got people of 
violently opposed views under one roof, and the result has been not merely 
unpleasantness but explosion.” 

“Do you mean people who disagree on matters of political opinion and 
religious views?” asked Lena. 

“No, not that. The broader lines of political or religious difference don’t 
matter. You can have Church of England and Unitarian and Buddhist under the 
same roof without courting disaster; the only Buddhist I ever had down here 
quarrelled with everybody, but that was on account of his naturally 
squabblesome temperament; it had nothing to do with his religion. And I’ve 
always found that people can differ profoundly about politics and meet on 
perfectly good terms at breakfast. Now, Miss Larbor Jones, who was staying 
here last year, worships Lloyd George as a sort of wingless angel, while Mrs. 
Walters, who was down here at the same time, privately considers him to be — 
an antelope, let us say.” 

“An antelope?” 

“Well, not an antelope exactly, but something with horns and hoofs and tail.” 

“Oh, I see.” 


“Still, that didn’t prevent them from being the chummiest of mortals on the 
tennis court and in the billiard-room. They did quarrel finally, about a lead in a 
doubled hand of no-trumps, but that of course is a thing that no account of 
judicious guest-grouping could prevent. Mrs. Walters had got king, knave, ten, 
and seven of clubs—” 

“You were saying that there were other lines of demarcation that caused the 
bother,” interrupted Lena. 

“Exactly. It is the minor differences and side-issues that give so much 
trouble,” said Lady Prowche; “not to my dying day shall I forget last year’s 
upheaval over the Suffragette question. Laura Henniseed left the house in a state 
of speechless indignation, but before she had reached that state she had used 
language that would not have been tolerated in the Austrian Reichsrath. 
Intensive bear-gardening was Sir Richard’s description of the whole affair, and I 
don’t think he exaggerated.” 

“Of course the Suffragette question is a burning one, and lets loose the most 
dreadful ill-feeling,” said Lena; “but one can generally find out beforehand what 
people’s opinions—” 

“My dear, the year before it was worse. It was Christian Science. Selina 
Goobie is a sort of High Priestess of the Cult, and she put down all opposition 
with a high hand. Then one evening, after dinner, Clovis Sangrail put a wasp 
down her back, to see if her theory about the non-existence of pain could be 
depended on in an emergency. The wasp was small, but very efficient, and it 
had been soured in temper by being kept in a paper cage all the afternoon. 
Wasps don’t stand confinement well, at least this one didn’t. I don’t think I ever 
realised till that moment what the word ‘invective’ could be made to mean. I 
sometimes wake in the night and think I still hear Selina describing Clovis’s 
conduct and general character. That was the year that Sir Richard was writing 
his volume on ‘Domestic Life in Tartary.’ The critics all blamed it for a lack of 
concentration.” 

“He’s engaged on a very important work this year, isn’t he?” asked Lena. 

“*T,and-tenure in Turkestan,’” said Lady Prowche; “he is just at work on the 
final chapters and they require all the concentration he can give them. That is 
why I am so very anxious not to have any unfortunate disturbance this year. I 
have taken every precaution I can think of to bring non-conflicting and 
harmonious elements together; the only two people I am not quite easy about are 
the Atkinson man and Marcus Popham. They are the two who will be down here 
longest together, and if they are going to fall foul of one another about any 
burning question, well, there will be more unpleasantness.” 

“Can’t you find out anything about them? About their opinions, I mean.” 


“Anything? My dear Lena, there’s scarcely anything that I haven’t found out 
about them. They’re both of them moderate Liberal, Evangelical, mildly 
opposed to female suffrage, they approve of the Falconer Report, and the 
Stewards’ decision about Craganour. Thank goodness in this country we don’t 
fly into violent passions about Wagner and Brahms and things of that sort. 
There is only one thorny subject that I haven’t been able to make sure about, the 
only stone that I have left unturned. Are they unanimously anti-vivisectionist or 
do they both uphold the necessity for scientific experiment? There has been a lot 
of correspondence on the subject in our local newspapers of late, and the vicar is 
certain to preach a sermon about it; vicars are dreadfully provocative at times. 
Now, if you could only find out for me whether these two men are divergently 
for or against—” 

“I”? exclaimed Lena; “how am I to find out? I don’t know either of them to 
speak to.” 

“Still you might discover, in some roundabout way. Write to them, under as 
assumed name of course, for subscriptions to one or other cause — or, better 
still, send a stamped type-written reply postcard, with a request for a declaration 
for or against vivisection; people who would hesitate to commit themselves to a 
subscription will cheerfully write Yes or No on a prepaid postcard. If you can’t 
manage it that way, try and meet them at some one’s house and get into 
argument on the subject. I think Milly occasionally has one or other of them at 
her at-homes; you might have the luck to meet both of them there the same 
evening. Only it must be done soon. My invitations ought to go out by 
Wednesday or Thursday at the latest, and to-day is Friday. 

“Milly’s at-homes are not very amusing, as a rule,” said Lena, “and one never 
gets a chance of talking uninterruptedly to any one for a couple of minutes at a 
time; Milly is one of those restless hostesses who always seem to be trying to see 
how you look in different parts of the room, in fresh grouping effects. Even if I 
got to speak to Popham or Atkinson I couldn’t plunge into a topic like 
vivisection straight away. No, I think the postcard scheme would be more 
hopeful and decidedly less tiresome. How would it be best to word them?” 

“Oh, something like this: ‘Are you in favour of experiments on living animals 
for the purpose of scientific research — Yes or No?’ That is quite simple and 
unmistakable. If they don’t answer it will at least be an indication that they are 
indifferent about the subject, and that is all I want to know.” 

“All right,” said Lena, “Pll get my brother-in-law to let me have them 
addressed to his office, and he can telephone the result of the plebiscite direct to 
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you. 


“Thank you ever so much,” said Lady Prowche gratefully, “and be sure to get 
the cards sent off as soon as possible.” 

On the following Tuesday the voice of an office clerk, speaking through the 
telephone, informed Lady Prowche that the postcard poll showed unanimous 
hostility to experiments on living animals. 

Lady Prowche thanked the office clerk, and in a louder and more fervent 
voice she thanked Heaven. The two invitations, already sealed and addressed, 
were immediately dispatched; in due course they were both accepted. The house 
party of the halcyon hours, as the prospective hostess called it, was auspiciously 
launched. 

Lena Luddleford was not included among the guests, having previously 
committed herself to another invitation. At the opening day of a cricket festival, 
however, she ran across Lady Prowche, who had motored over from the other 
side of the county. She wore the air of one who is not interested in cricket and 
not particularly interested in life. She shook hands limply with Lena, and 
remarked that it was a beastly day. 

“The party, how has it gone off?” asked Lena quickly. 

“Don’t speak of it!” was the tragical answer; “why do I always have such 
rotten luck?” 

“But what has happened?” 

“Tt has been awful. Hyænas could not have behaved with greater savagery. 
Sir Richard said so, and he has been in countries where hyenas live, so he ought 
to know. They actually came to blows!” 

“Blows?” 

“Blows and curses. It really might have been a scene from one of Hogarth’s 
pictures. I never felt so humiliated in my life. What the servants must have 
thought!” 

“But who were the offenders?” 

“Oh, naturally the very two that we took all the trouble about.” 

“I thought they agreed on every subject that one could violently disagree 
about — religion, politics, vivisection, the Derby decision, the Falconer Report; 
what else was there left to quarrel about?” 

“My dear, we were fools not to have thought of it. One of them was Pro- 
Greek and the other Pro-Bulgar.” 


HYACINTH 


“The new fashion of introducing the candidate’s children into an election contest 
is a pretty one,” said Mrs. Panstreppon; “it takes away something from the 
acerbity of party warfare, and it makes an interesting experience for children to 
look back on in after years. Still, if you will listen to my advice, Matilda, you 
will not take Hyacinth with you down to Luffbridge on election day.” 

“Not take Hyacinth!” exclaimed his mother; “but why not? Jutterly is 
bringing his three children, and they are going to drive a pair of Nubian donkeys 
about the town, to emphasise the fact that their father has been appointed 
Colonial Secretary. We are making the demand for a strong Navy a special 
feature in our campaign, and it will be particularly appropriate to have Hyacinth 
dressed in his sailor suit. He’ll look heavenly.” 

“The question is, not how he’ll look, but how he’ll behave. He’s a delightful 
child, of course, but there is a strain of unbridled pugnacity in him that breaks 
out at times in a really alarming fashion. You may have forgotten the affair of 
the little Gaffin children; I haven’t.” 

“I was in India at the time, and I’ve only a vague recollection of what 
happened; he was very naughty, I know.” 

“He was in his goat-carriage, and met the Gaffins in their perambulator, and 
he drove the goat full tilt at them and sent the perambulator spinning. Little 
Jacky Gaffin was pinned down under the wreckage, and while the nurse had her 
hands full with the goat Hyacinth was laying into Jacky’s legs with his belt like a 
small fury.” 

“Tm not defending him,” said Matilda, “but they must have done something 
to annoy him.” 

“Nothing intentionally, but some one had unfortunately told him that they 
were half French — their mother was a Duboc, you know — and he had been 
having a history lesson that morning, and had just heard of the final loss of 
Calais by the English, and was furious about it. He said he’d teach the little 
toads to go snatching towns from us, but we didn’t know at the time that he was 
referring to the Gaffins. I told him afterwards that all bad feeling between the 
two nations had died out long ago, and that anyhow the Gaffins were only half 
French, and he said that it was only the French half of Jacky that he had been 
hitting; the rest had been buried under the perambulator. If the loss of Calais 
unloosed such fury in him, I tremble to think what the possible loss of the 
election might entail.” 

“All that happened when he was eight; he’s older now and knows better.” 


“Children with Hyacinth’s temperament don’t know better as they grow 
older; they merely know more.” 

“Nonsense. He will enjoy the fun of the election, and in any case he’ll be 
tired out by the time the poll is declared, and the new sailor suit that I’ve had 
made for him is just in the right shade of blue for our election colours, and it will 
exactly match the blue of his eyes. He will be a perfectly charming note of 
colour.” 

“There is such a thing as letting one’s esthetic sense override one’s moral 
sense,” said Mrs. Panstreppon. “I believe you would have condoned the South 
Sea Bubble and the persecution of the Albigenses if they had been carried out in 
effective colour schemes. However, if anything unfortunate should happen 
down at Luffbridge, don’t say it wasn’t foreseen by one member of the family.” 

The election was keenly but decorously contested. The newly-appointed 
Colonial Secretary was personally popular, while the Government to which he 
adhered was distinctly unpopular, and there was some expectancy that the 
majority of four hundred, obtained at the last election, would be altogether wiped 
out. Both sides were hopeful, but neither could feel confident. The children 
were a great success; the little Jutterlys drove their chubby donkeys solemnly up 
and down the main streets, displaying posters which advocated the claims of 
their father on the broad general grounds that he was their father, while as for 
Hyacinth, his conduct might have served as a model for any seraph-child that 
had strayed unwittingly on to the scene of an electoral contest. Of his own 
accord, and under the delighted eyes of half a dozen camera operators, he had 
gone up to the Jutterly children and presented them with a packet of 
butterscotch; “we needn’t be enemies because we’re wearing the opposite 
colours,” he said with engaging friendliness, and the occupants of the donkey- 
cart accepted his offering with polite solemnity. The grown-up members of both 
political camps were delighted at the incident — with the exception of Mrs. 
Panstreppon, who shuddered. 

“Never was Clytemnestra’s kiss sweeter than on the night she slew me,” she 
quoted, but made the quotation to herself. 

The last hour of the poll was a period of unremitting labour for both parties; it 
was generally estimated that not more than a dozen votes separated the 
candidates, and every effort was made to bring up obstinately wavering electors. 
It was with a feeling of relaxation and relief that every one heard the clocks 
strike the hour for the close of the poll. Exclamations broke out from the tired 
workers, and corks flew out from bottles. 

“Well, if we haven’t won; we’ve done our level best.” “It has been a clean 
straight fight, with no rancour.” “The children were quite a charming feature, 


weren’t they?” 

The children? It suddenly occurred to everybody that they had seen nothing 
of the children for the last hour. What had become of the three little Jutterlys 
and their donkey-cart, and, for the matter of that, what had become of Hyacinth. 
Hurried, anxious embassies went backwards and forwards between the 
respective party headquarters and the various committee-rooms, but there was 
blank ignorance everywhere as to the whereabouts of the children. Every one 
had been too busy in the closing moments of the poll to bestow a thought on 
them. Then there came a telephone call at the Unionist Women’s Committee- 
rooms, and the voice of Hyacinth was heard demanding when the poll would be 
declared. 

“Where are you, and where are the Jutterly children?” asked his mother. 

“T’ve just finished having high-tea at a pastry-cook’s,” came the answer, “and 
they let me telephone. I’ve had a poached egg and a sausage roll and four 
meringues.” 

“You'll be ill. Are the little Jutterlys with you?” 

“Rather not. They’re in a pigstye.” 

“A pigstye? Why? What pigstye?” 

“Near the Crawleigh Road. I met them driving about a back road, and told 
them they were to have tea with me, and put their donkeys in a yard that I knew 
of. Then I took them to see an old sow that had got ten little pigs. I got the sow 
into the outer stye by giving her bits of bread, while the Jutterlys went in to look 
at the litter, then I bolted the door and left them there.” 

“You wicked boy, do you mean to say you’ve left those poor children there 
alone in the pigstye?” 

“They’re not alone, they’ve got ten little pigs in with them; they’re jolly well 
crowded. They were pretty mad at being shut in, but not half as mad as the old 
sow is at being shut out from her young ones. If she gets in while they’re there 
she’ll bite them into mincemeat. I can get them out by letting a short ladder 
down through the top window, and that’s what I’m going to do if we win. If 
their blighted father gets in, I’m just going to open the door for the sow, and let 
her do what she dashed well likes to them. That’s why I want to know when the 
poll will be declared.” 

Here the narrator rang off. A wild stampede and a frantic sending-off of 
messengers took place at the other end of the telephone. Nearly all the workers 
on either side had disappeared to their various club-rooms and public-house bars 
to await the declaration of the poll, but enough local information could be 
secured to determine the scene of Hyacinth’s exploit. Mr. John Ball had a stable 
yard down near the Crawleigh Road, up a short lane, and his sow was known to 


have a litter of ten young ones. Thither went in headlong haste both the 
candidates, Hyacinth’s mother, his aunt (Mrs. Panstreppon), and two or three 
hurriedly-summoned friends. The two Nubian donkeys, contentedly munching 
at bundles of hay, met their gaze as they entered the yard. The hoarse savage 
grunting of an enraged animal and the shriller note of thirteen young voices, 
three of them human, guided them to the stye, in the outer yard of which a huge 
Yorkshire sow kept up a ceaseless raging patrol before a closed door. Reclining 
on the broad ledge of an open window, from which point of vantage he could 
reach down and shoot the bolt of the door, was Hyacinth, his blue sailor-suit 
somewhat the worse of wear, and his angel smile exchanged for a look of 
demoniacal determination. 

“If any of you come a Step nearer,” he shouted, “the sow will be inside in half 
a jiffy.” 

A storm of threatening, arguing, entreating expostulation broke from the 
baffled rescue party, but it made no more impression on Hyacinth than the 
squealing tempest that raged within the stye. 

“If Jutterly heads the poll I’m going to let the sow in. Pll teach the blighters 
to win elections from us.” 

“He means it,” said Mrs. Panstreppon; “I feared the worst when I saw that 
butterscotch incident.” 

“Tt’s all right, my little man,” said Jutterly, with the duplicity to which even a 
Colonial Secretary can sometimes stoop, “your father has been elected by a large 
majority.” 

“Liar!” retorted Hyacinth, with the directness of speech that is not merely 
excusable, but almost obligatory, in the political profession; “the votes aren’t 
counted yet. You won’t gammon me as to the result, either. A boy that I’ve 
palled with is going to fire a gun when the poll is declared; two shots if we’ve 
won, one shot if we haven’t.” 

The situation began to look critical. “Drug the sow,” whispered Hyacinth’s 
father. 

Some one went off in the motor to the nearest chemist’s shop and returned 
presently with two large pieces of bread, liberally dosed with narcotic. The 
bread was thrown deftly and unostentatiously into the stye, but Hyacinth saw 
through the manceuvre. He set up a piercing imitation of a small pig in 
Purgatory, and the infuriated mother ramped round and round the stye; the 
pieces of bread were trampled into slush. 

At any moment now the poll might be declared. Jutterly flew back to the 
Town Hall, where the votes were being counted. His agent met him with a smile 
of hope. 


“You’re eleven ahead at present, and only about eighty more to be counted; 
you’re just going to squeak through.” 

“T mustn’t squeak through,” exclaimed Jutterly, hoarsely. “You must object 
to every doubtful vote on our side that can possibly be disallowed. I must not 
have the majority.” 

Then was seen the unprecedented sight of a party agent challenging the votes 
on his own side with a captiousness that his opponents would have hesitated to 
display. One or two votes that would have certainly passed muster under 
ordinary circumstances were disallowed, but even so Jutterly was six ahead with 
only thirty more to be counted. 

To the watchers by the stye the moments seemed intolerable. As a last resort 
some one had been sent for a gun with which to shoot the sow, though Hyacinth 
would probably draw the bolt the moment such a weapon was brought into the 
yard. Nearly all the men were away from their homes, however, on election 
night, and the messenger had evidently gone far afield in his search. It must be a 
matter of minutes now to the declaration of the poll. 

A sudden roar of shouting and cheering was heard from the direction of the 
Town Hall. Hyacinth’s father clutched a pitchfork and prepared to dash into the 
stye in the forlorn hope of being in time. 

A shot rang out in the evening air. Hyacinth stooped down from his perch 
and put his finger on the bolt. The sow pressed furiously against the door. 

“Bang,” came another shot. 

Hyacinth wriggled back, and sent a short ladder down through the window of 
the inner stye. 

“Now you can come up, you unclean little blighters,’ he sang out; “my 
daddy’s got in, not yours. Hurry up, I can’t keep the sow waiting much longer. 
And don’t you jolly well come butting into any election again where I’m on the 
job.” 

In the reaction that set in after the deliverance furious recrimination were 
indulged in by the lately opposed candidates, their women folk, agents, and party 
helpers. A recount was demanded, but failed to establish the fact that the 
Colonial Secretary had obtained a majority. Altogether the election left a legacy 
of soreness behind it, apart from any that was experienced by Hyacinth in 
person. 

“Tt is the last time I shall let him go to an election,” exclaimed his mother. 

“There I think you are going to extremes,” said Mrs. Panstreppon; “if there 
should be a general election in Mexico I think you might safely let him go there, 
but I doubt whether our English politics are suited to the rough and tumble of an 
angel-child.” 


THE IMAGE OF THE LOST SOUL 


There were a number of carved stone figures placed at intervals along the 
parapets of the old Cathedral; some of them represented angels, others kings and 
bishops, and nearly all were in attitudes of pious exaltation and composure. But 
one figure, low down on the cold north side of the building, had neither crown, 
mitre, not nimbus, and its face was hard and bitter and downcast; it must be a 
demon, declared the fat blue pigeons that roosted and sunned themselves all day 
on the ledges of the parapet; but the old belfry jackdaw, who was an authority on 
ecclesiastical architecture, said it was a lost soul. And there the matter rested. 

One autumn day there fluttered on to the Cathedral roof a slender, sweet- 
voiced bird that had wandered away from the bare fields and thinning hedgerows 
in search of a winter roosting-place. It tried to rest its tired feet under the shade 
of a great angel-wing or to nestle in the sculptured folds of a kingly robe, but the 
fat pigeons hustled it away from wherever it settled, and the noisy sparrow-folk 
drove it off the ledges. No respectable bird sang with so much feeling, they 
cheeped one to another, and the wanderer had to move on. 

Only the effigy of the Lost Soul offered a place of refuge. The pigeons did 
not consider it safe to perch on a projection that leaned so much out of the 
perpendicular, and was, besides, too much in the shadow. The figure did not 
cross its hands in the pious attitude of the other graven dignitaries, but its arms 
were folded as in defiance and their angle made a snug resting-place for the little 
bird. Every evening it crept trustfully into its corner against the stone breast of 
the image, and the darkling eyes seemed to keep watch over its slumbers. The 
lonely bird grew to love its lonely protector, and during the day it would sit from 
time to time on some rainshoot or other abutment and trill forth its sweetest 
music in grateful thanks for its nightly shelter. And, it may have been the work 
of wind and weather, or some other influence, but the wild drawn face seemed 
gradually to lose some of its hardness and unhappiness. Every day, through the 
long monotonous hours, the song of his little guest would come up in snatches to 
the lonely watcher, and at evening, when the vesper-bell was ringing and the 
great grey bats slid out of their hiding-places in the belfry roof, the bright-eyed 
bird would return, twitter a few sleepy notes, and nestle into the arms that were 
waiting for him. Those were happy days for the Dark Image. Only the great bell 
of the Cathedral rang out daily its mocking message, “After joy . . . sorrow.” 

The folk in the verger’s lodge noticed a little brown bird flitting about the 
Cathedral precincts, and admired its beautiful singing. “But it is a pity,” said 
they, “that all that warbling should be lost and wasted far out of hearing up on 


the parapet.” They were poor, but they understood the principles of political 
economy. So they caught the bird and put it in a little wicker cage outside the 
lodge door. 

That night the little songster was missing from its accustomed haunt, and the 
Dark Image knew more than ever the bitterness of loneliness. Perhaps his little 
friend had been killed by a prowling cat or hurt by a stone. Perhaps .. . perhaps 
he had flown elsewhere. But when morning came there floated up to him, 
through the noise and bustle of the Cathedral world, a faint heart-aching message 
from the prisoner in the wicker cage far below. And every day, at high noon, 
when the fat pigeons were stupefied into silence after their midday meal and the 
sparrows were washing themselves in the street-puddles, the song of the little 
bird came up to the parapets — a song of hunger and longing and hopelessness, 
a cry that could never be answered. The pigeons remarked, between mealtimes, 
that the figure leaned forward more than ever out of the perpendicular. 

One day no song came up from the little wicker cage. It was the coldest day 
of the winter, and the pigeons and sparrows on the Cathedral roof looked 
anxiously on all sides for the scraps of food which they were dependent on in 
hard weather. 

“Have the lodge-folk thrown out anything on to the dust-heap?” inquired one 
pigeon of another which was peering over the edge of the north parapet. 

“Only a little dead bird,” was the answer. 

There was a crackling sound in the night on the Cathedral roof and a noise as 
of falling masonry. The belfry jackdaw said the frost was affecting the fabric, 
and as he had experienced many frosts it must have been so. In the morning it 
was seen that the Figure of the Lost Soul had toppled from its cornice and lay 
now in a broken mass on the dust-heap outside the verger’s lodge. 

“Tt is just as well,” cooed the fat pigeons, after they had peered at the matter 
for some minutes; “now we shall have a nice angel put up there. Certainly they 
will put an angel there.” 

“After joy ... sorrow,” rang out the great bell. 


THE PURPLE OF THE BALKAN KINGS 


Luitpold Wolkenstein, financier and diplomat on a small, obtrusive, self- 
important scale, sat in his favoured cafe in the world-wise Habsburg capital, 
confronted with the Neue Freie Presse and the cup of cream-topped coffee and 
attendant glass of water that a sleek-headed piccolo had just brought him. For 
years longer than a dog’s lifetime sleek-headed piccolos had placed the Neue 
Freie Presse and a cup of cream-topped coffee on his table; for years he had sat 
at the same spot, under the dust-coated, stuffed eagle, that had once been a 
living, soaring bird on the Styrian mountains, and was now made monstrous and 
symbolical with a second head grafted on to its neck and a gilt crown planted on 
either dusty skull. To-day Luitpold Wolkenstein read no more than the first 
article in his paper, but read it again and again. 

“The Turkish fortress of Kirk Kilisseh has fallen... The Serbs, it is 
officially announced, have taken Kumanovo ... The fortress of Kirk Kilisseh 
lost, Kumanovo taken by the Serbs, these are tiding for Constantinople 
resembling something out of Shakspeare’s tragedies of the kings ... The 
neighbourhood of Adrianople and the Eastern region, where the great battle is 
now in progress, will not reveal merely the future of Turkey, but also what 
position and what influence the Balkan States are to have in the world.” 

For years longer than a dog’s lifetime Luitpold Wolkenstein had disposed of 
the pretensions and strivings of the Balkan States over the cup of cream-topped 
coffee that sleek-headed piccolos had brought him. Never travelling further 
eastward than the horse-fair at Temesvar, never inviting personal risk in an 
encounter with anything more potentially desperate than a hare or partridge, he 
had constituted himself the critical appraiser and arbiter of the military and 
national prowess of the small countries that fringed the Dual Monarchy on its 
Danube border. And his judgment had been one of unsparing contempt for 
small-scale efforts, of unquestioning respect for the big battalions and full 
purses. Over the whole scene of the Balkan territories and their troubled 
histories had loomed the commanding magic of the words “the Great Powers” — 
even more imposing in their Teutonic rendering, “Die Grossmachte.” 

Worshipping power and force and money-mastery as an elderly nerve-ridden 
woman might worship youthful physical energy, the comfortable, plump-bodied 
cafe-oracle had jested and gibed at the ambitions of the Balkan kinglets and their 
peoples, had unloosed against them that battery of strange lip-sounds that a 
Viennese employs almost as an auxiliary language to express the thoughts when 
his thoughts are not complimentary. British travellers had visited the Balkan 


lands and reported high things of the Bulgarians and their future, Russian 
officers had taken peeps at their army and confessed “this is a thing to be 
reckoned with, and it is not we who have created it, they have done it by 
themselves.” But over his cups of coffee and his hour-long games of dominoes 
the oracle had laughed and wagged his head and distilled the worldly wisdom of 
his castle. The Grossmachte had not succeeded in stifling the roll of the war- 
drum, that was true; the big battalions of the Ottoman Empire would have to do 
some talking, and then the big purses and big threatenings of the Powers would 
speak and the last word would be with them. In imagination Luitpold heard the 
onward tramp of the red-fezzed bayonet bearers echoing through the Balkan 
passes, saw the little sheepskin-clad mannikins driven back to their villages, saw 
the augustly chiding spokesman of the Powers dictating, adjusting, restoring, 
settling things once again in their allotted places, sweeping up the dust of 
conflict, and now his ears had to listen to the war-drum rolling in quite another 
direction, had to listen to the tramp of battalions that were bigger and bolder and 
better skilled in war-craft than he had deemed possible in that quarter; his eyes 
had to read in the columns of his accustomed newspaper a warning to the 
Grossmachte that they had something new to learn, something new to reckon 
with, much that was time-honoured to relinquish. “The Great Powers will have 
not little difficulty in persuading the Balkan States of the inviolability of the 
principle that Europe cannot permit any fresh partition of territory in the East 
without her approval. Even now, while the campaign is still undecided, there are 
rumours of a project of fiscal unity, extending over the entire Balkan lands, and 
further of a constitutional union in imitation of the German Empire. That is 
perhaps only a political straw blown by the storm, but it is not possible to 
dismiss the reflection that the Balkan States leagued together command a 
military strength with which the Great Powers will have to reckon... The 
people who have poured out their blood on the battlefields and sacrificed the 
available armed men of an entire generation in order to encompass a union with 
their kinsfolk will not remain any longer in an attitude of dependence on the 
Great Powers or on Russia, but will go their own ways... The blood that has 
been poured forth to-day gives for the first time a genuine tone to the purple of 
the Balkan Kings. The Great Powers cannot overlook the fact that a people that 
has tasted victory will not let itself be driven back again within its former limits. 
Turkey has lost to-day not only Kirk Kilisseh and Kumanovo, but Macedonia 
also.” 

Luitpold Wolkenstein drank his coffee, but the flavour had somehow gone 
out of it. His world, his pompous, imposing, dictating world, had suddenly 
rolled up into narrower dimensions. The big purses and the big threats had been 


pushed unceremoniously on one side; a force that he could not fathom, could not 
comprehend, had made itself rudely felt. The august Cæsars of Mammon and 
armament had looked down frowningly on the combat, and those about to die 
had not saluted, had no intention of saluting. A lesson was being imposed on 
unwilling learners, a lesson of respect for certain fundamental principles, and it 
was not the small struggling States who were being taught the lesson. 

Luitpold Wolkenstein did not wait for the quorum of domino players to 
arrive. They would all have read the article in the Freie Presse. And there are 
moments when an oracle finds its greatest salvation in withdrawing itself from 
the area of human questioning. 


THE CUPBOARD OF THE YESTERDAYS 


“War is a cruelly destructive thing,” said the Wanderer, dropping his newspaper 
to the floor and staring reflectively into space. 

“Ah, yes, indeed,” said the Merchant, responding readily to what seemed like 
a Safe platitude; “when one thinks of the loss of life and limb, the desolated 
homesteads, the ruined—” 

“I wasn’t thinking of anything of the sort,” said the Wanderer; “I was 
thinking of the tendency that modern war has to destroy and banish the very 
elements of picturesqueness and excitement that are its chief excuse and charm. 
It is like a fire that flares up brilliantly for a while and then leaves everything 
blacker and bleaker than before. After every important war in South-East 
Europe in recent times there has been a shrinking of the area of chronically 
disturbed territory, a stiffening of frontier lines, an intrusion of civilised 
monotony. And imagine what may happen at the conclusion of this war if the 
Turk should really be driven out of Europe.” 

“Well, it would be a gain to the cause of good government, I suppose,” said 
the Merchant. 

“But have you counted the loss?” said the other. “The Balkans have long 
been the last surviving shred of happy hunting-ground for the adventurous, a 
playground for passions that are fast becoming atrophied for want of exercise. 
In old bygone days we had the wars in the Low Countries always at our doors, as 
it were; there was no need to go far afield into malaria-stricken wilds if one 
wanted a life of boot and saddle and licence to kill and be killed. Those who 
wished to see life had a decent opportunity for seeing death at the same time.” 

“Tt is scarcely right to talk of killing and bloodshed in that way,” said the 
Merchant reprovingly; “one must remember that all men are brothers.” 

“One must also remember that a large percentage of them are younger 
brothers; instead of going into bankruptcy, which is the usual tendency of the 
younger brother nowadays, they gave their families a fair chance of going into 
mourning. Every bullet finds a billet, according to a rather optimistic proverb, 
and you must admit that nowadays it is becoming increasingly difficult to find 
billets for a lot of young gentlemen who would have adorned, and probably 
thoroughly enjoyed, one of the old-time happy-go-lucky wars. But that is not 
exactly the burden of my complaint. The Balkan lands are especially interesting 
to us in these rapidly-moving days because they afford us the last remaining 
glimpse of a vanishing period of European history. When I was a child one of 
the earliest events of the outside world that forced itself coherently under my 


notice was a war in the Balkans; I remember a sunburnt, soldierly man putting 
little pin-flags in a war-map, red flags for the Turkish forces and yellow flags for 
the Russians. It seemed a magical region, with its mountain passes and frozen 
rivers and grim battlefields, its drifting snows, and prowling wolves; there was a 
great stretch of water that bore the sinister but engaging name of the Black Sea 
— nothing that I ever learned before or after in a geography lesson made the 
same impression on me as that strange-named inland sea, and I don’t think its 
magic has ever faded out of my imagination. And there was a battle called 
Plevna that went on and on with varying fortunes for what seemed like a great 
part of a lifetime; I remember the day of wrath and mourning when the little red 
flag had to be taken away from Plevna — like other maturer judges, I was 
backing the wrong horse, at any rate the losing horse. And now to-day we are 
putting little pin-flags again into maps of the Balkan region, and the passions are 
being turned loose once more in their playground.” 

“The war will be localised,” said the Merchant vaguely; “at least every one 
hopes so.” 

“Tt couldn’t wish for a better locality,” said the Wanderer; “there is a charm 
about those countries that you find nowhere else in Europe, the charm of 
uncertainty and landslide, and the little dramatic happenings that make all the 
difference between the ordinary and the desirable.” 

“Life is held very cheap in those parts,” said the Merchant. 

“To a certain extent, yes,” said the Wanderer. “I remember a man at Sofia 
who used to teach me Bulgarian in a rather inefficient manner, interspersed with 
a lot of quite wearisome gossip. I never knew what his personal history was, but 
that was only because I didn’t listen; he told it to me many times. After I left 
Bulgaria he used to send me Sofia newspapers from time to time. I felt that he 
would be rather tiresome if I ever went there again. And then I heard afterwards 
that some men came in one day from Heaven knows where, just as things do 
happen in the Balkans, and murdered him in the open street, and went away as 
quietly as they had come. You will not understand it, but to me there was 
something rather piquant in the idea of such a thing happening to such a man; 
after his dullness and his long-winded small-talk it seemed a sort of brilliant 
esprit d’esalier on his part to meet with an end of such ruthlessly planned and 
executed violence.” 

The Merchant shook his head; the piquancy of the incident was not within 
striking distance of his comprehension. 

“I should have been shocked at hearing such a thing about any one I had 
known,” he said. 


“The present war,” continued his companion, without stopping to discuss two 
hopelessly divergent points of view, “may be the beginning of the end of much 
that has hitherto survived the resistless creeping-in of civilisation. If the Balkan 
lands are to be finally parcelled out between the competing Christian Kingdoms 
and the haphazard rule of the Turk banished to beyond the Sea of Marmora, the 
old order, or disorder if you like, will have received its death-blow. Something 
of its spirit will linger perhaps for a while in the old charmed regions where it 
bore sway; the Greek villagers will doubtless be restless and turbulent and 
unhappy where the Bulgars rule, and the Bulgars will certainly be restless and 
turbulent and unhappy under Greek administration, and the rival flocks of the 
Exarchate and Patriarchate will make themselves intensely disagreeable to one 
another wherever the opportunity offers; the habits of a lifetime, of several 
lifetimes, are not laid aside all at once. And the Albanians, of course, we shall 
have with us still, a troubled Moslem pool left by the receding wave of Islam in 
Europe. But the old atmosphere will have changed, the glamour will have gone; 
the dust of formality and bureaucratic neatness will slowly settle down over the 
time-honoured landmarks; the Sanjak of Novi Bazar, the Muersteg Agreement, 
the Komitadje bands, the Vilayet of Adrianople, all those familiar outlandish 
names and things and places, that we have known so long as part and parcel of 
the Balkan Question, will have passed away into the cupboard of yesterdays, as 
completely as the Hansa League and the wars of the Guises. 

“They were the heritage that history handed down to us, spoiled and 
diminished no doubt, in comparison with yet earlier days that we never knew, 
but still something to thrill and enliven one little comer of our Continent, 
something to help us to conjure up in our imagination the days when the Turk 
was thundering at the gates of Vienna. And what shall we have to hand down to 
our children? Think of what their news from the Balkans will be in the course of 
another ten or fifteen years. Socialist Congress at Uskub, election riot at 
Monastir, great dock strike at Salonika, visit of the Y.M.C.A. to Varna. Varna 
— on the coast of that enchanted sea! They will drive out to some suburb to tea, 
and write home about it as the Bexhill of the East. 

“War is a wickedly destructive thing.” 

“Still, you must admit—” began the Merchant. But the Wanderer was not in 
the mood to admit anything. He rose impatiently and walked to where the tape- 
machine was busy with the news from Adrianople. 


FOR THE DURATION OF THE WAR 


The Rev. Wilfrid Gaspilton, in one of those clerical migrations inconsequent- 
seeming to the lay mind, had removed from the moderately fashionable parish of 
St. Luke’s, Kensingate, to the immoderately rural parish of St. Chuddocks, 
somewhere in Yondershire. There were doubtless substantial advantages 
connected with the move, but there were certainly some very obvious 
drawbacks. Neither the migratory clergyman nor his wife were able to adapt 
themselves naturally and comfortably to the conditions of country life. Beryl, 
Mrs. Gaspilton, had always looked indulgently on the country as a place where 
people of irreproachable income and hospitable instincts cultivated tennis-lawns 
and rose-gardens and Jacobean pleasaunces, wherein selected gatherings of 
interested week-end guests might disport themselves. Mrs. Gaspilton considered 
herself as distinctly an interesting personality, and from a limited standpoint she 
was doubtless right. She had indolent dark eyes and a comfortable chin, which 
belied the slightly plaintive inflection which she threw into her voice at suitable 
intervals. She was tolerably well satisfied with the smaller advantages of life, 
but she regretted that Fate had not seen its way to reserve for her some of the 
ampler successes for which she felt herself well qualified. She would have liked 
to be the centre of a literary, slightly political salon, where discerning satellites 
might have recognised the breadth of her outlook on human affairs and the 
undoubted smallness of her feet. As it was, Destiny had chosen for her that she 
should be the wife of a rector, and had now further decreed that a country rectory 
should be the background to her existence. She rapidly made up her mind that 
her surroundings did not call for exploration; Noah had predicted the Flood, but 
no one expected him to swim about in it. Digging in a wet garden or trudging 
through muddy lanes were exertions which she did not propose to undertake. As 
long as the garden produced asparagus and carnations at pleasingly frequent 
intervals Mrs. Gaspilton was content to approve of its expense and otherwise 
ignore its existence. She would fold herself up, so to speak, in an elegant, 
indolent little world of her own, enjoying the minor recreations of being gently 
rude to the doctor’s wife and continuing the leisurely production of her one 
literary effort, The Forbidden Horsepond, a translation of Baptiste Leopoy’s 
L’Abreuvoir interdit. It was a labour which had already been so long drawn-out 
that it seemed probable that Baptiste Lepoy would drop out of vogue before her 
translation of his temporarily famous novel was finished. However, the languid 
prosecution of the work had invested Mrs. Gaspilton with a certain literary 
dignity, even in Kensingate circles, and would place her on a pinnacle in St. 


Chuddocks, where hardly any one read French, and assuredly no one had heard 
of L’Abreuvoir interdit. 

The Rector’s wife might be content to turn her back complacently on the 
country; it was the Rector’s tragedy that the country turned its back on him. 
With the best intention in the world and the immortal example of Gilbert White 
before him, the Rev. Wilfrid found himself as bored and ill at ease in his new 
surroundings as Charles II would have been at a modern Wesleyan Conference. 
The birds that hopped across his lawn hopped across it as though it were their 
lawn, and not his, and gave him plainly to understand that in their eyes he was 
infinitely less interesting than a garden worm or the rectory cat. The hedgeside 
and meadow flowers were equally uninspiring; the lesser celandine seemed 
particularly unworthy of the attention that English poets had bestowed on it, and 
the Rector knew that he would be utterly miserable if left alone for a quarter of 
an hour in its company. With the human inhabitants of his parish he was no 
better off; to know them was merely to know their ailments, and the ailments 
were almost invariably rheumatism. Some, of course, had other bodily 
infirmities, but they always had rheumatism as well. The Rector had not yet 
grasped the fact that in rural cottage life not to have rheumatism is as glaring an 
omission as not to have been presented at Court would be in more ambitious 
circles. And with all this death of local interest there was Beryl shutting herself 
off with her ridiculous labours on The Forbidden Horsepond. 

“I don’t see why you should suppose that any one wants to read Baptiste 
Lepoy in English,” the Reverend Wilfrid remarked to his wife one morning, 
finding her surrounded with her usual elegant litter of dictionaries, fountain 
pens, and scribbling paper; “hardly any one bothers to read him now in France.” 

“My dear,” said Beryl, with an intonation of gentle weariness, “haven’t two 
or three leading London publishers told me they wondered no one had ever 
translated L’Abreuvoir interdit, and begged me—” 

“Publishers always clamour for the books that no one has ever written, and 
turn a cold shoulder on them as soon as they’re written. If St. Paul were living 
now they would pester him to write an Epistle to the Esquimaux, but no London 
publisher would dream of reading his Epistle to the Ephesians.” 

“Ts there any asparagus in the garden?” asked Beryl; “because I’ve told cook 


33 


“Not anywhere in the garden,” snapped the Rector, “but there’s no doubt 
plenty in the asparagus-bed, which is the usual place for it.” 

And he walked away into the region of fruit trees and vegetable beds to 
exchange irritation for boredom. It was there, among the gooseberry bushes and 


beneath the medlar trees, that the temptation to the perpetration of a great literary 
fraud came to him. 

Some weeks later the Bi-Monthly Review gave to the world, under the 
guarantee of the Rev. Wilfrid Gaspilton, some fragments of Persian verse, 
alleged to have been unearthed and translated by a nephew who was at present 
campaigning somewhere in the Tigris valley. The Rev. Wilfrid possessed a host 
of nephews, and it was of course, quite possible that one or more of them might 
be in military employ in Mesopotamia, though no one could call to mind any 
particular nephew who could have been suspected of being a Persian scholar. 

The verses were attributed to one Ghurab, a hunter, or, according to other 
accounts, warden of the royal fishponds, who lived, in some unspecified century, 
in the neighbourhood of Karmanshah. They breathed a spirit of comfortable, 
even-tempered satire and philosophy, disclosing a mockery that did not trouble 
to be bitter, a joy in life that was not passionate to the verge of being 
troublesome. 


“A Mouse that prayed for Allah’s aid. Blasphemed when no such aid befell:. A 
Cat, who feasted on that mouse,. Thought Allah managed vastly well. 


Pray not for aid to One who made. A set of never-changing Laws,. But in your 
need remember well. He gave you speed, or guile — or claws. 


Some laud a life of mild content:. Content may fall, as well as Pride. The Frog 
who hugged his lowly Ditch. Was much disgruntled when it dried. 


“You are not on the Road to Hell,’. You tell me with fanatic glee:. Vain 
boaster, what shall that avail. If Hell is on the road to thee? 


A Poet praised the Evening Star,. Another praised the Parrot’s hue:. A 
Merchant praised his merchandise,. And he, at least, praised what he knew.” 


It was this verse which gave the critics and commentators some clue as to the 
probable date of the composition; the parrot, they reminded the public, was in 
high vogue as a type of elegance in the days of Hafiz of Shiraz; in the quatrains 
of Omar it makes no appearance. 

The next verse, it was pointed out, would apply to the political conditions of 
the present day as strikingly as to the region and era for which it was written — 


“A Sultan dreamed day-long of Peace,. The while his Rivals’ armies grew:. 
They changed his Day-dreams into sleep. — The Peace, methinks, he never 


knew.” 


Woman appeared little, and wine not at all in the verse of the hunter-poet, but 
there was at least one contribution to the love-philosophy of the East — 


“O Moon-faced Charmer, and Star-drownéd Eyes,. And cheeks of soft delight, 
exhaling musk,. They tell me that thy charm will fade; ah well,. The Rose itself 
grows hue-less in the Dusk.” 


Finally, there was a recognition of the Inevitable, a chill breath blowing 
across the poet’s comfortable estimate of life — 


“There is a sadness in each Dawn,. A sadness that you cannot rede:. The 
joyous Day brings in its train. The Feast, the Loved One, and the Steed. 


Ah, there shall come a Dawn at last. That brings no life-stir to your ken,. A 
long, cold Dawn without a Day,. And ye shall rede its sadness then.” 


The verses of Ghurab came on the public at a moment when a comfortable, 
slightly quizzical philosophy was certain to be welcome, and their reception was 
enthusiastic. Elderly colonels, who had outlived the love of truth, wrote to the 
papers to say that they had been familiar with the works of Ghurab in 
Afghanistan, and Aden, and other suitable localities a quarter of a century ago. 
A Ghurab-of-Karmanshah Club sprang into existence, the members of which 
alluded to each other as Brother Ghurabians on the slightest provocation. And to 
the flood of inquiries, criticisms, and requests for information, which naturally 
poured in on the discoverer, or rather the discloser, of this long-hidden poet, the 
Rev. Wilfrid made one effectual reply: Military considerations forbade any 
disclosures which might throw unnecessary light on his nephew’s movements. 

After the war the Rector’s position will be one of unthinkable embarrassment, 
but for the moment, at any rate, he has driven The Forbidden Horsepond out of 
the field. 
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CONTENTS 








THE SQUARE EGG 

BIRDS ON THE WESTERN FRONT 

THE GALA PROGRAMME 

THE INFERNAL PARLIAMENT 

THE ACHIEVEMENT OF THE CAT 

THE OLD TOWN OF PSKOFF 

CLOVIS ON THE ALLEGED ROMANCE OF BUSINESS 
THE COMMENTS OF MOUNG KA 


THE SQUARE EGG 
(A BADGER’S-EYE VIEW OF THE WAR MUD IN THE TRENCHES) 


ASSUREDLY a badger is the animal that one most resembles in this trench 
warfare, that drab-coated creature of the twilight and darkness, digging, 
burrowing, listening; keeping itself as clean as possible under unfavourable 
circumstances, fighting tooth and nail on occasion for possession of a few yards 
of honeycombed earth. 

What the badger thinks about life we shall never know, which is a pity, but 
cannot be helped; it is difficult enough to know what one thinks about, oneself, 
in the trenches. Parliament, taxes, social gatherings, economies, and expenditure, 
and all the thousand and one horrors of civilization seem immeasurably remote, 
and the war itself seems almost as distant and unreal. A couple of hundred yards 
away, separated from you by a stretch of dismal untidy-looking ground and 
some strips of rusty wire-entanglement, lies a vigilant, bullet-splitting enemy; 
lurking and watching in those opposing trenches are foemen who might stir the 
imagination of the most sluggish brain, descendants of the men who went to 
battle under Moltke, Blucher, Frederick the Great, and the Great Elector, 
Wallenstein, Maurice of Saxony, Barbarossa, Albert the Bear, Henry the Lion, 
Witekind the Saxon. They are matched against you there, man for man and gun 
for gun, in what is perhaps the most stupendous struggle that modern history has 
known, and yet one thinks remarkably little about them. It would not be 
advisable to forget for the fraction of a second that they are there, but one’s mind 
does not dwell on their existence; one speculates little as to whether they are 
drinking warm soup and eating sausage, or going cold and hungry, whether they 
are well supplied with copies of the Meggendorfer Blatter and other light 
literature or bored with unutterable weariness. 

Much more to be thought about than the enemy over yonder or the war all 
over Europe is the mud of the moment, the mud that at times engulfs you as 
cheese engulfs a cheesemite. In Zoological Gardens one has gazed at an elk or 
bison loitering at its pleasure more than knee-deep in a quagmire of greasy mud, 
and one has wondered what it would feel like to be soused and plastered, hour- 
long, in such a muck-bath. One knows now. In narrow-dug support-trenches, 
when thaw and heavy rain have come suddenly atop of a frost, when everything 
is pitch-dark around you, and you can only stumble about and feel your way 
against streaming mud walls, when you have to go down on hands and knees in 
several inches of soup-like mud to creep into a dug-out, when you stand deep in 


mud, lean against mud, grasp mud-slimed objects with mud-caked fingers, wink 
mud away from your eyes, and shake it out of your ears, bite muddy biscuits 
with muddy teeth, then at least you are in a position to understand thoroughly 
what it feels like to wallow — on the other hand the bison’s idea of pleasure 
becomes more and more incomprehensible. 

When one is not thinking about mud one is probably thinking about 
estaminets. An estaminet is a haven that one finds in agreeable plenty in most of 
the surrounding townships and villages, flourishing still amid roofless and 
deserted houses, patched up where necessary in rough-and-ready fashion, and 
finding a new and profitable tide of customers from among the soldiers who 
have replaced the bulk of the civil population. An estaminet is a sort of 
compound between a wine-shop and a coffee-house, having a tiny bar in one 
corner, a few long tables and benches, a prominent cooking stove, generally a 
small grocery store tucked away in the back premises, and always two or three 
children running and bumping about at inconvenient angles to one’s feet. It 
seems to be a fixed rule that estaminet children should be big enough to run 
about and small enough to get between one’s legs. There must, by the way, be 
one considerable advantage in being a child in a war-zone village; no one can 
attempt to teach it tidiness. The wearisome maxim, “A place for everything and 
everything in its proper place,” can never be insisted on when a considerable part 
of the roof is lying in the backyard, when a bedstead from a neighbour’s 
demolished bedroom is half buried in the beetroot pile, and the chickens are 
roosting in a derelict meat-safe because a shell has removed the top and sides 
and front of the chicken-house. 

Perhaps there is nothing in the foregoing description to suggest that a village 
wine-shop, frequently a shell-nibbled building in a shell-gnawed street, is a 
paradise to dream about, but when one has lived in a dripping wilderness of 
unrelieved mud and sodden sandbags for any length of time one’s mind dwells 
on the plain-furnished parlour with its hot coffee and vin ordinaire as something 
warm and snug and comforting in a wet and slushy world. To the soldier on his 
trench-to-billets migration the wine-shop is what the tavern rest-house is to the 
caravan nomad of the East. One comes and goes in a crowd of chance- 
foregathered men, noticed or unnoticed as one wishes; amid the khaki-clad, be- 
putteed throng of one’s own kind one can be as unobtrusive as a green caterpillar 
on a green cabbage leaf; one can sit undisturbed, alone or with one’s own 
friends, or if one wishes to be talkative and talked to one can readily find a place 
in a circle where men of divers variety of cap badges are exchanging 
experiences, real or improvised. 


Besides the changing throng of mud-stained khaki there is a drifting leaven of 
local civilians, uniformed interpreters, and men in varying types of foreign 
military garb, from privates in the Regular Army to Heaven-knows-what in some 
intermediate corps that only an expert in such matters could put a name to, and, 
of course, here and there are representatives of that great army of adventurer 
purse-sappers, that carries on its operations uninterruptedly in time of peace or 
war alike, over the greater part of the earth’s surface. You meet them in England 
and France, in Russia and Constantinople; probably they are to be met with also 
in Iceland, though on that point I have no direct evidence. 

In the estaminet of the Fortunate Rabbit I found myself sitting next to an 
individual of indefinite age and nondescript uniform, who was obviously 
determined to make the borrowing of a match serve as a formal introduction and 
a banker’s reference. He had the air of jaded jauntiness, the equipment of 
temporary amiability, the aspect of a foraging crow, taught by experience to be 
wary and prompted by necessity to be bold; he had the contemplative downward 
droop of nose and moustache and the furtive sidelong range of eye — he had all 
those things that are the ordinary outfit of the purse-sapper the world over. 

“I am a victim of the war,” he exclaimed after a little preliminary 
conversation. 

“One cannot make an omelette without breaking eggs,” I answered, with the 
appropriate callousness of a man who had seen some dozens of square miles of 
devastated country-side and roofless homes. 

“Eggs!” he vociferated, “but it is precisely of eggs that I am about to speak. 
Have you ever considered what is the great drawback in the excellent and most 
useful egg — the ordinary, everyday egg of commerce and cookery?” 

“Its tendency to age rapidly is sometimes against it,” I hazarded; “unlike the 
United States of North America, which grow more respectable and self- 
respecting the longer they last, an egg gains nothing by persistence; it resembles 
your Louis the Fifteenth, who declined in popular favour with every year he 
lived — unless the historians have entirely misrepresented his record.” 

“No,” replied the Tavern Acquaintance seriously, “it is not a question of age. 
It is the shape, the roundness. Consider how easily it rolls. On a table, a shelf, a 
shop counter, perhaps, one little push, and it may roll to the floor and be 
destroyed. What catastrophe for the poor, the frugal!” 

I gave a sympathetic shudder at the idea; eggs here cost 6 sous apiece. 

“Monsieur,” he continued, “it is a subject I had often pondered and turned 
over in my mind, this economical malformation of the household egg. In our 
little village of Verchey-les-Torteaux, in the Department of the Tarn, my aunt 
has a small dairy and poultry farm, from which we drew a modest income. We 


were not poor, but there was always the necessity to labour, to contrive, to be 
sparing. One day I chanced to notice that one of my aunt’s hens, a hen of the 
mop-headed Houdan breed, had laid an egg that was not altogether so round- 
shaped as the eggs of other hens; it could not be called square, but it had well- 
defined angles. I found out that this particular bird always laid eggs of this 
particular shape. The discovery gave a new stimulus to my ideas. If one 
collected all the hens that one could find with a tendency to lay a slightly angular 
egg and bred chickens only from those hens, and went on selecting and 
selecting, always choosing those that laid the squarest egg, at last, with patience 
and enterprise, one would produce a breed of fowls that laid only square eggs.” 

“In the course of several hundred years one might arrive at such a result,” I 
said; “it would more probably take several thousands.” 

“With your cold Northern conservative slow-moving hens that might be the 
case,” said the Acquaintance impatiently and rather angrily; “with our vivacious 
Southern poultry it is different. Listen. I searched, I experimented, I explored the 
poultry-yards of our neighbours, I ransacked the markets of the surrounding 
towns, wherever I found a hen laying an angular egg I bought her; I collected in 
time a vast concourse of fowls all sharing the same tendency; from their progeny 
I selected only those pullets whose eggs showed the most marked deviation from 
the normal roundness. I continued, I persevered. Monsieur, I produced a breed of 
hens that laid an egg which could not roll, however much you might push or 
jostle it. My experiment was more than a success; it was one of the romances of 
modem industry.” 

Of that I had not the least doubt, but I did not say so. 

“My eggs became known,” continued the soi-disant poultry-farmer; “at first 
they were sought after as a novelty, something curious, bizarre. Then merchants 
and housewives began to see that they were a utility, an improvement, an 
advantage over the ordinary kind. I was able to command a sale for my wares at 
a price considerably above market rates. I began to make money. I had a 
monopoly. I refused to sell any of my ‘square-layers,’ and the eggs that went to 
market were carefully sterilized, so that no chickens should be hatched from 
them. I was in the way to become rich, comfortably rich. Then this war broke 
out, which has brought misery to so many. I was obliged to leave my hens and 
my customers and go to the Front. My aunt carried on the business as usual, sold 
the square eggs, the eggs that I had devised and created and perfected, and 
received the profits; can you imagine it, she refuses to send me one centime of 
the takings! She says that she looks after the hens, and pays for their corn, and 
sends the eggs to market, and that the money is hers. Legally, of course, it is 
mine; if I could afford to bring a process in the Courts I could recover all the 


money that the eggs have brought in since the war commenced, many thousands 
of francs. To bring a process would only need a small sum; I have a lawyer 
friend who would arrange matters cheaply for me. Unfortunately I have not 
sufficient funds in hand; I need still about eighty francs. In war-time, alas! it is 
difficult to borrow.” 

I had always imagined that it was a habit that was especially indulged in 
during war-time, and said so. 

“On a big scale, yes, but I am talking of a very small matter. It is easier to 
arrange a loan of millions than of a trifle of eighty or ninety francs.” 

The would-be financier paused for a few tense moments. Then he 
recommenced in a more confidential strain. 

“Some of you English soldiers, I have heard, are men with private means: is it 
not so? It is perhaps possible that among your comrades there might be some one 
willing to advance a small sum — you yourself, perhaps — it would be a secure 
and profitable investment, quickly repaid—” 

“If I get a few days’ leave I will go down to Verchey-les-Torteaux and 
inspect the square-egg hen-farm,” I said gravely, “and question the local egg- 
merchants as to the position and prospects of the business.” 

The Tavern Acquaintance gave an almost imperceptible shrug to his 
shoulders, shifted in his seat, and began moodily to roll a cigarette. His interest 
in me had suddenly died out, but for the sake of appearances he was bound to 
make a perfunctory show of winding up the conversation he had so laboriously 
started. 

“Ah, you will go to Verchey-les-Torteaux and make inquiries about our farm. 
And if you find that what I have told you about the square eggs is true, 
Monsieur, what then?” 

“T shall marry your aunt.” 


BIRDS ON THE WESTERN FRONT 


CONSIDERING the enormous economic dislocation which the war operations 
have caused in the regions where the campaign is raging, there seems to be very 
little corresponding disturbance in the bird life of the same districts. Rats and 
mice have mobilized and swarmed into the fighting line, and there has been a 
partial mobilization of owls, particularly barn owls, following in the wake of the 
mice, and making laudable efforts to thin out their numbers. What success 
attends their hunting one cannot estimate; there are always sufficient mice left 
over to populate one’s dug-out and make a parade-ground and race-course of 
one’s face at night. In the matter of nesting accommodation the bam owls are 
well provided for; most of the still intact barns in the war zone are requisitioned 
for billeting purposes, but there is a wealth of mined houses, whole streets and 
clusters of them, such as can hardly have been available at any previous moment 
of the world’s history since Nineveh and Babylon became humanly desolate. 
Without human occupation and cultivation there can have been no com, no 
refuse, and consequently very few mice, and the owls of Nineveh cannot have 
enjoyed very good hunting; here in Northern France the owls have desolation 
and mice at their disposal in unlimited quantities, and as these birds breed in 
winter as well as in summer, there should be a goodly output of war owlets to 
cope with the swarming generations of war mice. 

Apart from the owls one cannot notice that the campaign is making any 
marked difference in the bird life of the country-side. The vast flocks of crows 
and ravens that one expected to find in the neighbourhood of the fighting line are 
non-existent, which is perhaps rather a pity. The obvious explanation is that the 
roar and crash and fumes of high explosives have driven the crow tribe in panic 
from the fighting area; like many obvious explanations, it is not a correct one. 
The crows of the locality are not attracted to the battlefield, but they certainly are 
not scared away from it. The rook is normally so gun-shy and nervous where 
noise is concerned that the sharp banging of a barn door or the report of a toy 
pistol will sometimes set an entire rookery in commotion; out here I have seen 
him sedately busy among the refuse heaps of a battered village, with shells 
bursting at no great distance, and the impatient-sounding, snapping rattle of 
machine-guns going on all round him; for all the notice that he took he might 
have been in some peaceful English meadow on a sleepy Sunday afternoon. 
Whatever else German frightfulness may have done it has not frightened the 
rook of North-Eastern France; it has made his nerves steadier than they have 
ever been before, and future generations of small boys, employed in scaring 


rooks away from the sown crops in this region, will have to invent something in 
the way of super-frightfulness to achieve their purpose. Crows and magpies are 
nesting well within the shell-swept area, and over a small beech-copse I once 
saw a pair of crows engaged in hot combat with a pair of sparrow-hawks, while 
considerably higher in the sky, but almost directly above them, two Allied battle- 
planes were engaging an equal number of enemy aircraft. 

Unlike the barn owls, the magpies have had their choice of building sites 
considerably restricted by the ravages of war; the whole avenues of poplars, 
where they were accustomed to construct their nests, have been blown to bits, 
leaving nothing but dreary-looking rows of shattered and splintered trunks to 
show where once they stood. Affection for a particular tree has in one case 
induced a pair of magpies to build their bulky, domed nest in the battered 
remnants of a poplar of which so little remained standing that the nest looked 
almost bigger than the tree; the effect rather suggested an archiepiscopal 
enthronement taking place in the ruined remains of Melrose Abbey. The magpie, 
wary and suspicious in his wild state, must be rather intrigued at the change that 
has come over the erst-while fearsome not-to-be-avoided human, stalking 
everywhere over the earth as its possessor, who now creeps about in screened 
and sheltered ways, as chary of showing himself in the open as the shyest of wild 
creatures. 

The buzzard, that earnest seeker after mice, does not seem to be taking any 
war risks, at least I have never seen one out here, but kestrels hover about all day 
in the hottest parts of the line, not in the least disconcerted, apparently, when a 
promising mouse-area suddenly rises in the air in a cascade of black or yellow 
earth. Sparrow-hawks are fairly numerous, and a mile or two back from the 
firing line I saw a pair of hawks that I took to be red-legged falcons, circling 
over the top of an oak-copse. According to investigations made by Russian 
naturalists, the effect of the war on bird life on the Eastern front has been more 
marked than it has been over here. “During the first year of the war rooks 
disappeared, larks no longer sang in the fields, the wild pigeon disappeared 
also.” The skylark in this region has stuck tenaciously to the meadows and crop- 
lands that have been seamed and bisected with trenches and honeycombed with 
shell-holes. In the chill, misty hour of gloom that precedes a rainy dawn, when 
nothing seemed alive except a few wary waterlogged sentries and many scuttling 
rats, the lark would suddenly dash skyward and pour forth a song of ecstatic 
jubilation that sounded horribly forced and insincere. It seemed scarcely possible 
that the bird could carry its insouciance to the length of attempting to rear a 
brood in that desolate wreckage of shattered clods and gaping shell-holes, but 
once, having occasion to throw myself down with some abruptness on my face, I 


found myself nearly on the top of a brood of young larks. Two of them had 
already been hit by something, and were in rather a battered condition, but the 
survivors seemed as tranquil and comfortable as the average nestling. 

At the corner of a stricken wood (which has had a name made for it in history, 
but shall be nameless here), at a moment when lyddite and shrapnel and 
machine-gun fire swept and raked and bespattered that devoted spot as though 
the artillery of an entire Division had suddenly concentrated on it, a wee hen- 
chaffinch flitted wistfully to and fro, amid splintered and falling branches that 
had never a green bough left on them. The wounded lying there, if any of them 
noticed the small bird, may well have wondered why anything having wings and 
no pressing reason for remaining should have chosen to stay in such a place. 
There was a battered orchard alongside the stricken wood, and the probable 
explanation of the bird’s presence was that it had a nest of young ones whom it 
was too scared to feed, too loyal to desert. Later on, a small flock of chaffinches 
blundered into the wood, which they were doubtless in the habit of using as a 
highway to their feeding-grounds; unlike the solitary hen-bird, they made no 
secret of their desire to get away as fast as their dazed wits would let them. The 
only other bird I ever saw there was a magpie, flying low over the wreckage of 
fallen tree-limbs; “one for sorrow,” says the old superstition. There was sorrow 
enough in that wood. 

The English gamekeeper, whose knowledge of wild life usually runs on 
limited and perverted lines, has evolved a sort of religion as to the nervous 
debility of even the hardiest game birds; according to his beliefs a terrier trotting 
across a field in which a partridge is nesting, or a mouse-hawking kestrel 
hovering over the hedge, is sufficient cause to drive the distracted bird off its 
eggs and send it whirring into the next county. 

The partridge of the war zone shows no signs of such sensitive nerves. The 
rattle and rumble of transport, the constant coming and going of bodies of 
troops, the incessant rattle of musketry and deafening explosions of artillery, the 
night-long flare and flicker of star-shells, have not sufficed to scare the local 
birds away from their chosen feeding grounds, and to all appearances they have 
not been deterred from raising their broods. Gamekeepers who are serving with 
the colours might seize the opportunity to indulge in a little useful nature study. 


THE GALA PROGRAMME 
AN UNRECORDED EPISODE IN ROMAN HISTORY 


It was an auspicious day in the Roman Calendar, the birthday of the popular and 
gifted young Emperor Placidus Superbus. Every one in Rome was bent on 
keeping high festival, the weather was at its best, and naturally the Imperial 
Circus was crowded to its fullest capacity. A few minutes before the hour fixed 
for the commencement of the spectacle a loud fanfare of trumpets proclaimed 
the arrival of Caesar, and amid the vociferous acclamations of the multitude the 
Emperor took his seat in the Imperial Box. As the shouting of the crowd died 
away an even more thrilling salutation could be heard in the near distance, the 
angry, impatient roaring and howling of the beasts caged in the Imperial 
menagerie. 

“Explain the programme to me,” commanded the Emperor, having beckoned 
the Master of the Ceremonies to his side. 

That eminent official wore a troubled look. 

“Gracious Caesar,” he announced, “a most promising and entertaining 
programme has been devised and prepared for your august approval. In the first 
place there is to be a chariot contest of unusual brilliancy and interest; three 
teams that have never hitherto suffered defeat are to contend for the 
Herculaneum Trophy, together with the purse which your Imperial generosity 
has been pleased to add. The chances of the competing teams are accounted to 
be as nearly as possible equal, and there is much wagering among the populace. 
The black Thracians are perhaps the favourites—” 

“I know, I know,” interrupted Caesar, who had listened to exhaustive talk on 
the same subject all the morning; “what else is there on the programme?” 

“The second part of the programme,” said the Imperial Official, “consists of a 
grand combat of wild beasts, specially selected for their strength, ferocity, and 
fighting qualities. There will appear simultaneously in the arena fourteen Nubian 
lions and lionesses, five tigers, six Syrian bears, eight Persian panthers, and three 
North African ditto, a number of wolves and lynxes from the Teutonic forests, 
and seven gigantic wild bulls from the same region. There will also be wild 
swine of unexampled savageness, a rhinoceros from the Barbary coast, some 
ferocious man-apes, and a hyaena, reputed to be mad.” 

“Tt promises well,” said the Emperor. 

“It promised well, O Caesar,” said the official dolorously, “it promised 
marvellously well; but between the promise and the performance a cloud has 


arisen.” 

“A cloud? What cloud?” queried Caesar, with a frown. 

“The Suffragetae,” explained the official; “they threaten to interfere with the 
chariot race.” 

“Td like to see them do it!” exclaimed the Emperor indignantly. 

“I fear your Imperial wish may be unpleasantly gratified,” said the Master of 
the Ceremonies; “we are taking, of course, every possible precaution, and 
guarding all the entrances to the arena and the stables with a triple guard; but it is 
rumoured that at the signal for the entry of the chariots five hundred women will 
let themselves down with ropes from the public seats and swarm all over the 
course. Naturally no race could be run under such circumstances; the programme 
will be ruined.” 

“On my birthday,” said Placidus Superbus, “they would not dare to do such 
an outrageous thing.” 

“The more august the occasion, the more desirous they will be to advertise 
themselves and their cause,” said the harassed official; “they do not scruple to 
make riotous interference even with the ceremonies in the temples.” 

“Who are these Suffragetas?” asked the Emperor. “Since I came back from 
my Pannonian expedition I have heard of nothing else but their excesses and 
demonstrations.” 

“They are a political sect of very recent origin, and their aim seems to be to 
get a big share of political authority into their hands. The means they are taking 
to convince us of their fitness to help in making and administering the laws 
consist of wild indulgence in tumult, destruction, and defiance of all authority. 
They have already damaged some of the most historically valuable of our public 
treasures, which can never be replaced.” 

“Ts it possible that the sex which we hold in such honour and for which we 
feel such admiration can produce such hordes of Furies?” asked the Emperor. 

“It takes all sorts to make a sex,” observed the Master of the Ceremonies, 
who possessed a certain amount of worldly wisdom; “also,” he continued 
anxiously, “it takes very little to upset a gala programme.” 

“Perhaps the disturbance that you anticipate will turn out to be an idle threat,” 
said the Emperor consolingly. 

“But if they should carry out their intention,” said the official, “the 
programme will be utterly ruined.” 

The Emperor said nothing. 

Five minutes later the trumpets rang out for the commencement of the 
entertainment. A hum of excited anticipation ran through the ranks of the 
spectators, and final bets on the issue of the great race were hurriedly shouted. 


The gates leading from the stables were slowly swung open, and a troop of 
mounted attendants rode round the track to ascertain that everything was clear 
for the momentous contest. Again the trumpets rang out, and then, before the 
foremost chariot had appeared, there arose a wild tumult of shouting, laughing, 
angry protests, and shrill screams of defiance. Hundreds of women were being 
lowered by their accomplices into the arena. A moment later they were running 
and dancing in frenzied troops across the track where the chariots were supposed 
to compete. No team of arena-trained horses would have faced such a frantic 
mob; the race was clearly an impossibility. Howls of disappointment and rage 
rose from the spectators, howls of triumph echoed back from the women in 
possession. The vain efforts of the circus attendants to drive out the invading 
horde merely added to the uproar and confusion; as fast as the Suffragetae were 
thrust away from one portion of the track they swarmed on to another. 

The Master of the Ceremonies was nearly delirious from rage and 
mortification. Placidus Superbus, who remained calm and unruffled as ever, 
beckoned to him and spoke a word or two in his ear. For the first time that 
afternoon the sorely tried official was seen to smile. 

A trumpet rang out from the Imperial Box; an instant hush fell over the 
excited throng. Perhaps the Emperor, as a last resort, was going to announce 
some concession to the Suffragetae. 

“Close the stable gates,” commanded the Master of the Ceremonies, “and 
open all the menagerie dens. It is the Imperial pleasure that the second portion of 
the programme be taken first.” 

It turned out that the Master of the Ceremonies had in no wise exaggerated 
the probable brilliancy of this portion of the spectacle. The wild bulls were really 
wild, and the hyaena reputed to be mad thoroughly lived up to its reputation. 
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THE INFERNAL PARLIAMENT 


In an age when it has become increasingly difficult to accomplish anything new 
or original, Bavton Bidderdale interested his generation by dying of a new 
disease. “We always knew he would do something remarkable one of these 
days,” observed his aunts; “he has justified our belief in him.” But there is a 
section of humanity ever ready to refuse recognition to meritorious achievement, 
and a large and influential school of doctors asserted their belief that Bidderdale 
was not really dead. The funeral arrangements had to be held over until the 
matter was settled one way or the other, and the aunts went provisionally into 
half-mourning. 

Meanwhile, Bidderdale remained in Hell as a guest pending his reception on a 
more regular footing. “If you are not really supposed to be dead,” said the 
authorities of that region, “we don’t want to seem in an indecent hurry to grab 
you. The theory that Hell is in serious need of population is a thing of the past. 
Why, to take your family alone, there are any number of Bidderdales on our 
books, as you may discover later. It is part of our system that relations should be 
encouraged to live together down here From observations made in another world 
we have abundant evidence that it promotes the ends we have in view. However, 
while you are a guest we should like you to be treated with every consideration 
and be shown anything that specially interests you. Of course, you would like to 
see our Parliament?” 

“Have you a Parliament in Hell?” asked Bidderdale in some surprise. 

“Only quite recently. Of course we’ve always had chaos, but not under 
Parliamentary rules. Now, however, that Parliaments are becoming the fashion, 
in Turkey and Persia, and I suppose before long in Afghanistan and China, it 
seemed rather ostentatious to stand outside the movement. That young Fiend just 
going by is the Member for East Brimstone; he’ll be delighted to show you over 
the institution.” 

“You will just be in time to hear the opening of a debate,” said the Member, 
as he led Bidderdale through a spacious outer lobby, decorated with frescoes 
representing the fall of man, the discovery of gold, the invention of playing 
cards, and other traditionally appropriate subjects. “The Member for Nether 
Furnace is proposing a motion ‘that this House do arrogantly protest to the 
legislatures of earthly countries against the wrongful and injurious misuse of the 
word “fiendish,” in application to purely human misdemeanours, a misuse 
tending to create a false and detrimental impression concerning the Infernal 
Regions.’” 


A feature of the Parliament Chamber itself was its enormous size. The space 
allotted to Members was small and very sparsely occupied, but the public 
galleries stretched away tier on tier as far as the eye could reach, and were 
packed to their utmost capacity. 

“There seems to be a very great public interest in the debate,” exclaimed 
Bidderdale. 

“Members are excused from attending the debates if they so desire,” the 
Fiend proceeded to explain; “it is one of their most highly valued privileges. On 
the other hand, constituents are compelled to listen throughout to all the 
speeches. After all, you must remember, we are in Hell.” 

Bidderdale repressed a shudder and turned his attention to the debate. 

“Nothing,” the Fiend-Orator was observing, “is more deplorable among the 
cultured races of the present day than the tendency to identify fiendhood, in the 
most sweeping fashion, with all manner of disreputable excesses, excesses which 
can only be alleged against us on the merest legendary evidence. Vices which 
are exclusively or predominatingly human are unblushingly described as 
inhuman, and, what is even more contemptible and ungenerous, as fiendish. If 
one investigates such statements as ‘inhuman treatment of pit ponies’ or 
‘fiendish cruelties in the Congo,’ so frequently to be heard in our brother 
Parliaments on earth, one finds accumulative and indisputable evidence that it is 
the human treatment of pit ponies and Congo natives that is really in question, 
and that no authenticated case of fiendish agency in these atrocities can be 
substantiated. It is, perhaps, a minor matter for complaint,” continued the orator, 
“that the human race frequently pays us the doubtful compliment of describing 
as ‘devilish funny’ jokes which are neither funny nor devilish.” 

The orator paused, and an oppressive silence reigned over the vast chamber. 

“What is happening?” whispered Bidderdale. 

“Five minutes Hush,” explained his guide; “it is a sign that the speaker was 
listened to in silent approval, which is the highest mark of appreciation that can 
be bestowed in Pandemonium. Let’s come into the smoking-room.” 

“Will the motion be carried?” asked Bidderdale, wondering inwardly how Sir 
Edward Grey would treat the protest if it reached the British Parliament; an 
entente with the Infernal Regions opened up a fascinating vista, in which the 
Foreign Secretary’s imagination might hopelessly lose itself. 

“Carried? Of course not,” said the Fiend; “in the Infernal Parliament all 
motions are necessarily lost.” 

“In earthly Parliaments nowadays nearly everything is found,” said 
Bidderdale, “including salaries and travelling expenses.” 


He felt that at any rate he was probably the first member of his family to 
make a joke in Hell. 

“By the way,” he added, “talking of earthly Parliaments, have you got the 
Party system down here?” 

“In Hell? Impossible. You see we have no system of rewards. We have 
specialized so thoroughly on punishments that the other branch has been entirely 
neglected. And besides, Government by delusion, as you practise it in your 
Parliament, would be unworkable here. I should be the last person to say 
anything against temptation, naturally, but we have a proverb down here ‘in 
baiting a mouse-trap with cheese, always leave room for the mouse.’ Such a 
party-cry, for instance, as your ‘ninepence for fourpence’ would be absolutely 
inoperative; it not only leaves no room for the mouse, it leaves no room for the 
imagination. You have a saying in your country. I believe, ‘there’s no fool like a 
damned fool’; all the fools down here are, necessarily, damned, but — you 
wouldn’t get them to nibble at ninepence for fourpence.” 

“Couldn’t they be scolded and lectured into believing it, as a sort of moral 
and intellectual duty?” asked Bidderdale. 

“We haven’t all your facilities,” said the Fiend; “we’ve nothing down here 
that exactly corresponds to the Master of Elibank.” 

At this moment Bidderdale’s attention was caught by an item on a loose sheet 
of agenda paper: “Vote on account of special Hells.” 

“Ah,” he said, “I’ve often heard the expression ‘there is a special Hell 
reserved for such-and-such a type of person.’ Do tell me about them.” 

“PII show you one in course of preparation,” said the Fiend, leading him 
down the corridor. “This one is designed to accommodate one of the leading 
playwrights of your nation. You may observe scores of imps engaged in pasting 
notices of modern British plays into a huge press-cutting book, each under the 
name of the author, alphabetically arranged. The book will contain nearly half a 
million notices, I suppose, and it will form the sole literature supplied to this 
specially doomed individual.” 

Bidderdale was not altogether impressed. 

“Some dramatic authors wouldn’t so very much mind spending eternity 
poring over a book of contemporary press-cuttings,” he observed. 

The Fiend, laughing unpleasantly, lowered his voice. 

“The letter ‘S’ is missing.” 

For the first time Bidderdale realized that he was in Hell. 


THE ACHIEVEMENT OF THE CAT 


IN the political history of nations it is no uncommon experience to find States 
and peoples which but a short time since were in bitter conflict and animosity 
with each other, settled down comfortably on terms of mutual goodwill and even 
alliance. The natural history of the social developments of species affords a 
similar instance in the coming-together of two once warring elements, now 
represented by civilized man and the domestic cat. The fiercely waged struggle 
which went on between humans and felines in those far-off days when sabre- 
toothed tiger and cave lion contended with primeval man, has long ago been 
decided in favour of the most fitly equipped combatant — the Thing with a 
Thumb — and the descendants of the dispossessed family are relegated today, 
for the most part, to the waste lands of jungle and veld, where an existence of 
self-effacement is the only alternative to extermination. But the felis catus, or 
whatever species was the ancestor of the modem domestic cat (a vexed question 
at present), by a master-stroke of adaptation avoided the ruin of its race, and 
“captured” a place in the very keystone of the conqueror’s organization. For not 
as a bond-servant or dependent has this proudest of mammals entered the human 
fraternity; not as a slave like the beasts of burden, or a humble camp-follower 
like the dog. The cat is domestic only as far as suits its own ends; it will not be 
kennelled or harnessed nor suffer any dictation as to its goings out or comings 
in. Long contact with the human race has developed in it the art of diplomacy, 
and no Roman Cardinal of mediaeval days knew better how to ingratiate himself 
with his surroundings than a cat with a saucer of cream on its mental horizon. 
But the social smoothness, the purring innocence, the softness of the velvet paw 
may be laid aside at a moment’s notice, and the sinuous feline may disappear, in 
deliberate aloofness, to a world of roofs and chimney-stacks, where the human 
element is distanced and disregarded. Or the innate savage spirit that helped its 
survival in the bygone days of tooth and claw may be summoned forth from 
beneath the sleek exterior, and the torture-instinct (common alone to human and 
feline) may find free play in the death-throes of some luckless bird or rodent. It 
is, indeed, no small triumph to have combined the untrammelled liberty of 
primeval savagery with the luxury which only a highly developed civilization 
can command; to be lapped in the soft stuffs that commerce has gathered from 
the far ends of the world; to bask in the warmth that labour and industry have 
dragged from the bowels of the earth; to banquet on the dainties that wealth has 
bespoken for its table, and withal to be a free son of nature, a mighty hunter, a 
spiller of life-blood. This is the victory of the cat. But besides the credit of 


success the cat has other qualities which compel recognition. The animal which 
the Egyptians worshipped as divine, which the Romans venerated as a symbol of 
liberty, which Europeans in the ignorant Middle Ages anathematized as an agent 
of demonology, has displayed to all ages two closely blended characteristics — 
courage and self-respect. No matter how unfavourable the circumstances, both 
qualities are always to the fore. Confront a child, a puppy, and a kitten with a 
sudden danger; the child will turn instinctively for assistance, the puppy will 
grovel in abject submission to the impending visitation, the kitten will brace its 
tiny body for a frantic resistance. And disassociate the luxury-loving cat from 
the atmosphere of social comfort in which it usually contrives to move, and 
observe it critically under the adverse conditions of civilization — that 
civilization which can impel a man to the degradation of clothing himself in 
tawdry ribald garments and capering mountebank dances in the streets for the 
earning of the few coins that keep him on the respectable, or non-criminal, side 
of society. The cat of the slums and alleys, starved, outcast, harried, still keeps 
amid the prowlings of its adversity the bold, free, panther-tread with which it 
paced of yore the temple courts of Thebes, still displays the self-reliant 
watchfulness which man has never taught it to lay aside. And when its shifts and 
clever managings have not sufficed to stave off inexorable fate, when its 
enemies have proved too strong or too many for its defensive powers, it dies 
fighting to the last, quivering with the choking rage of mastered resistance, and 
voicing in its death-yell that agony of bitter remonstrance which human animals, 
too, have flung at the powers that may be; the last protest against a destiny that 
might have made them happy — and has not. 


THE OLD TOWN OF PSKOFF 


RUSSIA at the present crisis of its history not unnaturally suggests to the foreign 
mind a land pervaded with discontent and disorder and weighed down with 
depression, and it is certainly difficult to point to any quarter of the Imperial 
dominions from which troubles of one sort or another are not reported. In the 
Novoe Vremya and other papers a column is now devoted to the chronicling of 
disorders as regularly as a British news-sheet reports sporting events. It is the 
more agreeable therefore occasionally to make the acquaintance of another phase 
of Russian life where the sombreness of political mischance can be momentarily 
lost sight of or disbelieved in. Perhaps there are few spots in European Russia 
where one so thoroughly feels that one has passed into a new and unfamiliar 
atmosphere as the old town of Pskoff, once in its day a very important centre of 
Russian life. To the average modem Russian a desire to visit Pskoff is an 
inexplicable mental freak on the part of a foreigner who wishes to see something 
of the country he is living in; Petersburg, Moscow, Kieff, perhaps, and Nijni- 
Novgorod, or the Finnish watering-places if you want a country holiday, but why 
Pskoff? And thus happily an aversion to beaten tracks and localities where 
inspection is invited and industriously catered for turns one towards the old 
Great Russian border town, which probably gives as accurate a picture as can be 
obtained of a mediaeval Russian burgh, untouched by Mongol influence, and 
only slightly affected by Byzantine-imported culture. 

The little town has ample charm of situation and structure, standing astride of 
a bold scarp of land wedged into the fork of two rivers, and retaining yet much 
of the long lines of ramparts and towers that served for many a hundred years to 
keep out Pagan Lithuanians and marauding Teuton knights. The powers of 
Darkness were as carefully guarded against in those old days as more tangible 
human enemies, and from out of thick clusters of tree-tops there still arise the 
white walls and green roofs of many churches, monasteries, and bell-towers, 
quaint and fantastic in architecture, and delightfully harmonious in colouring. 
Steep winding streets lead down from the rampart-girt heart of the town to those 
parts which lie along the shores of the twin rivers, and two bridges, one a low, 
wide, wooden structure primitively planted on piles, give access to the further 
banks, where more towers and monasteries, with other humbler buildings, 
continue the outstraggling span of the township. On the rivers lie barges with 
high masts painted in wonderful bands of scarlet, green, white, and blue, topped 
with gilded wooden pennons figured somewhat like a child’s rattle, and 
fluttering strips of bunting at their ends. Up in the town one sees on all sides 


quaint old doorways, deep archways, wooden gable-ends, railed staircases, and a 
crowning touch of pleasing colour in the sage green or dull red of the roofs. But 
it is strangest of all to find a human population in complete picturesque harmony 
with its rich old-world setting. The scarlet or blue blouses that are worn by the 
working men in most Russian towns give way here to a variety of gorgeous- 
tinted garments, and the women-folk are similarly gay in their apparel, so that 
streets and wharves and market-place glow with wonderfully effective groupings 
of colour. Mulberry, orange, dull carmine, faded rose, hyacinth purple, greens, 
and lilacs and rich blues mingle their hues on shirts and shawls, skirts and 
breeches and waistbands. Nature competing with Percy Anderson was the 
frivolous comment that came to one’s mind, and certainly a mediaeval crowd 
could scarcely have been more effectively staged. And the business of a town in 
which it seemed always market day went forward with an air of contented 
absorption on the part of the inhabitants. Strings of primitively fashioned carts 
went to and from the riverside, the horses wearing their bits for the most part 
hung negligently under the chin, a fashion that prevails in many parts of Russia 
and Poland. 

Quaint little booths line the sides of some of the steeper streets, and here 
wooden toys and earthenware pottery of strange local patterns are set out for 
sale. On the broad market-place women sit gossiping by the side of large baskets 
of strawberries, one or two long-legged foals sprawl at full stretch under the 
shade of their parental market carts, and an extremely contented pig pursues his 
leisurely way under the guardianship of an elderly dame robed in a scheme of 
orange, mulberry, and white that would delight the soul of a colourist. A stalwart 
peasant strides across the uneven cobbles, leading his plough-horse, and carrying 
on his shoulder a small wooden plough, with iron-tipped shares, that must date 
back to some stage of agriculture that the West has long left behind. Down in the 
buoyant waters of the Velikaya, the larger of the two rivers, youths and men are 
disporting themselves and staider washerwomen are rinsing and smacking piles 
of many-hued garments. It is pleasant to swim well out into the stream of the 
river, and, with one’s chin on a level with the wide stretch of water, take in a 
“trout’s-eye view” of the little town, ascending in tiers of wharfage, trees, grey 
ramparts, more trees, and clustered roofs, with the old cathedral of the Trinity 
poised guardian-like above the crumbling walls of the Kremlin. The cathedral, 
on closer inspection, is a charming specimen of genuine old Russian 
architecture, full of rich carvings and aglow with scarlet pigment and gilded 
scrollwork, and stored with yet older relics or pseudo-relics of local hero-saints 
and hero-princes who helped in their day to make the history of the Pskoff 
Commonwealth. After an hour or two spent among these tombs and ikons and 


memorials of dead Russia, one feels that some time must elapse before one cares 
to enter again the drearily magnificent holy places of St. Petersburg, with their 
depressing nouveau riche atmosphere, their price-list tongued attendants, and 
general lack of historic interest. 

The heart knoweth its own bitterness, and maybe the Pskoffslde, amid their 
seeming contentment and self-absorption, have their own hungerings for a new 
and happier era of national life. But the stranger does not ask to see so far; he is 
thankful to have found a picturesque and apparently well-contented corner of a 
weary land, a land “where distress seems like a bird of passage that has hurt its 
wing and cannot fly away.” 


CLOVIS ON THE ALLEGED ROMANCE OF BUSINESS 


“IT is the fashion nowadays,” said Clovis, “to talk about the romance of 
Business. There isn’t such a thing. The romance has all been the other way, with 
the idle apprentice, the truant, the runaway, the individual who couldn’t be 
bothered with figures and book-keeping and left business to look after itself. I 
admit that a grocer’s shop is one of the most romantic and thrilling things that I 
have ever happened on, but the romance and thrill are centred in the groceries, 
not the grocer. The citron and spices and nuts and dates, the barrelled anchovies 
and Dutch cheeses, the jars of caviar and the chests of tea, they carry the mind 
away to Levantine coast towns and tropic shores, to the Old World wharfs and 
quays of the Low Countries, to dusty Astrachan and far Cathay; if the grocer’s 
apprentice has any romance in him it is not a business education he gets behind 
the grocer’s counter, it is a standing invitation to dream and to wander, and to 
remain poor. As a child such places as South America and Asia Minor were 
brought painstakingly under my notice, the names of their principal rivers and 
the heights of their chief mountain peaks were committed to my memory, and I 
was earnestly enjoined to consider them as parts of the world that I lived in; it 
was only when I visited a large well-stocked grocer’s shop that I realized that 
they certainly existed. Such galleries of romance and fascination are not 
bequeathed to us by the business man; he is only the dull custodian, who talks 
glibly of Spanish olives and Rangoon rice, a Spain that he has never known or 
wished to know, a Rangoon that he has never imagined or could imagine. It was 
the unledgered wanderer, the careless-hearted seafarer, the aimless outcast, who 
opened up new trade routes, tapped new markets, brought home samples or 
cargoes of new edibles and unknown condiments. It was they who brought the 
glamour and romance to the threshold of business life, where it was promptly 
reduced to pounds, shillings, and pence; invoiced, double-entried, quoted, 
written-off, and so forth; most of those terms are probably wrong, but a little 
inaccuracy sometimes saves tons of explanation. 

“On the other side of the account there is the industrious apprentice, who 
grew up into the business man, married early and worked late, and lived, 
thousands and thousands of him, in little villas outside big towns. He is buried 
by the thousand in Kensal Green and other large cemeteries; any romance that 
was ever in him was buried prematurely in shop and warehouse and office. 
Whenever I feel in the least tempted to be business-like or methodical or even 
decently industrious I go to Kensal Green and look at the graves of those who 
died in business.” 


THE COMMENTS OF MOUNG KA 


MOUNG KA, cultivator of rice and philosophic virtues, sat on the raised 
platform of his cane-built house by the banks of the swiftly flowing Irrawaddy. 
On two sides of the house there was a bright-green swamp, which stretched 
away to where the uncultivated jungle growth began. In the bright-green swamp, 
which was really a rice-field when you looked closely at it, bitterns and pond- 
herons and elegant cattle-egrets stalked and peered with the absorbed air of 
careful and conscientious reptile-hunters, who could never forget that, while they 
were undoubtedly useful, they were also distinctly decorative. In the tall reed 
growth by the riverside grazing buffaloes showed in patches of dark slaty blue, 
like plums fallen amid long grass, and in the tamarind trees that shaded Moung 
Ka’s house the crows, restless, raucous-throated, and much-too-many, kept up 
their incessant afternoon din, saying over and over again all the things that crows 
have said since there were crows to say them. 

Moung Ka sat smoking his enormous green-brown cigar, without which no 
Burmese man, woman, or child seems really complete, dispensing from time to 
time instalments of worldly information for the benefit and instruction of his two 
companions. The steamer which came up-river from Mandalay thrice a week 
brought Moung Ka a Rangoon news-sheet, in which the progress of the world’s 
events was set forth in telegraphic messages and commented on in pithy 
paragraphs. Moung Ka, who read these things and retailed them as occasion 
served to his friends and neighbours, with philosophical additions of his own, 
was held in some esteem locally as a political thinker; in Burma it is possible to 
be a politician without ceasing to be a philosopher. 

His friend Moung Thwa, dealer in teakwood; had just returned down-river 
from distant Bhamo, where he had spent many weeks in dignified, unhurried 
chaffering with Chinese merchants; the first place to which he had naturally 
turned his steps, bearing with him his betel-box and fat cigar, had been the raised 
platform of Moung Ka’s cane-built house under the tamarind trees. The youthful 
Moung Shoogalay, who had studied in the foreign schools at Mandalay and 
knew many English words, was also of the little group that sat listening to 
Moung Ka’s bulletin of the world’s health and ignoring the screeching of the 
crows. 

There had been the usual preliminary talk of timber and the rice market and 
sundry local matters, and then the wider and remoter things of life came under 
review. 


‘And what has been happening away from here?’ asked Moung Thwa of the 
newspaper reader. 

‘Away from here’ comprised that considerable portion of the world’s surface 
which lay beyond the village boundaries. 

‘Many things,’ said Moung Ka reflectively, ‘but principally two things of 
much interest and of an opposite nature. Both, however, concern the action of 
Governments.’ 

Moung Thwa nodded his head gravely, with the air of one who reverenced 
and distrusted all Governments. 

‘The first thing, of which you may have heard on your journeyings,’ said 
Moung Ka, ‘is an act of the Indian Government, which has annulled the not- 
long-ago accomplished partition of Bengal’ 

‘I heard something of this,’ said Moung Thwa, ‘from a Madrassi merchant on 
the boat journey. But I did not learn the reasons that made the Government take 
this step. Why was the partition annulled?’ 

‘Because,’ said Moung Ka, ‘it was held to be against the wishes of the greater 
number of the people of Bengal. Therefore the Government made an end of it.’ 

Moung Thwa was silent for a moment. ‘Is it a wise thing the Government has 
done?’ he asked presently. 

‘It is a good thing to consider the wishes of a people,’ said Moung Ka. ‘The 
Bengalis may be a people who do not always wish what is best for them. Who 
can say? But at least their wishes have been taken into consideration, and that is 
a good thing.’ 

‘And the other matter of which you spoke?’ questioned Moung Thwa, ‘the 
matter of an opposite nature.’ 

‘The other matter,’ said Moung Ka, ‘is that the British Government has 
decided on the partition of Britain. Where there has been one Parliament and one 
Government there are to be two Parliaments and two Governments, and there 
will be two treasuries and two sets of taxes.’ 

Moung Thwa was greatly interested at this news. 

‘And is the feeling of the people of Britain in favour of this partition?’ he 
asked. ‘Will they not dislike it, as the people of Bengal disliked the partition of 
their Province?’ 

‘The feeling of the people of Britain has not been consulted, and will not be 
consulted,’ said Moung Ka; ‘the Act of Partition will pass through one Chamber 
where the Government rules supreme, and the other Chamber can only delay it a 
little while, and then it will be made into the Law of the Land.’ 

‘But is it wise not to consult the feeling of the people?’ asked Moung Thwa. 


“Very wise,’ answered Moung Ka, ‘for if the people were consulted they 
would say “No,” as they have always said when such a decree was submitted to 
their opinion, and if the people said “No” there would be an end of the matter, 
but also an end of the Government. Therefore, it is wise for the Government to 
shut its ears to what the people may wish.’ 

‘But why must the people of Bengal be listened to and the people of Britain 
not listened to?’ asked Moung Thwa; ‘surely the partition of their country affects 
them just as closely. Are their opinions too silly to be of any weight?’ 

“The people of Britain are what is called a Democracy,’ said Moung Ka. 

‘A Democracy?’ questioned Moung Thwa. ‘What is that?’ 

‘A Democracy,’ broke in Moung Shoogalay eagerly, ‘is a community that 
governs itself according to its own wishes and interests by electing accredited 
representatives who enact its laws and supervise and control their administration. 
Its aim and object is government of the community in the interests of the 
community.’ 

‘Then,’ said Moung Thwa, turning to his neighbour, ‘if the people of Britain 
are a Democracy—’ 

‘I never said they were a Democracy,’ interrupted Moung Ka placidly. 

‘Surely we both heard you!’ exclaimed Moung Thwa. 

‘Not correctly,’ said Moung Ka; ‘I said they are what is called a Democracy.’ 


AN UNCOLLECTED STORY 


THE EAST WING 








IT was early February and the hour was somewhere about two in the morning. 
Most of the house-party had retired to bed. Lucien Wattleskeat had merely 
retired to his bedroom where he sat over the still vigorous old-age of a fire, 
balancing the entries in his bridge-book. They worked out at seventy-eight 
shillings on the right side, as the result of two evenings’ play, which was not so 
bad, considering that the stakes had been regrettably low. 

Lucien was a young man who regarded himself with an undemonstrative 
esteem, which the undiscerning were apt to mistake for indifference. Several 
women of his acquaintance were on the look-out for nice girls for him to marry, 
a vigil in which he took no share. 

The atmosphere of the room was subtly tinged with an essence of tuberose, 
and more strongly impregnated with the odour of wood-fire smoke. Lucien 
noticed this latter circumstance as he finished his bridge-audit, and also noticed 
that the fire in the grate was not a wood one, neither was it smoking. 

A stronger smell of smoke blew into the room a moment later as the door 
opened, and Major Boventry, pyjama-clad and solemnly excited, stood in the 
doorway. 

“The house is on fire!” he exclaimed. 

“Oh,” said Lucien, “is that it? I thought perhaps you had come to talk to me. 
If you would shut the door the smoke wouldn’t pour in so.” 

“We ought to do something,” said the Major with conviction. 

“I hardly know the family,” said Lucien, “but I suppose one will be expected 
to be present, even though the fire does not appear to be in this wing of the 
house.” 

“Tt may spread to here,” said the Major. 

“Well, lets go and look at it,’ assented Lucien, “though it’s against my 
principles to meet trouble half-way.” 

“Grasp your nettle, that’s what I say,” observed Boventry. 

“In this case, Major, it’s not our nettle,” retorted Lucien, carefully shutting 
the bedroom door behind him. 

In the passage they encountered Canon Clore, arrayed in a dressing-gown of 
Albanian embroidery, which might have escaped remark in a Te Deum service 


in the Cathedral of the Assumption at Moscow, but which looked out of place in 
the corridor of an English country house. But then, as Lucien observed to 
himself, at a fire one can wear anything. 

“The house is on fire,” said the Canon, with the air of one who lends dignity 
to a fact by according it gracious recognition. 

“Tt’s in the east wing, I think,” said the Major. 

“I suppose it is another case of suffragette militancy,” said the Canon. “I am 
in favour of women having the vote myself, even if, as some theologians assert, 
they have no souls. That, indeed, would furnish an additional argument for 
including them in the electorate, so that all sections of the community, the 
soulless and the souled, might be represented, and, being in favour of the female 
vote, I am naturally in favour of militant means to achieve it. Belonging as I do 
to a Church Militant, I should be inconsistent if I professed to stand aghast at 
militant methods in vote-winning warfare. But, at the same time, I cannot resist 
pointing out that the women who are using violent means to wring the vote-right 
from a reluctant legislature are destroying the value of the very thing for which 
they are struggling. A vote is of no conceivable consequence to anybody unless 
it carries with it the implicit understanding that majority-rule is the settled order 
of the day, and the militants are actively engaged in demonstrating that any 
minority armed with a box of matches and a total disregard of consequences can 
force its opinions and its wishes on an indifferent or hostile community. It is not 
merely manor-houses that they are destroying, but the whole fabric of 
government by ballot-box.” 

“Oughtn’t we to be doing something about the fire?” said Major Boventry. 

“I was going to suggest something of the sort myself,” said the Canon stiffly. 

“Tomorrow may be too late, as the advertisements in the newspapers say,” 
observed Lucien. 

In the hall they met their hostess, Mrs Gramplain. 

“Tm so glad you have come,” she said; “servants are so little help in an 
emergency of this kind. My husband has gone off in the car to summon the fire- 
brigade.” 

“Haven’t you telephoned to them?” asked the Major. 

“The telephone unfortunately is in the east wing,” said the hostess; “so is the 
telephone-book. Both are being devoured by the flames at this moment. It makes 
one feel dreadfully isolated. Now if the fire had only broken out in the west wing 
instead, we could have used the telephone and had the fire-engines here by 
now.” 

“On the other hand,” objected Lucien, “Canon Clore and Major Boventry and 
myself would probably have met with the fate that has overtaken the telephone- 


book. I think I prefer the present arrangement.” 

“The butler and most of the other servants are in the dining-room, trying to 
save the Raeburns and the alleged Van Dyke,” continued Mrs Gramplain, “and 
in that little room on the first landing, cut off from us by the cruel flames, is my 
poor darling Eva ? Eva of the golden hair. Will none of you save her?” 

“Who is Eva of the golden hair?” asked Lucien. 

“My daughter,” said Mrs Gramplain. 

“I didn’t know you had a daughter,” said Lucien, “and really I don’t think I 
can risk my life to save some one I’ve never met or even heard about. You see, 
my life is not only wonderful and beautiful to myself, but if my life goes, 
nothing else really matters ? to me. I don’t suppose you can realise that, to me, 
the whole world as it exists to-day, the Ulster problem, the Albanian tangle, the 
Kikuyu controversy, the wide field of social reform and Antarctic exploration, 
the realms of finance, and research and international armaments, all this varied 
and crowded and complex world, all comes to a complete and absolute end the 
moment my life is finished. Eva might be snatched from the flames and live to 
be the grandmother of brilliant and charming men and women; but, as far as I 
should be concerned, she and they would no more exist than a vanished puff of 
cigarette smoke or a dissolved soda-water bubble. And if, in losing my life, I am 
to lose her life and theirs, as far as I personally am concerned with them, why on 
earth should I, personally, risk my life to save hers and theirs?” 

“Major Boventry,” exclaimed Mrs Gramplain, “you are not clever, but you 
are a man with honest human feelings. I have only known you for a few hours, 
but I am sure you are the man I take you for. You will not let my Eva perish.” 

“Lady,” said the Major stumblingly, “I would gladly give my life to rescue 
your Eva, or anybody’s Eva for the matter of that, but my life is not mine to 
give. I am engaged to the sweetest little woman in the world. I am everything to 
her. What would my poor little Mildred say if they brought her news that I had 
cast away my life in an endeavour, perhaps fruitless, to save some unknown girl 
in a burning country house?” 

“You are like all the rest of them,” said Mrs Gramplain bitterly; “I thought 
that you, at least, were stupid. It shows how rash it is to judge a man by his 
bridge-play. It has been like this all my life,” she continued in dull, level tones; 
“T was married, when little more than a child, to my husband, and there has 
never been any real bond of affection between us. We have been polite and 
considerate to one another, nothing more. I sometimes think that if we had had a 
child things might have been different.” 

“But ? your daughter Eva?” queried the Canon, and the two other men echoed 
his question. 


“T have never had a daughter,” said the woman quietly, yet, amid the roar and 
crackle of the flames, her voice carried, so that not a syllable was lost. “Eva is 
the outcome of my imagination. I so much wanted a little girl, and at last I came 
to believe that she really existed. She grew up, year by year, in my mind, and 
when she was eighteen I painted her portrait, a beautiful young girl with masses 
of golden hair. Since that moment the portrait has been Eva. I have altered it a 
little with the changing years ? she is twenty-one now ? and I have repainted her 
dress with every incoming fashion. On her last birthday I painted her a pair of 
beautiful diamond earrings. Every day I have sat with her for an hour or so, 
telling her my thoughts, or reading to her. And now she is there, alone with the 
flames and the smoke, unable to stir, waiting for the deliverance that does not 
come.” 

“Tt is beautiful,” said Lucien; “it is the most beautiful thing I ever heard.” 

“Where are you going?” asked his hostess, as the young man moved towards 
the blazing staircase of the east wing. 

“T am going to try and save her,” he answered; “as she has never existed, my 
death cannot compromise her future existence. I shall go into nothingness, and 
she, as far as I am concerned, will go into nothingness too; but then she has 
never been anything else.” 

“But your life, your beautiful life?” 

“Death in this case is more beautiful.” 

The Major started forward. 

“T am going too,” he said simply. 

“To save Eva?” cried the woman. 

“Yes,” he said; “my little Mildred will not grudge me to a woman who has 
never existed.” 

“How well he reads our sex,” murmured Mrs Gramplain, “and yet how badly 
he plays bridge!” 

The two men went side by side up the blazing staircase, the slender young 
figure in the well-fitting dinner-jacket and the thick-set military man in striped 
pyjamas of an obvious Swan & Edgar pattern. Down in the hall below them 
stood the woman in her pale wrapper, and the Canon in his wonderful-hued 
Albanian-work dressing-gown, looking like the arch-priests of some strange 
religion presiding at a human sacrifice. 

As the rescue-party disappeared into the roaring cavern of smoke and flames, 
the butler came into the hall, bearing with him one of the Raeburns. 

“T think I hear the clanging of the fire-engines, ma’am,” he announced. 

Mrs Gramplain continued staring at the spot where the two men had 
disappeared. 


“How stupid of me!” she said presently to the Canon. “I’ve just remembered I 
sent Eva to Exeter to be cleaned. Those two men have lost their lives for 
nothing.” 

“They have certainly lost their lives,” said the Canon. 

“The irony of it all,” said Mrs Gramplain, “the tragic irony of it all 

“The real irony of the affair lies in the fact that it will be instrumental in 
working a social revolution of the utmost magnitude,” said the Canon. “When it 
becomes known, through the length and breadth of the land, that an army officer 
and a young ornament of the social world have lost their lives in a country-house 
fire, started by suffragette incendiarism, the conscience of the country will be 
aroused, and people will cry out that the price is too heavy to pay. The militants 
will be in worse odour than ever, but, like the Importunate Widow, they will get 
their way. Over the charred bodies of Major Boventry and Lucien Wattleskeat 
the banners of progress and enfranchisement will be carried forward to victory, 
and the mothers of the nation will henceforth take their part in electing the 
Mother of Parliaments. England will range herself with Finland and other 
enlightened countries which have already admitted women to the labours, 
honours, and responsibilities of the polling-booth. In the early hours of this 
February morning a candle has been lighted ?” 

“The fire was caused by an over-heated flue, and not by suffragettes, sir,” 
interposed the butler. 

At that moment a scurry of hoofs and a clanging of bells, together with the 
hoot of a motor-horn, were heard above the roaring of the flames. 

“The fire-brigade!” exclaimed the Canon. 

“The fire-brigade and my husband,” said Mrs Gramplain, in her dull level 
voice; “it will all begin over again now, the old life, the old unsatisfying 
weariness, the old monotony; nothing will be changed.” 

“Except the east wing,” said the Canon gently. 


33 
! 


The Short Stories 








=x = =" = = 


97 Mortimer Street, Fitzrovia, London — Munro’s London home 


LIST OF SHORT STORIES IN CHRONOLOGICAL 
ORDER 








REGINALD 

REGINALD ON CHRISTMAS PRESENTS 
REGINALD ON THE ACADEMY 
REGINALD AT THE THEATRE 
REGINALD’S PEACE POEM 
REGINALD’S CHOIR TREAT 
REGINALD ON WORRIES 

REGINALD ON HOUSE-PARTIES 
REGINALD AT THE CARLTON 
REGINALD ON BESETTING SINS: THE WOMAN WHO TOLD THE 
TRUTH 

REGINALD’S DRAMA 

REGINALD ON TARIFFS 

REGINALD’S CHRISTMAS REVEL 
REGINALD’S RUBAIYAT 

THE INNOCENCE OF REGINALD 
REGINALD IN RUSSIA 

THE RETICENCE OF LADY ANNE 

THE LOST SANJAK 

THE SEX THAT DOESN’T SHOP 

THE BLOOD-FEUD OF TOAD-WATER. A WEST-COUNTRY EPIC 
A YOUNG TURKISH CATASTROPHE. IN TWO SCENES 
JUDKIN OF THE PARCELS 
GABRIEL-ERNEST 

THE SAINT AND THE GOBLIN 

THE SOUL OF LAPLOSHKA 

THE BAG 

THE STRATEGIST 

CROSS CURRENTS 

THE BAKER’S DOZEN 

THE MOUSE 


THE MATCH-MAKER 

TOBERMORY 

MRS. PACKLETIDE’S TIGER 

THE STAMPEDING OF LADY BASTABLE 

THE BACKGROUND 

HERMANN THE IRASCIBLE — A STORY OF THE GREAT WEEP 
THE UNREST-CURE 

THE Z JESTING OF ARLINGTON STRINGHAM 











ADRIAN 
THE CHAPLET 





WRATISLAV 
Ja RL EGG 





THE PEACE OFFERING 

THE PEACE OF MOWSLE BARTON 
MINISTERS OF GRACE 

LAURA 

THE BROGUE 

THE HEN 





CE 








THE a 


THE COBWEB 





THE LULL 


THE UNKINDEST BLOW 

THE ROMANCERS 

THE SCHARTZ-METTERKLUME METHOD 
THE SEVENTH PULLET 

THE BLIND SPOT 

DUSK 

A TOUCH í OF REALISM 











THE YARKAND MANNER 
THE BYZANTINE OMELETTE 





THE FORBIDDEN BUZZARDS 
THE STAKE 
CLOVIS ON PARENTAL RESPONSIBILITIES 





A HOLIDAY TASK 

THE STALLED OX 

THE STORY-TELLER 

A DEFENSIVE DIAMOND 
THE ELK 





THE NAME- DAY 
THE LUMBER ROOM 
THE HILAR LUA L AND THE HAPPY CAT 





HECTOR HUGH MUNRO 
THE TOYS OF PEACE 
LOUISE 





LOUIS 
THE GUESTS 


A BREAD AND BUTTER MISS 
THE INTERLOPERS 





THE THREAT 
EXCEPTING MRS. PENTHERBY 





THE MAPPINED LIFE 
FATE 





SHOCK TACTICS 
THE OCCASIONAL GARDEN 








THE IMAGE OF THE LOST SOUL 

THE PURPLE OF THE BALKAN KINGS 
THE CUPBOARD OF THE YESTERDAYS 
FOR THE DURATION OF THE WAR 
THE SQUARE EGG 

BIRDS ON THE WESTERN FRONT 

THE GALA PROGRAMME 

THE INFERNAL PARLIAMENT 

THE ACHIEVEMENT OF THE CAT 

THE OLD TOWN OF PSKOFF 

CLOVIS ON THE ALLEGED ROMANCE OF BUSINESS 
THE COMMENTS OF MOUNG KA 

THE EAST WING 














LIST OF SHORT STORIES IN ALPHABETICAL 
ORDER 








A BREAD AND BUTTER MISS 

A DEFENSIVE DIAMOND 

A HOLIDAY TASK 

A MATTER OF SENTIMENT 

A TOUCH OF REALISM 

A YOUNG TURKISH CATASTROPHE. IN TWO SCENES 
ADRIAN 

BERTIE’S CHRISTMAS EVE 

BIRDS ON THE WESTERN FRONT 

CANOSSA 

CLOVIS ON PARENTAL RESPONSIBILITIES 

CLOVIS ON THE ALLEGED ROMANCE OF BUSINESS 
COUSIN TERESA 

CROSS CURRENTS 

DOWN PENS 

DUSK 

ESME 

EXCEPTING MRS. PENTHERBY 

FATE 

FILBOID STUDGE, THE STORY OF A MOUSE THAT HELPED 
FOR THE DURATION OF THE WAR 

FOREWARNED 

FUR 

GABRIEL-ERNEST 

HECTOR HUGH MUNRO 

HERMANN THE IRASCIBLE — A STORY OF THE GREAT WEEP 
HYACINTH 

JUDKIN OF THE PARCELS 

LAURA 

LOUIS 

LOUISE 











REGINALD 
REGINALD AT THE CARLTON 
REGINALD AT THE THEATRE 
REGINALD IN RUSSIA 





TRUTH 

REGINALD ON HOUSE-PARTIES 
REGINALD ON TARIFFS 

—— Oh. IHE ACADEMY 





REGINALD” S CHOIR TREAT 
REGINALD’ 8 — THAN REVEL 





REGINALD'S PEACE POEM 
REGINALD’S RUBAIYAT 
SHOCK TACTICS 

SREDNI VASHTAR 








THE BACKGROUND 

THE BAG 

THE BLIND SPOT 

THE BLOOD-FEUD OF TOAD-WATER. A WEST-COUNTRY EPIC 
THE BOAR-PIG 

THE BYZANTINE OMELETTE 

THE CHAPLET 





THE COMMENTS OF MOUNG KA 

THE CUPBOARD OF THE YESTERDAYS 
THE DISAPPEARANCE OF CRISPINA UMBERLEIGH 
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THE EASTER EGG 

THE ELK 

THE FEAST OF NEMESIS 

THE FORBIDDEN BUZZARDS 

THE GALA PROGRAMME 
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THE INNOCENCE OF REGINALD 

THE INTERLOPERS 
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THE SHEEP 
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THE STAKE 

THE STALLED OX 
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Rhodesians who served in King Edward’s Horse during the First World War — at the start of the conflict 
Munro joined the 2nd King Edward’s Horse as an ordinary trooper. 
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THE DEATH-TRAP 
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CHARACTERS 
THE DEATH-TRAP 


CHARACTERS 
DIMITRI. (Reigning Prince of Kedaria.) 


Officers of the Kranitzki Regiment of Guards: 
Dr. STRONETZ 

Col. GIRNITZA 

Major VONTIEFF 

Captain SHULTZ 


SCENE: — An Ante-chamber in the Prince’s Castle at Tzern. 


TIME: — The Present Day. The scene opens about ten o’clock in the evening. 
An ante-chamber, rather sparsely furnished. Some rugs of Balkan manufacture 
on the walls. A narrow table in centre of room, another table set with wine 
bottles and goblets near window, R. Some high-backed chairs set here and there 
round room. Tiled stove, L. Door in centre. 


THE DEATH-TRAP 
GIRNITZ, VONTIEFF and SHULTZ are talking together as curtain rises. 
GIRNITZA. The Prince suspects something: I can see it in his manner. 
SHULTZ. Let him suspect. He’ll know for certain in half an hour’s time. 


GIR. The moment the Andrieff Regiment has marched out of the town we are 
ready for him. 


SHULTZ (drawing revolver from case and aiming it at an imaginary person). 
And then — short shift for your Royal Highness! I don’t think many of my 
bullets will go astray. 


GIR. The revolver was never a favourite weapon of mine. I shall finish the job 
with this. (Half draws his sword and sends it back into its scabbard with a click.) 


VONTIEFF. Oh, we shall do for him right enough. It’s a pity he’s such a boy, 
though. I would rather we had a grown man to deal with. 


GIR. We must take our chance when we can find it. Grown men marry and 
breed heirs and then one has to massacre a whole family. When we’ ve killed this 
boy we’ve killed the last of the dynasty, and laid the way clear for Prince Karl. 
As long as there was one of this brood left our good Karl could never win the 
throne. 


VONT. Oh, I know this is our great chance. Still I wish the boy could be cleared 
out of our path by the finger of Heaven rather than by our hands. 


SHULTZ. Hush! Here he comes. 


(Enter, by door, centre, PRINCE DIMITRI, in undress cavalry uniform. He 
comes straight into room, begins taking cigarette out of a case, and looks coldly 
at the three officers.) 


DIMITRI. You needn’t wait. 


(They bow and withdraw, SHULTZ going last and staring insolently at the 
PRINCE. He seats himself at table, centre. As door shuts he stares for a moment 
at it, then suddenly bows his head on his arms in attitude of despair.... A knock is 
heard at the door. DIMITRI leaps to his feet. Enter STRONETZ, in civilian 
attire.) 


DMITRI (eagerly). Stronetz! My God, how glad I am to see you! 


STRONETZ. One wouldn’t have thought so, judging by the difficulty I had in 
gaining admission. I had to invent a special order to see you on a matter of 
health. And they made me give up my revolver; they said it was some new 
regulation. 


DIM. (with a short laugh). They have taken away every weapon I possess, under 
some pretext or another. My sword has gone to be reset, my revolver is being 
cleaned, my hunting-knife has been mislaid. 


STRON. (horrified). My God, Dimitri! You don’t mean — ? 


DIM. Yes, I do. I am trapped. Since I came to the throne three years ago as a boy 
of fourteen I have been watched and guarded against this moment, but it has 
caught me unawares. 


STRON. But your guards! 


DIM. Did you notice the uniforms? The Kranitzki Regiment. They are heart and 
soul for Prince Karl; the artillery are equally disaffected. The Andrieff Regiment 
was the only doubtful factor in their plans, and it marches out to camp tonight. 
The Lonyadi Regiment comes in to relieve it an hour or so later. 


STRON. They are loyal surely? 
DIM. Yes, but their loyalty will arrive an hour or so too late. 
STRON. Dimitri! You mustn’t stay here to be killed! You must get out quick! 


DIM. My dear good Stronetz, for more than a generation the Karl faction have 
been trying to stamp our line out of existence. I am the last of the lot; do you 
suppose that they are going to let me slip out of their claws now? They’re not so 
damned silly. 


STRON. But this is awful! You sit there and talk as if it were a move in a chess 
game. 


DIM. (rising). Oh, Stronetz! if you knew how I hate death! I’m not a coward, but 
I do so want to live. Life is so horribly fascinating when one is young, and I’ve 
tasted so little of it yet. (Goes to window.) Look out of the window at that 
fairyland of mountains with the forest running up and down all over it. You can 
just see Grodvitz where I shot all last autumn, up there on the left, and far away 
beyond it all is Vienna. Were you ever in Vienna, Stronetz? I’ve only been there 
once, and it seemed like a magic city to me. And there are other wonderful cities 
in the world that I’ve never seen. Oh, I do so want to live. Think of it, here I am 
alive and talking to you, as we’ve talked dozens of times in this grey old room, 
and tomorrow a fat stupid servant will be washing up a red stain in that corner — 
I think it will probably be in that comer. (He points to corner near stove, L.) 


STRON. But you mustn’t be butchered in cold blood like this, Dimitri. If 
they’ve left you nothing to fight with I can give you a drug from my case that 
will bring you a speedy death before they can touch you. 


DIM. Thanks, no, old chap. You had better leave before it begins; they won’t 
touch you. But I won’t drug myself. I’ve never seen any one killed before, and I 
shan’t get another opportunity. 


STRON. Then I won’t leave you; you can see two men killed while you are 
about it. 


(A band is heard in distance playing a march.) 


DIM. The Andrieff Regiment marching out! Now they won’t waste much time! 
(He draws himself up tense in corner by stove.) Hush, they are coming! 


STRON. (rushing suddenly towards DIMITRI). Quick! An idea! Tear open your 
tunic! (He unfastens DIMITRI’S tunic and appears to be testing his heart. The 
door swings open and the three officers enter. STRONETZ waves a hand 
commanding silence, and continues his testing. The officers stare at him.) 


GIR. Dr. Stronetz, will you have the goodness to leave the room? We have some 
business with His Royal Highness. Urgent business, Dr. Stronetz. 


STRON. (facing round). Gentlemen, I fear my business is more grave. I have the 
saddest of duties to perform. I know you would all gladly lay down your lives 
for your Prince, but there are some perils which even your courage cannot avert. 


GIR. (puzzled). What are you talking of, sir? 


STRON. The Prince sent for me to prescribe for some disquieting symptoms that 
have declared themselves. I have made my examination. My duty is a cruel 
one.... I cannot give him six days to live! 


(DIMITRI sinks into chair near table in pretended collapse. 
The officers turn to each other, nonplussed.) 


GIR. You are certain? It is a grave thing you are saying. You are not making any 
mistake? 


STRON. (laying his hand on DIMITRI’S shoulder). Would to God I were! 
(The officers again turn, whispering to each other.) 

GIR. It seems our business can wait. 

VONT. (to DIMITRI). Sire, this is the finger of Heaven. 

DIM. (brokenly). Leave me. 


(They salute and slowly withdraw. DIMITRI slowly raises his head, then springs 
to his feet, rushes to door and listens, then turns round jubilantly to 
STRONETZ.) 


DIM. Spoofed them! Ye gods, that was an idea, Stronetz! 


STRON. (who stands quietly looking at DIMITRI). It was not altogether an 
inspiration, Dimitri. A look in your eyes suggested it. I had seen men who were 
stricken with a mortal disease look like that. 


DIM. Never mind what suggested it, you have saved me. The Lonyadi Regiment 
will be here at any moment and Gimitza’s gang daren’t risk anything then. 
You’ve fooled them, Stronetz, you’ve fooled them. 


STRON. (sadly). Boy, I haven’t fooled them.... (DIMITRI stares at him for a 
long moment.) It was a real examination I made while those brutes were waiting 
there to kill you. It was a real report I made; the malady is there. 


DIM. (slowly). Was it all true, what you told them? 
STRON. It was all true. You have not six days to live. 


DIM. (bitterly). Death has come twice for me in one evening. I’m afraid he must 
be in earnest. (Passionately.) Why didn’t you let them kill me? That would have 
been better than this “to-be-left-till-called-for’ business. (Paces across to 
window, R., and looks out. Turns suddenly.) Stronetz! You offered me a way of 
escape from a cruel death just now. Let me escape now from a crueler one. I am 
a monarch. I won’t be kept waiting by death. Give me that little bottle. 


(STRONETZ hesitates, then draws out a small case, extracts bottle and gives it 
to him.) 


STRON. Four or five drops will do what you ask for. 


DIM. Thank you. And now, old friend, good-bye. Go quickly. You’ve seen me 
just a little brave — I may not keep it up. I want you to remember me as being 
brave. Good-bye, best of friends, go. 


(STRONETZ wrings his hand and rushes from the room with his face hidden in 
his arm. The door shuts. DIMITRI looks for a moment after his friend. Then he 
goes quickly over to side table and uncorks wine bottle. He is about to pour 
some wine into a goblet when he pauses as if struck by a new idea. He goes to 
door, throws it open and listens, then calls, “Girnitz, Vontieff, Shultz!’ Darting 
back to the table he pours the entire phial of poison into the wine bottle, and 
thrusts phial into his pocket. Enter the three officers.) 


DIM. (pouring the wine into four goblets). The Prince is dead — long live the 
Prince! (He seats himself.) The old feud must be healed now, there is no one left 
of my family to keep it on, Prince Karl must succeed. Long life to Prince Karl! 
Gentlemen of the Kranitzki Guards, drink to your future sovereign. 


(The three officers drink after glancing at each other.) 


GIR. Sire, we shall never serve a more gallant Prince than your Royal Highness. 


DIM. That is true, because you will never serve another Prince. Observe, I drink 
fair! (Drains goblet.) 


GIR. What do you mean, never serve another Prince? 


DIM. (rises). I mean that I am going to march into the next world at the head of 
my Kranitzki Guards. You came in here tonight to kill me. (They all start.) You 
found that Death had forestalled you. I thought it a pity that the evening should 
be wasted, so I’ve killed you, that’s all! 


SHULTZ. The wine! He’s poisoned us! 


(VONTBEFF seizes the bottle, and examines it. SCHULTZ smells his empty 
goblet.) 


GIR. Ah! Poisoned! (He draws his sword and makes a step towards DIMITRI, 
who is sitting on the edge of the centre table.) 


DIM. Oh, certainly, if you wish it. I’m due to die of disease in a few days and of 
poison in a minute or two, but if you like to take a little extra trouble about my 
end, please yourself. (GIRNITZA reels and drops sword on table and falls back 
into chair groaning. SHULTZ falls across table and VONTIEFF staggers 
against wall. At that moment a lively march is heard approaching. DIMITRI 
seizes the sword and waves it.) 


DIM. Aha! the Lonyadi Regiment marching in! My good loyal Kranitzki Guards 
shall keep me company into the next world. God save the Prince! (Laughs 
wildly.) Colonel Girnitza, I never thought death... could be...so amusing. 


(He falls dying to the ground.) 
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KARL-LUDWIG’S WINDOW 





A Drama in One Act 
CONTENTS 


CHARACTERS 
KARL-LUDIG’WS WINDOW 


CHARACTERS 


KURT VON JAGDSTEIN. 
THE GRAFIN VON JAGDSTEIN (his mother). 


Guests at Schloss Jagdstein: 
ISADORA (his betrothed) 
PHILIP (Isadora’s brother) — 
VIKTORIA (niece of the Grafin) 
BARON RABEL (a parvenu) 
AN OFFICER. 


SCENE:—“Karl-Ludwigs Room” in the Schloss Jagdstein, on the outskirts of a 
town in Eastern Europe. 


TIME: — An evening in Carnival Week, the present day. 


KARL-LUDIG’WS WINDOW 


A room furnished in medieval style. In the centre a massive tiled stove of old- 
German pattern, over which, on a broad shelf, a large clock. Above the clock a 
painting of a man in sixteenth-century costume. Immediately to Left, in a deep 
embrasure, a window with a high window-seat. Immediately on Right of stove an 
old iron-clamped door, approached by two steps. The Walls to Left and Right 
are hung with faded tapestry. In the foreground a long oak table, with chairs 
right, left and centre, and a low armchair on Left of stage. On the table are 
high-stemmed goblets and wine bottles, and a decanter of cognac with some 
smaller glasses. 


THE GRAFIN, in an old Court costume, and BARON RABEL, also in some 
Court attire of a bygone age, are discovered. Both wear little black velvet masks. 
The BARON bows low to the lady, who makes him a mock curtsy. They remove 
their masks. 


GRAFIN (seating herself at left of table). Of course we old birds are the first to 
be ready. Light a cigar, Baron, and make yourself at your ease while the young 
folks are completing their costumes. 


BARON (seating himself at table). At my ease in this room I could never be. It 
makes my flesh creep every time I enter it. I am what the world calls a parvenu 
(lights cigar), a man of today, or perhaps I should say of this afternoon, while 
your family is of the day before yesterday and many yesterdays before that. 
Naturally I envy you your ancestry, your title, your position, but there is one 
thing I do not envy you. 


GRAF. (helping herself to wine). And that is — ? 
BAR. Your horrible creepy traditions. 


GRAF. You mean Karl-Ludwig, I suppose. Yes, this room is certainly full of his 
associations. There is his portrait, and there is the window from which he was 
flung down. Only it is more than a tradition: it really happened. 


BAR. That makes it all the more horrible. I am a man who belongs to a milder 
age, and it sickens me to think of the brutal deed that was carried through in this 


room. How his enemies stole in upon him and took him unawares, and how they 
dragged him screaming to that dreadful window. 


GRAF. Not screaming, I hope; cursing and storming, perhaps. 

I don’t think a Von Jagdstein would scream even in a moment like that BAR. 
The bravest man’s courage might be turned to water, looking down at death from 
that horrid window. It makes one’s breath go even to look down in safety; one 
can see the stones of the courtyard fathoms and fathoms below. 


GRAF. Let us hope he hadn’t time to think about it. It would be the thinking of it 
that would be so terrible. 


BAR. (with a shudder). Ah, indeed! I assure you the glimpse down from that 
window has haunted me ever since I looked. 


GRAF. The window is not the only thing in the room that is haunted. They say 
that whenever one of the family is going to die a violent death that door swings 
open and shuts again of its own accord. It is supposed to be Karl-Ludwig’s ghost 
coming in. 


BAR. (with apprehensive glance behind him). What an unpleasant room! Let us 
forget its associations and talk about something more cheerful. How charming 
Fraulein Isadora is looking tonight. It is a pity her betrothed could not get leave 
to come to the ball with her. She is going as Elsa, is she not? 


GRAF. Something of the sort, I believe. She’s told me so often that I’ve 
forgotten. 


BAR. You will be fortunate in securing such a daughter-in-law, is it not so? 


GRAF. Yes, Isadora has all the most desirable qualifications: heaps of money, 
average good looks, and absolutely no brains. 


BAR. And are the young people very devoted to each other? 


GRAF. I am a woman of the world, Baron, and I don’t put too high a value on 
the sentimental side of things, but even I have never seen an engaged couple 
who made less pretence of caring for one another. Kurt has always been the 
naughty boy of the family, but he made surprisingly little fuss about being 


betrothed to Isadora. He said he should never marry any one he loved, so it 
didn’t matter whom I married him to. 


BAR. That was at least accommodating. 


GRAF. Besides the financial advantages of the match the girl’s aunt has a very 
influential position, so for a younger son Kurt is doing rather well. 


BAR. He is a clever boy, is he not? 


GRAF. He has that perverse kind of cleverness that is infinitely more 
troublesome than any amount of stupidity. I prefer a fool like Isadora. You can 
tell beforehand exactly what she will say or do under any given circumstances, 
exactly on what days she will have a headache, and exactly how many garments 
she will send to the wash on Mondays. 


BAR. A most convenient temperament. 


GRAF. With Kurt one never knows where one is. Now, being in the same 
regiment with the Archduke ought to be of some advantage to him in his career, 
if he plays his cards well. But of course he’! do nothing of the sort. 


BAR. Perhaps the fact of being betrothed will work a change in him. 


GRAF. You are an optimist. Nothing ever changes a perverse disposition. Kurt 
has always been a jarring element in our family circle, but I don’t regard one 
unsatisfactory son out of three as a bad average. It’s usually higher. 


(Enter ISADORA, dressed as Elsa, followed by PHILIP, a blond loutish youth, in 
the costume of a page, Henry III period.) 


ISADORA. I hope we haven’t kept you waiting. I’ve been helping Viktoria; 
she’ ll be here presently. 


(They sit at table. PHILIP helps himself to wine.) 
GRAF. We mustn’t wait much longer; it’s nearly half-past eight now. 


BAR. I’ve just been saying, what a pity the young Kurt could not be here this 
evening for the ball. 


ISA. Yes, it is a pity. He is only a few miles away with his regiment, but he can’t 
get leave till the end of the week. It is a pity, isn’t it? 


GRAF. It is always the way: when one particularly wants people they can never 
get away. 


ISA. It’s always the way, isn’t it? 
GRAF. AS for Kurt, he has a perfect gift for never being where you want him. 
(Enter KURT, in undress Cavalry uniform. He comes rapidly into the room.) 


GRAF. (rising with the others). Kurt! How come you to be here? I thought you 
couldn’t get leave. 


(KURT kisses his mothers hand, then that of ISADORA, and bows to the two 
men.) 


KURT. I came away in a hurry (pours out a glass of wine) to avoid arrest. Your 
health, everybody. (Drains glass thirstily.) 


GRAF. To avoid arrest! 
BAR. Arrest! 


(KURT throws himself wearily into armchair, Left of Stage, The others stand 
staring at him.) — 


GRAF. What do you mean? Arrest for what? 

KURT (quietly). I have killed the Archduke. 

GRAF. Killed the Archduke! Do you mean you have murdered him? 
KURT. Scarcely that: it was a fair duel. 


GRAF. (wringing her hands). Killed the Archduke in a duel! What an unheard- 
of scandal! Oh, we are ruined! 


BAR. (throwing his arms about). It is unbelievable! What, in Heaven’s name, 
were the seconds about to let such a thing happen? 


KURT (shortly). There were no seconds. 


GRAF. No seconds! An irregular duel? Worse and worse! What a scandal! What 
an appalling scandal! 


BAR. But how do you mean — no seconds? 


KURT. It was in the highest degree desirable that there should be no seconds, so 
that if the Archduke fell there would be no witnesses to know the why and 
wherefore of the duel. Of course there will be a scandal, but it will be a sealed 
scandal. 


GRAF. Our poor family! We are ruined. 


BAR. (persistently). But you are alive. You will have to give an account of what 
happened. 


KURT. There is only one way in which my account can be rendered. 
BAR. (after staring fixedly at him). You mean — ? 


KURT (quietly). Yes. I escaped arrest only by giving my parole to follow the 
Archduke into the next world as soon as might be. 


GRAF. A suicide in our family! What an appalling affair. People will never stop 
talking about it. 


ISA. It’s very unfortunate, isn’t it? 

GRAF, (crossing over to ISADORA). My poor child! 
(ISADORA dabs at her eyes.) 

(Enter VIKTORIA, dressed in Italian peasant costume.) 


VIK. I’m so sorry to be late. All these necklaces took such a time to fasten. 
Hullo, where did Kurt spring from? 


(KURT rises.) 
GRAF. He has brought some bad news. 


VIK. Oh, how dreadful. Anything very bad? It won’t prevent us from going to 
the ball, will it? It’s going to be a particularly gay affair. 


(A faint sound of a tolling bell is heard.) 


KURT. I don’t fancy there will be a ball tonight. The news has come as quickly 
as I have. The bells are tolling already. 


BAR. (dramatically). The scandal is complete! 
GRAF. I shall never forgive you, Kurt. 
VIK. But what has happened? 


KURT. I should like to say a few words to Isadora. Perhaps you will give us till 
nine o’clock to talk things over. 


GRAF. I suppose it’s the proper thing to do under the circumstances. Oh, why 
should I be afflicted with such a stupid son! 


(Exit the GRAFIN, followed by the BARON, who waves his arms about 
dramatically, and by PHILIP and VIKTORIA. PHILIP is explaining matters in 
whispers to the bewildered VIKTORIA as they go out.) 


ISA. (stupidly). This is very unfortunate, isn’t it? 


KURT. (leaning across table with sudden animation as the door closes on the 
others). Isadora, I have come to ask you to do something for me. The search 
party will arrive to arrest me at nine o’clock and I have given my word that they 
shall not find me alive. I’ve got less than twenty minutes left. You must promise 
to do what I ask you. 


ISA. What is it? 


KURT. I suppose it’s a strange thing to ask of a woman I’m betrothed to, but 
there’s really no one else who can do it for me. I want you to take a message to 


the woman I love. 
ISA. Kurt! 


KURT. Of course it’s not very conventional, but I knew her and loved her long 
before I met you, ever since I was eighteen. That’s only three years ago, but it 
seems the greater part of my life. It was a lonely and unhappy life, I remember, 
till she befriended me, and then it was like the magic of some old fairy-tale. 


ISA. Do I know who she is? 


KURT. You must have guessed that long ago. Your aunt will easily be able to 
get you an opportunity for speaking to her, and you must mention no name, give 
no token. Just say “I have a message for you.” She will know who it comes 
from. 


ISA. I shall be dreadfully frightened. What is the message? 
KURT. Just one word: “Good-bye.” 
ISA. It’s a very short message, isn’t it? 


KURT. It’s the longest message one heart ever sent to another. 

Other messages may fade away in the memory, but Time will keep on repeating 
that message as long as memory lasts. Every sunset and every night-fall will say 
good-bye for me. 


(The door swings open, and then slowly closes of its own accord. KURT 
represses a shiver.) 


ISA. (in a startled voice). What was that? Who opened the door? 


KURT. Oh, it’s nothing. It does that sometimes when — when — under 
circumstances like the present. They say it’s old Karl-Ludwig coming in. — 


ISA. I shall faint! 


KURT (in an agonized voice). Don’t you do anything of the sort. We haven’t 
time for that. You haven’t given me your promise; oh, do make haste. Promise 
you’ll give the message! (He seizes both her hands.) 


ISA. I promise. 


KURT. (kissing her hands). Thank you. (With a change to a lighter tone.) I say, 
you haven’t got a loaded revolver on you, have you? I came away in such a 
hurry I forgot to bring one. 


ISA. Of course I haven’t. One doesn’t take loaded revolvers to a masquerade 
ball. 


KURT. It must be Karl-Ludwig’s window then. (He unbuckles his sword and 
throws it into the armchair.) Oh, I forgot. This miniature mustn’t be found on 
me. Don’t be scandalized if I do a little undressing. (He picks up an illustrated 
paper from a stool near stove and gives it to ISADORA to hold open in front of 
her.) Here you are. (He proceeds to unbutton his tunic at the neck and breast 
and removes a miniature which is hung round his neck. He gazes at it for a 
moment, kisses it, gazes again, then drops it on the floor and grinds it to pieces 
with his heel. Then he goes to window, opens it and looks down.) I wish the night 
were darker; one can see right down to the flagstones of the courtyard. It looks 
awful, but it will look fifty times more horrible in eight minutes’ time. (He 
comes back to table and seats himself on its edge.) As I rode along on the way 
here it seemed such an easy thing to die, and now it’s come so close I feel sick 
with fear. Fancy a Von Jagdstein turning coward. What a scandal, as my dear 
mother would say. (He tries to pour out some brandy, but his hand shakes too 
much.) Do you mind pouring me out some brandy? I can’t steady my hand. 
(ISADORA fills a glass for him.) Thanks. No (Pushing it away), I won’t take it; 
if I can’t have my own courage I won’t have that kind. But I wish I hadn’t 
looked down just now. Don’t you know what it feels like to go down too quickly 
in a lift, as if one was racing one’s inside and winning by a neck? That’s what it 
will feel like for the first second, and then — (He hides his eyes a moment in his 
hands. ISADORA falls back in her chair in a faint. KURT looks up suddenly at 
clock.) 


KURT. Isadora! Say that the clock is a minute fast! (He looks towards her.) 
She’s fainted. Just what she would do. She isn’t a brilliant conversationalist, but 
she was some one to talk to. How beastly lonely it feels up here. Not a soul to 
say, “Buck up, Kurt, old boy!” Nothing but a fainting woman and Karl-Ludwig’s 
ghost. I wonder if his ghost is watching me now. I wonder if I shall haunt this 
room. What a rum idea. (Looks again at clock and gives a start.) I can’t die in 


three minutes’ time. O God! I can’t do it. It isn’t the jump that I shrink from now 
— it’s the ending of everything. It’s too horrible to think of. To have no more 
life! Isadora and the Baron and millions of stupid people will go on living, every 
day will bring them something new, and I shall never have one morsel of life 
after these three minutes. I can’t do it. (Falls heavily into chair, left of table.) Tl 
go away somewhere where no one knows me; that will be as good as dying. I 
told them they should not find me here alive. Well, I can slip away before they 
come. (He rises and moves towards door; his foot grinds on a piece of the 
broken miniature. He stoops and picks it up, looks hard and long at it, then 
drops it through his fingers. He turns his head slowly towards the clock and 
stands watching it. He takes handkerchief from his sleeve and wipes his mouth, 
returns handkerchief to sleeve, still watching the clock. Some seconds pass in 
silence.... The clock strikes the first stroke of nine. KURT turns and walks to the 
window. He mounts the window-seat and stands with one foot on the sill, and 
looks out and down. He makes the sign of the Cross... throws up his arms and 
jumps into space.) 


(The door opens and the GRAFIN enters, followed by an OFFICER. They look 
at the swooning ISADORA, then round the room for KURT.) 


GRAF. He is gone! 


OFFICER. He gave me his word that I should find him here at nine o’clock, and 
that I should come too late to arrest him. It seems he has tricked me! 


GRAF. A Von Jagdstein always keeps his word. 


(She stares fixedly at the open window. The OFFICER follows the direction of 
her gaze, goes over to window, looks out and down. He turns back to the room, 
straightens himself and salutes.) 
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ACT I 
Breakfast Room at Briony Manor. 


LUDOVIC fidgeting with papers at escritoire, L., occasionally writing. MRS. 
VULPY seated in armchair, R., with her back partially turned to him, glancing 
at illustrated papers. 


MRS. VULPY (with would-be fashionable drawl). So sweet of your dear cousin 
Agatha to bring me down here with her. Such a refreshing change from the dust 
and glare of Folkestone. 


LUD. (absently). Yes, I suppose so. 
MRS. V. And so unexpected. Her invitation took me quite by surprise. 


LUD. Dear Agatha is always taking people by surprise. She was born taking 
people by surprise; in Goodwood Week, I believe, with an Ambassador staying 
in the house who hated babies. So thoroughly like her. One feels certain that 
she’ ll die one of these days in some surprising and highly inconvenient manner; 
probably from snakebite on the Terrace of the House of Commons. 


MRS. V. I’m afraid you don’t like your cousin. 


LUD. Oh, dear, yes. I make it a rule to like my relations. I remember only their 
good qualities and forget their birthdays. (With increased animation, rising from 
his seat and approaching her.) Excuse the question, Mrs. Vulpy, are you a 
widow? 


MRS. V. I really can’t say with any certainty. 
LUD. YOU can’t say? 


MRS. V. With any certainty. According to latest mail advices from 
Johannesburg my husband, Mr. Peter Vulpy, was not expected by his medical 
attendants to last into the next week. On the other hand, a cablegram from the 
local mining organ to a City newspaper over here congratulates that genuine 
sportsman, Mr. P. Vulpy, on his recovery from his recent severe illness. There 
happens to be a Percival Vulpy in Johannesburg, so my present information is 


not very conclusive in either direction. Doctors and journalists are both so 
untrustworthy, aren’t they? 


LUD. Could your Mr. P. Vulpy be correctly described as a genuine sportsman? 


MRS. V. There was nothing genuine about Peter. I’ve never heard of his hitting 
even a partridge in anger, but he used to wear a horse-shoe scarf-pin, and I’ve 
known him to watch football matches, so I suppose he might be described as a 
sportsman. For all I know to the contrary, he may by this time have joined the 
majority, who are powerless to resent these intrusions, but my private impression 
is that he’s sitting up and taking light nourishment in increasing doses. 


LUD. How extremely unsatisfactory. 


MRS. V. Really, Mr. Bavvel, I think if any one is to mourn Mr. Vulpy’s 
continued existence I should be allowed that privilege. After all, he’s my 
husband, you know. Perhaps you are one of those who don’t believe that the 
marriage tie gives one any proprietary rights. 


LUD. Oh, most certainly I do. I am a prospective candidate for Parliamentary 
honours, and I believe in all the usual things. My objection to Mr. Vulpy’s 
inconvenient vitality is entirely impersonal. If you were in a state of widowhood 
there would be no obstacle to your marrying Trevor. (Resumes seat at escritoire, 
but sits facing her.) 


MRS. V. Marrying Trevor! Really, this is interesting. And why, pray, should I 
be singled out for that destiny? 


LUD. My dear Mrs. Vulpy, let me be absolutely frank with you. Honoured as we 
should be to welcome you into the family circle, I may at once confess that my 
solicitude is not so much to see you married to my nephew as to see him married 
to somebody; happily and suitably married of course, but anyhow — married. 


MRS. V. Indeed! 


LUD. Briefly, the gist of the business is this. Like most gifted young men, 
Trevor has a mother. 


MRS. V. Oh, I fancy I know that already. 


LUD. One could scarcely be at Briony for half an hour without making that 
discovery. 


MRS. V. Hortensia, Mrs. Bavvel, is not exactly one of those things that one can 
hide under a damask cheek, or whatever the saying is. 


LUD. Hortensia is a very estimable woman. Most estimable women are apt to be 
a little trying. Without pretending to an exhaustive knowledge on the subject, I 
should say Hortensia was the most trying woman in Somersetshire. Probably 
without exaggeration one of the most trying women in the West of England. My 
late brother Edward, Hortensia’s husband, who was not given to making original 
observations if he could find others ready-made to his hand, used to declare that 
marriage was a lottery. Like most popular sayings, that simile breaks down on 
application. In a lottery there are prizes and blanks; no one who knew her would 
think of describing Hortensia as either a prize or a blank. 


MRS. V. Well, no: she doesn’t come comfortably under either heading. 


LUD. My brother was distinguished for what is known as a retiring disposition. 
Hortensia, on the other hand, was dowered with a commanding personality. 
Needless to say she became a power in the household, in a very short time the 
only power — a sort of Governor-General and Mother Superior and political 
Boss rolled into one. A Catherine the Second of Russia without any of 
Catherine’s redeeming vices. 


MRS. V. An uncomfortable sort of person to live with. 


LUD. Hortensia did everything that had to be done in the management of a large 
estate — and a great deal that might have been left undone: she engaged and 
dismissed gardeners, decided which of the under-gamekeepers might marry and 
how much gooseberry jam should be made in a given year, regulated the speed 
at which perambulators might be driven through the village street and the 
number of candles which might be lighted in church on dark afternoons without 
suspicion of Popery. Almost the only periodical literature that she allowed in the 
house was the Spectator and the Exchange and Mart, neither of which showed 
any tendency to publish betting news. Halma and chess were forbidden on 
Sundays for fear of setting a bad example to the servants. 


MRS. V. If servants knew how often the fear of leading them astray by bad 
example holds us back from desperate wickedness, I’m sure they would ask for 


double wages. And what was poor Mr. Edward doing all this time? 


LUD. Edward was not of a complaining disposition, and for a while he endured 
Hortensia with a certain philosophic calm. Later, however, he gave way to golf. 


MRS. V. And Hortensia went on bossing things? 


LUD. From the lack of any organized opposition her autocracy rapidly 
developed into a despotism. Her gubernatorial energies overflowed the limits of 
the estate and parish, and she became a sort of minor power in the moral and 
political life of the county, not to say the nation. Nothing seemed to escape her 
vigilance, whether it happened in the Established Church or the servants’ hall or 
the Foreign Office. She quarrelled with the Macedonian policy of every 
successive Government, exposed the hitherto unsuspected Atheism of the nearest 
Dean and Chapter, and dismissed a pageboy for parting his hair in the middle. 
With equal readiness she prescribed rules for the better management of the 
Young Women’s Christian Association and the Devon and Somerset 
Staghounds. Briony used to be a favourite rendezvous for the scattered members 
of the family. Under the Hortensia regime we began to find the train service less 
convenient and our opportunities for making prolonged visits recurred at rare 
intervals. 


MRS. V. Didn’t her health wear out under all that strain of activity? 


LUD. With the exception of an occasional full-dress headache, Hortensia 
enjoyed implacable good health. We resigned ourselves to the prospect of the 
good lady’s rule at Briony for the rest of our natural lives. Then something 
happened which we had left out of our calculations. Edward caught a chill out 
otter-hunting and in less than a week Hortensia was a widow. We are what is 
known as a very united family, and poor dear Edward’s death affected us 
acutely. 


MRS. V. Naturally it would, coming so suddenly. 


LUD. At the same time, there was a rainbow of consolation irradiating our grief. 
Edward’s otherwise untimely decease seemed to promise the early dethronement 
of Hortensia. Trevor was twenty years of age and in the natural course of things 
he would soon be absolute master of Briony, and the relict of Edward Bavvel 
would be denuded of her despotic terrors and become merely a tiresome old 
woman. As I have said, we were all much attached to poor Edward, but 


somehow his funeral was one of the most cheerful functions that had been 
celebrated at Briony for many years. Then came a discovery that cast a genuine 
gloom over the whole affair. Edward had left the management of the estate and 
the control of his entire and very considerable fortune to Hortensia until such 
time as Trevor should take unto himself a wife. (Rises from seat and takes short 
steps up and down.) That was six long years ago and Trevor is still unmarried, 
unengaged, not even markedly attracted towards any eligible female. Hortensia, 
on the other hand, has — well, ripened, without undergoing any process of 
mellowing; rather the reverse. 


MRS. V. Aha! I begin to spot the nigger in the timber-yard. 
LUD. I beg your pardon? 


MRS. V. I begin to twig. Deprived by Trevor’s marriage of her control of the 
money-bags, Hortensia, as a domestic tyrant, would shrink down to bearable 
limits. 


LUD. (seating himself). Hortensia under existing circumstances is like a 
permeating dust-storm, which you can’t possibly get away from or pretend that 
it’s not there. Living with a comparatively modest establishment at the dower- 
house, she would be merely like Town in August or the bite of a camel — a 
painful experience which may be avoided with a little ordinary prudence. 


MRS. V. I don’t wonder that you’re keen on the change. 


LUD. Keen! There is no one on the estate or in the family who doesn’t include it 
in his or her private litany of daily wants. 


MRS. V. And I suppose Mrs. Bawvel is not at all anxious to see herself put on 
the shelf and does her best to head Mr. Trevor off from any immediate 
matrimonial projects? 


LUD. Of course Hortensia recognizes the desirability of Trevor ultimately 
finding a suitable consort, if only for carrying on the family. I’ve no doubt that 
one day she’ll produce some flabby little nonentity who will be flung into 
Trevor’s arms with a maternal benediction. 


MRS. V. Meantime you haven’t been able to get him to commit himself in any 
way. But perhaps his mother would break off any engagement she didn’t 


approve of? 


LUD. Oh, no fear of that. With all his inertness, Trevor has a wholesome strain 
of obstinacy in his composition. If he once gets engaged to a girl, he’ll marry 
her. The trouble is that his obstinacy takes the form of his refusing to be 
seriously attracted by any particular competitor. If patient, determined effort on 
the part of others would have availed he would have been married dozens of 
times, but a touch of real genius is required. That is why I appeal to you to help 
us. 


MRS. V. I suppose Agatha considers herself in the running? 


LUD. Poor Agatha has a perfect genius for supporting lost causes. I’ve no doubt 
she fancies she has an off chance of becoming Mrs. Trevor Bavvel. I’ve equally 
no doubt that she never will. Agatha is one of those unaccountable people who 
are impelled to keep up an inconsequent flow of conversation if they detect you 
trying to read a book or write a letter, and if you should be suffering from an 
acknowledged headache she invariably bangs out something particularly 
triumphant on the nearest piano by way of showing that she at least is not 
downhearted. Or if you want to think out some complicated problem she will 
come and sit by your side and read through an entire bulb catalogue to you, with 
explanatory comments of her own. No, we are all very fond of Agatha, but 
strictly as a cheerful inane sort of person to have about the house — some one 
else’s house for preference. 


MRS. V. And what about Miss Henessey? 


LUD. Oh, Clare; she’s a rattling good sort in her way, and at one time I used to 
hope that she and Trevor might hit it off. I think in his own sleepy way he was 
rather attracted to her. Unfortunately, she only pays rare visits here, and even 
that she has to keep dark. You see, she’s the favourite grandniece and 
prospective heiress of old Mrs. Packington — you’ve heard of Mrs. Packington? 


MRS. V. No; who is she? 


LUD. She lives near Bath, and she’s fabulously old, and fabulously rich, and 
she’s been fabulously ill for longer than any living human being can remember. I 
believe she caught a chill at Queen Victoria’s coronation and never let it go 
again. The most human thing about her is her dislike for Hortensia, who, I 
believe, once advised her to take more exercise and less medicine. The old lady 


has ever since alluded to her as a rattlesnake in dove’s plumage, and has more 
than once, with her dying breath, cautioned Clare against intercourse with 
Briony and its inhabitants. So, you see, there’s not much to be hoped for in that 
direction. 


MRS. V. Awfully provoking, isn’t it? What about Sybil Bomont? 


LUD. Ah, Sybil is the one ray of hope that I can see on the horizon. Personally, 
she’s rather too prickly in her temperament to suit me. She has a fatal gift for 
detecting the weak spots in her fellow humans and sticking her spikes into them. 
Matrimony is not reputed to be an invariable bed of roses, but there is no reason 
why it should be a cactus-hedge. However, she is clever enough to keep that side 
of her character to the wall whenever Trevor is alongside. 


MRS. V. And you think she’s got a good sporting chance with him? 


LUD. She isn’t losing any opportunities that come along, and I’m naturally 
trying my best to drive the game up her way, but the daily round at Briony 
doesn’t give us much help. We begin the day with solid breakfast businesses; 
then there are partridges to be tramped after, and Trevor takes his birds rather 
solemnly, as though it hurt him more than it does them, you know. In the 
evening a solid dinner, and then Bridge for such small stakes that even Agatha 
can’t lose enough in a fortnight to convince her that she can’t play. Then bed. 


MRS. V. Well, that’s not a very promising programme for any one who’s 
working a matrimonial movement. Couldn’t we get up something that would 
supply a few more openings? Why not theatricals? 


LUD. Theatricals? At Briony! You might as well suggest a massacre of 
Christian villagers. Hortensia looks on the stage and everything that pertains to it 
as a sort of early door to the infernal regions. 


MRS. V. What about a gymkhana? 


LUD. Infinitely worse. The mention of a gymkhana would suggest to 
Hortensia’s mind the unchastened restlesssness of the Anglo-Saxon grafted on to 
the traditional licentiousness of the purple East. The very word “gymkhana” 
reeks with an aroma of long drinks, sweepstakes, and betrayed husbands, and the 
usual things that are supposed to strew the social horizon east of Suez. 


MRS. V. Well, I’m afraid it’s hopeless. I give it up. 


LUD. (rising hastily from his seat). Dear Mrs. Vulpy, on no account give it up. I 
rely so much on your tact and insight and experience. You must think of 
something. I’m not a wealthy man, but if you help me to pull this through I 
promise you my gratitude shall take concrete shape. A commemorative bracelet, 
for instance have you any particular favourite stones? 

MRS. V. I love all stones — except garnets or moonstones. 


LUD. You think it unlucky to have moonstones? 


MRS. V. Oh, distinctly, if you’ve the chance of getting something more 
valuable. I adore rubies; they’re so sympathetic. 


LUD. [ll make a note of it. (Writes in pocketbook.) 
MRS. V. I gather that we’re to concentrate on Sybil? 


LUD. Sybil, certainly. And of course if there’s anything I can do to back you up 
— (Enter CLARE and SYBIL by door: Left back)... no, I don’t know that part of 
Switzerland; I once spent a winter at St. Moritz. 


(CLARE seats herself on couch, R. SYBIL takes chair in centre stage.) 


CLARE. You needn’t pretend you’re discussing Swiss health resorts, because 
you’re not. 


MRS. V. Oh, but we are, Miss Henessey. I was just saying Montreux was so — 


CLARE. You were discussing Trevor and possible Mrs. Trevors. My dear Mrs. 
Vulpy, it’s our one subject of discussion here. 


SYBIL. It’s a frightfully absorbing subject, especially for me. 
CLARE. Why for you especially? 


SYBIL. Oh, well, dear. 


LUD. We did touch on the subject, I admit, and Mrs. Vulpy has very kindly 
offered to help matters along in that direction if she can find an opportunity. 


SYBIL. Have you had bad news from South Africa? 
MRS. V. Oh, dear, no. My offer is quite disinterested. 
SYBIL. How noble of you. How do you propose to begin? 


MRS. V. Well, I was just suggesting a little departure from the usual routine of 
life here, something that would give an opening for a clever girl to bring a man 
to the scratch. But it seems that Mrs. Bavvel is rather against any of the more 
promising forms of entertainment. 


SYBIL. We’ve had the annual harvest thanksgiving, but Trevor was seedy and 
couldn’t help with the decorations. 


MRS. V. Harvest thanksgiving? 


CLARE. Yes, it’s one of our rural institutions. We get our com and most of our 
fruit from abroad, but we always assemble the local farmers and tenantry to give 
thanks for the harvest. So broadminded of us. It shows such a nice spirit for a 
Somersetshire farmer to be duly thankful for the ripening of the Carlsbad plum. 


MRS. V. Is Mrs. Bavvel never absent at dinner parties or anything of that sort? 
A little impromptu frolic is sometimes a great success. 


LUD. Now if you’re going to plot anything illicit I must really leave you. 
Hortensia is not in very great demand as a dinner guest, but she is taking me 
tomorrow to a meeting at Panfold in connexion with the opening of a Free 
Library there, and there will be a reception of some sort in the Town Hall 
afterwards. I entirely disapprove of anything of a festive nature taking place here 
behind her back, but — we shan’t be home much before midnight. It’s a fairly 
long drive. Understand, I entirely disapprove. 


(Gathers papers and Exits, door Left front.) 


SYBIL. This threatens to be rather sporting. What have you got up your sleeve? 


MRS. V. Oh, nothing, only why not beat up your men and girl friends at short 
notice and have a Cinderella? There’s a lovely floor in the morning room and a 
good piano, and you could have a scratch supper. 


CLARE. And how about the servants? Are we to beg them all individually to 
hold their tongues about the affair? 


MRS. V. Oh, of course Mrs. Bavvel would have to know about it next day. 


CLARE. It’s very well for you to talk like that, you’re a comparative stranger 
here, and I dare say you’d find a certain amount of amusement in the situation. 
Those of us who know what Hortensia is like when anything displeases her — 
well, it would simply be a case of Bradshaw at breakfast and a tea-basket at 
Yeovil. 


MRS. V. But then were playing to win; it’s a sort of coup detat. With the fun 
and excitement of the dancing and the music, and of course the sitting-out 
places, and, above all, the charming sense of doing something wrong, the betting 
is that Trevor will be engaged to one of you girls before the night’s out. And 
then the morrow can be left to take care of itself. 


SYBIL. It sounds lovely. I’m horribly frightened of Hortensia but I’m game to 
get up this dance. 


CLARE. A coup d’état is a wretchedly messy thing. It’s as bad as cooking with 
a chafing-dish; it takes such ages to clean things up afterwards. 


(Enter AGATHA door Right back, with two large baskets piled with asters, 
dahlias, etc., and long trails of ivy and brambles.) 


AGATHA. Hullo, you idle people. I’m just going to arrange the flowers. (Puts 
baskets down on escritoire.) 


SYBIL. Are you? Why? 


AGATHA. Oh, I always do when I’m here. (Begins slopping flowers and leaves 
about in inconvenient places.) 


MRS. V. We’re plotting to have a little impromptu dance here tomorrow night. 


AGATHA (spilling a lot of dahlias over MRS. VULPY). Oh, you dear things, 
how delightful! But whatever will Hortensia say? 


SYBIL. Hortensia is opening an Ear Hospital or Free Library or some such 
horror at Panfold, and won’t know about it till it’s all over, and then it will be 
too late to say much. 


CLARE. I fancy you’ll find that Hortensia’s motto will be “better late than 
never.” 


AGATHA. Oh, I fancy she’ll be rather furious. But what fun, all the same. But 
who will we get to come? 


SYBIL. Oh, we can get nine couples easily. There’s all the Abingdon house 
party, they’ll be dead nuts on it And Evelyn Bray plays dance music like a 
professional. 


AGATHA. What a lovely joke. I say — let’s make it a fancy dress affair while 
we’re about it. 


SYBIL. Oh, let’s have fireworks on the lawn and Salome dances and a looping- 
the-loop performance. 


AGATHA. That’s talking nonsense. But fancy dress is so easily managed. I went 
to a ball in North Devon three years ago as Summer, and it was all done at a 
moment’s notice. Just a dress of some soft creamy material with roses in my hair 
and a few sprays of flowers round the skirt. I’ve got the dress with me 
somewhere, and it wouldn’t need very much alteration. 


SYBIL. It will only want letting out a bit at the waist, and you can call yourself 
“St. Martin’s Summer.” 


AGATHA. How dare you say such things! Really, you’re the most spiteful 
tongued person I know. I should think you’d better go as an East Wind. 


SYBIL. My dear Agatha, I’m not one of the Babes in the Wood, so I wish you’d 
stop covering me with leaves. And don’t let us start quarrelling. Of course 
you’re as jumpy as a grasshopper at the idea of this dance, and I suppose you 
flatter yourself that you’re going to pull it off with Trevor. Because a man has 


refused you twice there’s no particular reason for supposing that he’ll accept you 
at the third bidding. It’s merely a superstition. 


AGATHA (furiously). You utterly odious fablemonger! I suppose it’s 
considered clever to say ill-natured, untrue things about people you happen to be 
jealous of. 


MRS. V. My dear girls, don’t waste time in a sparring match. There’s no sense 
quarrelling when we want to get our little scheme started. 


SYBIL. I don’t want to quarrel; I’m only too ready to be accommodating all 
round. If I do chance to land a certain eligible individual in my net I’m quite 
willing to turn my second-best prospect over to any one that applies for him; 
quite a darling, with a decent rent roll, and a perfect martyr to asthma; ever so 
many climates that he can’t live in, and you’ll have to keep him on a gravel soil. 
Awfully good arrangement. A husband with asthma has all the advantages of a 
captive golf-ball; you always know pretty well where to put your hand on him 
when you want him. 


AGATHA. But if I had a really nice man for a husband I should want him to be 
able to come with me wherever I went. 


SYBIL. A woman who takes her husband about with her everywhere is like a cat 
that goes on playing with a mouse long after she’s killed it. 


MRS. V. First catch your mouse. Which brings us back to the subject of the 
dance. I think we agree that fancy dress is out of the question? 


CLARE. There wouldn’t be time. 


MRS. V. Well, why not make it a sheet-and-pillow-case dance? (They all stare 
at her.) Quite simple, every one drapes themselves in sheets, with a folded 
pillow-case arranged as a head-dress, and a little linen mask completes the 
domino effect. No trouble, only takes ten minutes to arrange, and at a given time 
every one sheds their masks and headgear, and the sheets make a most effective 
sort of Greek costume. Lulu Duchess of Dulverton gave quite a smart sheet-and- 
pillow-case at Bovery the other day. 


AGATHA. Was it respectable? 


MRS. V. Absolutely. Oh, do take your blessed bramble-bush somewhere else. 
(AGATHA, who has impaled MRS. VULPY’S skirt on a trail of briars, makes 
violent efforts to disentangle her.) No, please leave my skirt where it is. I only 
want the brambles removed. 


AGATHA. That’s the worst of briars, they do catch on to one’s clothes so. 


MRS. V. That is one of the reasons why I never sit down in a bramble patch for 
choice. Of course, if one has a tame hedge following one about the house, one 
can’t help it. 


AGATHA (gathering up remains of her foliage). Well, I shall go and do the 
dining-room vases now and leave you irritable things to work out the dance 
programme. Pll think out a list of people we can invite. 

[Exit, door Left front. 


CLARE. Agatha would be almost tolerable in the Arctic regions where the 
vegetation is too restricted to be used as house decoration. 


SYBIL. Look here, Pll bike over to the Abingdons’ and get things in marching 
order there. I’ve just time before lunch. You’re going to help us, I suppose, 
Clare? 


CLARE. Oh, if you are all bent on having a domestic earthquake, PII stand in 
with you. PI send notes over to Evelyn and the Drummond boys. But I know the 
whole thing will be a horrid fizzle. 


SYBIL. YOU dear old thing. You always turn up trumps when it comes to the 
pinch. 


CLARE. If you dare to call me a dear old thing PII allude to you in public as a 
brave little woman. So there. 


MRS. V. Well, if you two are going to start sparring, I shall go and write letters. 
[Exit, MRS. VULPY, door R. back. 


CLARE. There’s something I don’t like about that woman. She looks at me 
sometimes in a way that’s almost malicious. What on earth did Agatha bring her 
down here for? 


SYBIL. Mrs. Vulpy is somewhat of a rough diamond, no doubt. 


CLARE. SO many people who are described as rough diamonds turn out to be 
merely rough paste. 


SYBIL. Even paste has its uses. 


CLARE. Oh, afflictions of most kinds have their uses, I suppose, but one needn’t 
go out of one’s way to import them. (Exit SYBIL, R. back; Enter TREVOR, L. 
back; he is about to sit on couch.) Be careful where you sit, Trevor. Agatha has 
been shedding bits of bramble all over the room. (They both begin picking bits of 
leaf, etc., off the couch.) When that parable was being read at prayers this 
morning about going to the hedges and by-ways to fetch in the halt and the blind, 
I couldn’t help thinking Agatha wouldn’t have stopped at that: she’d have 
brought in the hedges as well. 


TREVOR (seating himself with caution on couch). I’ve just had about a 
wheelbarrow-load of gorse prickles removed from the cozy corner in the 
smoking-room. 


CLARE. Gorse prickles? (Seats herself on couch.) 


TREVOR. Agatha said it was a Japanese design. If it had been an accident I 
could have forgiven it. I say, Clare, do you know you have got rather beautiful 
eyes? 


CLARE. How should I know, you’ve never mentioned it before. 


TREVOR. Oh, well, I noticed it long ago, but it takes me ages to put my 
thoughts into words. 


CLARE. That’s rather unfortunate where compliments are concerned. By the 
time it occurs to you to tell me that I’ve got a nice profile I shall probably have 
developed a double chin. 


TREVOR. And that will be the time when you’ll be best pleased at being told 
you’ve got a nice profile. So you see there’s some sense in holding back a 
compliment. 


CLARE. Well, don’t be horrid and sensible, just when you were beginning to be 
interesting. It’s not often one catches you in the mood for paying compliments. 
Please begin over again. 


TREVOR. Item, a pair of beautiful eyes, one rather nice chin, with power to add 
to its number. Quite a lot of very pretty hair, standing in its own grounds — or is 
it semi-detached? 


CLARE. I don’t think your compliments are a bit nice; I don’t mind how long 
you keep them back. 


TREVOR. I haven’t finished yet. (Takes her hand.) Do you know, Clare, you’ve 
got the most charming hand in the world, because it’s a friendly hand. I think if 
you were once friends with a fellow you’d always be friends with him, even — 


CLARE. Even — ? 
TREVOR. Even if you married him, and that’s saying a great deal. 


CLARE. I think if I liked a man well enough to marry him I should always be 
the best of friends with him. 


(Enter LUDOVIC, bustles over to escritoire.) 


LUD. (as they let go each others hands). Hullo, has Trevor been telling you your 
fortune? 


CLARE (rising). Nothing so romantic; he’s been explaining the finger-print 
system of criminal investigation. If I ever strangle Agatha in a moment of 
justifiable irritation Trevor will be a most damaging witness. 


(LUDOVIC rings bell and then seats himself at escritoire.) 
TREVOR. Shall I be disturbing you if I smoke a cigarette here? 


LUD. Not in the least. I like seeing people idle when I’m occupied. It gives me 
the impression that I’m working so much harder than I am. 


CLARE. Don’t be long over your cigarette, Trevor, you’ve got to be let into a 
conspiracy that Mr. Ludovic isn’t supposed to know anything about. — [Exit 


CLARE. 


TREVOR. Are they plotting to give you a birthday present or something of that 
sort? 


LUD. Nothing so laudable. 

(Enter WILLIAM, R. front.) 

WILL. Did you ring, sir? 

LUD. Yes, just arrange the flowers. 


WILL. Yes, sir. (Gathers up flowers and foliage from various places where 
AGATHA has stacked and strewn them and proceeds to re-arrange them with 
considerable taste.) 


LUD. (to TREVOR). NO, it’s your despotic mother who mustn’t get wind of the 
plot. I am merely the innocent by-stander. 


TREVOR. I’m awfully fond of my mother of course, but I must admit things 
would be a little more comfortable if she wasn’t quite so-so — 


LUD. Exactly. But she always has been and she always will be. As regards 
household affairs, of course I’ve no right to express an opinion, but her constant 
supervision of the political affairs of the neighbourhood is extremely 
embarrassing to the Party. My prospective candidature down here is becoming 
more and more doubtful under the circumstances. Hortensia is not content with 
having her finger in the pie, she wants to put the whole dish into her pocket. 


WILL. (who is standing near doorway). Mrs. Bavvel is crossing the hall, sir. 


LUD. (becomes violently busy at escritoire). The factory system in East Prussia 
presents many interesting points of comparison — (Enter HORTENSIA, R. 
LUDOVIC rises.) Ah, Hortensia. 


HOR. William, what are you doing here? 


WILL. Arranging the flowers, ma’am. 


HOR. They don’t want arranging every day. They were arranged only yesterday. 
(Seats herself on chair in centre of stage. LUDOVIC resumes seat.) 


WILL. It was brought on prematurely, ma’am. 


LUD. Agatha had been trying some new effects in autumnal foliage; I told 
William to put things straight a bit. 


HOR. I see. And where is Adolphus? 


WILL. The cockatoo, ma’am? She’s drying in the pantry after her bath. 
Hor. It’s not his day for a bath. He always bathes on Thursday. 


WILL. She seemed restless, as if she wanted it, ma’am. 
HOR. In future, remember he bathes on Thursdays only. And, William — 
WILL. Yes, ma’am. 


HOR. I think I’ve spoken about it before. You always hear me allude to the 
cockatoo as he, or Adolphus, therefore you are not to speak of him in the 
feminine gender. 


WILL. Yes, ma’am. — [Exit, L. front. 


HOR. A quiet-mannered boy and always behaves reverently at prayers, but I’m 
afraid he’s inclined to be opinionated. What coverts are you shooting this 
afternoon, Trevor? 


TREVOR. The other side of the long plantation. 


HOR. I understand that you are employing one of the Brady boys as a beater. I 
do not approve of the selection. Kindly discontinue his services. 


TREVOR. But, mother, the Bradys are dreadfully poor. 


HOR. Not deservingly poor. Mrs. Brady is the most thriftless woman in the 
parish. Some people can’t help being poor, but Mrs. 

Brady is poor as if she enjoyed it. I’m not going to have that sort of thing 
encouraged. 


LUD. (rising from seat). There is another aspect of the matter which I think you 
are losing sight of, Hortensia. Mrs. Brady may be poor in this world’s goods, but 
she is rich in relatives. She has a husband and one or two uncles, and at least 
three brothers, and they all have votes. The non-employment of the Brady boy 
may lose us all those votes at the next election. 


HOR. My dear Ludovic, I am not inattentive to local political needs. I supervise 
the issue of pamphlets dealing with the questions of the day to all electors, in 
monthly instalments. When the next election comes you may be sure it won’t 
take me by surprise. 


LUD. No, but the result may. (Resumes his seat.) 


HOR. Trevor, oblige me by taking an amended list of beaters to the head-keeper, 
with the Brady boy left out. Go now, or you will forget. 


TREVOR (rising unwillingly). As you will, mother. He made a very good 
beater, you know. 


HOR. But not a suitable one. (Exit TREVOR. LUDOVIC throws up his hands.) 
Who is this Mrs. Vulpy that Agatha has brought down? I don’t care for the look 
of her. 


LUD. I believe Agatha met her at Folkestone. 


HOR. That doesn’t make it any better. Agatha says she’s seen trouble, but she 
doesn’t explain what sort of trouble. Some women see trouble with their eyes 
open. 


LUD. I believe she has a husband in Johannesburg. 


HOR. To have a husband in Johannesburg might be a source of anxiety or 
inconvenience, but it can hardly be called seeing trouble. 


LUD. Agatha is so good-natured that she’s very easily imposed on. 


HOR. I wish her good nature would occasionally take the form of consulting 
other people’s interests. I suppose this Mrs. Vulpy is married after a fashion, 
though we really know nothing about her. She may be merely a husband-hunting 


adventuress, and of course Trevor is sufficiently important as a matrimonial 
prize to attract that sort of woman. Agatha ought to be more careful. 


LUD. Wouldn’t it be as well, in view of such dangers, if Trevor were to bestir 
himself to find a suitable wife? 


HOR. Nothing of the sort. I must ask you not to give him any advice of that sort. 
Trevor is far younger than his years, and there is no need to suggest marriage to 
him for a long while to come. If I thought he had any present intentions that way 
I should be far more particular what sort of girls I had staying down here. Sybil 
Bomont and Miss Henessey, for instance, I’ve no objections to them as guests, 
but I should require quite a different type of young woman for a daughter-in-law. 


LUD. Trevor may have his own views on the subject. 

HOR. Hitherto he has expressed none. I must go and write to the Bishop. 
LUD. About Trevor? 

HOR. (rising). No. About the Dean of Minehead. 

LUD. What has the Dean been doing? 


HOR. He has treated me with flippancy. I had written asking if he could give me 
any material for a lecture I am going to give next week on the Puritan movement 
in England. He replies on a postcard (reads): “The Puritan movement was a 
disease, wholesome though irritating, which was only malignant if its after 
effects were not guarded against.” Things have come to a disgraceful pass when 
a Church dignitary can treat the Puritan movement in that spirit. 


LUD. Perhaps the Dean was only exercising a little clerical humour. 


HOR. I don’t think the subject lends itself to jest, and I certainly don’t intend 
that my lecture shall be regarded in a spirit of frivolity. I’ve something better to 
do than provide an outlet for Deanery humour. My letter to the Bishop will 
contain some pretty plain speaking. 


LUD. My dear Hortensia, the Dean of Minehead is one of the few churchmen in 
these parts who give us political support. It would be rather unfortunate to fall 
out with him. 


HOR. In my opinion, it would be still more unfortunate to tolerate post-card 
flippancies on serious subjects from men in his position. I shall ask the Bishop, 
among other things, whether it is not high time that certain clerical clowns 
ceased their unfair competition with the music-halls. 


(Exit HORTENSIA, R. back. LOTOVIC goes through pantomime of tragic 
disgust.) 


(Enter BUTLER, L. back.) 
BUTLER. Mr. St. Gall to see you, sir. 
LUD. Rene! What on earth brings him down here? Show him in. 


(Exit BUTLER, L. back. Enter RENE, L. back, crosses stage without shaking 
hands, looks at himself in mirror, R.) 


RENE. [ve lost my mother. 


LUD. (wheeling round in chair). Do I understand you to mean that your mother 
is dead? 


RENE (who has carefully settled himself in armchair, R.). Oh, nothing so 
hackneyed. I don’t think my mother will ever die as long as she can get credit. 
She was a Whortleford, you know, and the Whortlefords never waste anything. 
No, she’s simply disappeared and I was wired for. It was most inconvenient. 


LUD. But can’t she be found? 


RENE. The butler says she can’t. Personally I haven’t tried. Only got down late 
last night. And I’ve had to come away with simply nothing to wear. I’ve been in 
Town for the last three days having some clothes made, and I was to have had 
two new lounge suits tried on this morning for the first time. Naturally I’m a bit 
upset. 


LUD. But about your mother’s disappearance — aren’t you doing anything? 


RENE. Oh, everything that could be done at short notice. We’ve notified the 
police and the family solicitors and consulted a crystal-gazer, and we’ve told the 


dairy to send half a pint less milk every day till further notice. I can’t think of 
anything else to do. It’s the first time I’ve lost a mother, you know. 


LUD. But do you mean to say there’s absolutely no trace of her? Why, I saw her 
in church only last Sunday. 


RENE. I expect they’ve looked for her there; but the butler says they’ve 
searched everywhere. The servants have been awfully kind and helpful about it. 
They say they must put their trust in Christian Science, and go on drawing their 
wages as if nothing had happened. That’s all very well, but no amount of 
Christian Science will help me to be fitted on when I’m here and my clothes are 
in Sackville Street, will it? 


LUD. I think you might show a little natural anxiety and emotion. 


RENE. But I am showing emotion in a hundred little ways if you’d only notice 
them. To begin with, I’m walking about practically naked. This suit I’ve got on 
was paid for last month, so you may judge how old it is. And that reminds me, I 
wish you’d do something for me. Something awfully kind and pet-lamb in my 
hour of trouble. Lend me that emerald scarf-pin that you hardly ever wear. It 
would go so well with this tie and I should forget how shabbily I’m dressed. 


LUD. It would go so well that it would forget to find its way back again. Things 
that are lent to you, Rene, are like a hopeless passion, they’re never returned. In 
the light of past experience I absolutely refuse to lend you a thirty-guinea scarf- 
pin. 


RENE. How true it is that when one weeps one weeps alone. Anyway, you 
might lend me your pearl and turquoise one; the pearl is a very poor one, and it 
can’t be worth anything like thirty guineas. 


LUD. I don’t see why I should be expected to make you a present of it, even if it 
only cost five. 


RENE. Oh, well, after all, I’ve lost a mother. I make less fuss about that than 
you do at the prospect of separation from a five-guinea scarf-pin. You might 
show a little kindness to a poor grass orphan. And, Ludovic, now that you’ve 
practically given way on that matter, I want you to tum your attention to 
something that’s been worrying me dreadfully of late. 


LUD. Gracious, what have you been doing now? 


RENE. Oh, it isn’t now, the mischief was done twenty-three years ago, and then 
it wasn’t exactly my doing. It’s just this, that I’m twenty-three years old. If my 
mother had only held me over a matter of four years I should be nineteen now, 
which is the only age worth being. Women always rush things so. I shouldn’t 
mind so much being twenty-three if I had the money to carry it off well. The 
mater does the best she can for me; she can’t afford me an allowance, but she 
borrows money whenever she can from friends and acquaintances, and sends me 
haphazard cheques. It’s quite exciting getting a letter from home. Of course that 
sort of thing can’t go on indefinitely, and now that my only source of income has 
disappeared without leaving a postal address things have nearly come to a crisis. 
One can’t treat life indefinitely as a prolonged Saturday-to-Monday. There are 
always the Tuesdays to be reckoned with. 


LUD. I don’t like to suggest anything so unbecoming as an occupation, but can’t 
you manage to get entangled with a salary of some sort? 


RENE. It’s not so beastly easy. I’ve tried designing posters, and for three weeks 
I was assistant editor of a paper devoted to fancy mice. The devotion was all on 
one side. Now, Ludovic, if you’d only do what you sometimes half promised to 
do, and make me your personal private secretary, and let me do Parliamentary 
correspondence for you, and tell female deputations that they can’t see you 
because you’re in your bath, and all that sort of thing that a busy man can’t do 
for himself — 


LUD. My dear boy, I’m not at the present moment a member of Parliament, I’m 
not even standing as a candidate. 


RENE. But, Ludo, why aren’t you? You know you’ve had a hankering that way 
for a long time, and you can easily afford it. And it isn’t a difficult job. All one 
has to do is to boil with indignation at discreet intervals over something — the 
Jews in Russia or impurity in beer or lawlessness in the Church of England. It 
doesn’t matter particularly what, as long as you really boil. The public likes a 
touch of the samovar about its representatives. And, then, if you want to be a 
Parliamentary wit, that isn’t difficult nowadays. If the Government is making a 
mess of Persian affairs just mew like a Persian kitten whenever a Minister gets 
up to speak. It isn’t anything really hard I’m asking of you. 


LUD. Thanks very much for coaching me. But an indispensable preliminary to 
all this brilliance is that I should be elected. 


RENE. You could easily get a seat down here if you wanted to. They’ve always 
wanted one of the Bavvels to stand, and old Spindleham is not likely to last 
another session, so the ball is practically at your feet. 


LUD. My dear René, under present circumstances Briony would be an 
impossible headquarters from which to conduct an election campaign. Have you 
considered that Hortensia would have her finger in the pie all the time? She 
would speak at my meetings and pledge me to the most appalling social and 
political doctrines. She would get down the most unfortunate specimens of the 
party to support me — in fact, by the time election day came round I should feel 
inclined to vote against myself. I should very probably be defeated, and if I got 
in Hortensia would look on me as her nominee, sent to Westminster to represent 
her views on every subject under the sun. I shouldn’t have half an hour’s peace. 
No, as long as Hortensia remains in the foreground I shan’t contest a seat in this 
part of the country. That’s absolutely certain. 


RENE. Ludovic, this Hortensia business is getting to be absurd. Everything you 
want to do down here you run up against Hortensia, Mrs. Bavvel. When are you 
going to get Trevor married and the old woman dethroned? 


LUD. My dear Rene, as if we hadn’t tried! Talk about bringing a horse to the 
water, we’ve brought water to the horse, gallons of it, and put it right under his 
nose. We’ve advertised eligible young women as if they had been breakfast 
foods. 


RENE. And here am I, twenty-three years old, expecting to wait indefinitely for 
my secretaryship and my daily bread until Trevor chooses to suit himself with a 
wife. It’s really ridiculous. That’s the worst of you middle-aged folks, if I may 
say so without offence. You’re so jolly well content to wait for things to happen. 
It’s only the old and the quite young who really know the value of hurry. 


LUD. But, bless my soul, we can’t compel Trevor to marry. 


RENE. It’s absurd of him to persist in celibacy that he isn’t qualified for. He’s 
decent enough in his way, but he hasn’t got the strength of character to fit him 
for the graver responsibilities of bachelorhood. Can’t he be rushed into marrying 
somebody? 


LUD. Rushing Trevor is not exactly a hopeful operation. It’s rather suggestive of 
stampeding a tortoise; at the same time, I may tell you in confidence that 
something desperate of that nature is going to be tried tomorrow night in the 
absence of Hortensia and myself at Panfold. 


RENE. Oh, Ludovic! What? 


LUD. You must ask Sybil or some of the others for details. I know nothing about 
it and entirely disapprove, but the idea originated with me. Hush! 


(Enter HORTENSIA, door R. back.) 
(LUDOVIC and RENE rise to their feet.) 


HOR. I want you to read my letter to the Bishop. Oh, Mr. St. Gall. I didn’t know 
the neighbourhood was honoured with your presence. I needn’t ask if you’re on 
a holiday; that is a permanent condition with you, I believe. 


LUD. Mr. St. Gall has lost his mother — she’s disappeared. 


HOR. Disappeared! What an extraordinary thing to do. Had she any reasons for 
disappearing? 


RENE. Oh, several, but my mother would never do anything for a reason. 
HOR. But was anything troubling her? (Sits chair centre of stage.) 


RENE. Oh, nothing of that kind. She’s one of those people with a conscience 
silk-lined throughout. 


LUD. Has she any relatives that she might have gone to? 


RENE. Relatives? None that she’s on speaking terms with. She was a 
Whortleford, you know, and the Whortlefords don’t speak. There is a cousin of 
hers, a Canon, somewhere in the Midlands; he’s got peculiar views — he 
believes in a future life, or else he doesn’t, I forget which. The mater and he used 
to be rather chummy, but a hen came in between them. 


HOR. A hen? 


RENE. Yes, a bronze Orpington or some such exotic breed; the mater sold it to 
him at a rather exotic price. It turned out afterwards that the bird was an 
abstainer from the egg habit, and the Canon wanted his money back. I read some 
of the letters that passed between them. I don’t think the mater is likely to have 
gone there. 


HOR. But there is an alarming side to this disappearance which you don’t seem 
to appreciate. Something dreadful may have happened. 


RENE. It has. I had been measured for two lounge suits, one of them in a rather 
taking shade of copper beech, and they were to have been tried on for the first 
time this morning — 


LUD. (hurriedly). As everything is naturally rather at sixes and sevens at the 
Oaks, I have asked St. Gall to stay to lunch. I suppose we can give him a bite of 
something? 


HOR. (coldly). I am always glad to show hospitality to your friends, Ludovic. 
PIl read you my letter to the Bishop at a more convenient moment. I’m just 
going to see Laura Gubbings; she’s going out to Afghanistan as a missionary, 
you know. That country has been scandalously neglected in the way of 
missionary effort. 


LUD. There are considerable political and geographical difficulties in the way. 
HOR. Not insuperable, however. 


LUD. Perhaps not, but extremely likely to expand. We usually set out on these 
affairs with the intention of devoting a certain amount of patient effort in making 
the natives reasonably glad at the introduction of mission work; then we find 
ourselves involved in a much bigger effort to make them reasonably sorry for 
having killed the missionaries. 


HOR. Really, Ludovic, your reasoning is preposterous. I should be the first to 
oppose anything in the shape of armed aggression in Central Asia. 


LUD. If you would oppose Miss Gubbings’ missionary designs on that region I 
should feel more comfortable. 


RENE. I say, can’t she take me with her? 


HOR. I don’t really see in what capacity you could be included in a mission 
party. 


RENE. I could give my famous imitation of a nautch-girl. That would fetch the 
Afghans in shoals, and then Miss Gubbings could hold overflow meetings and 
convert them. 


HOR. A nautch-girl? 


RENE. Yes, I did it for some friends at St. Petersburg and they just loved it. 
They said I got as far East as any one could be expected to go. If I wasn’t 
suffering under a domestic bereavement I’d do it for you now. 


HOR. Not at Briony, thank you! St. Petersburg may applaud such performances 
if it pleases. From the things I’ve heard from there — 


RENE. Oh, for the matter of that, the things one hears about the Afghans — 
there is a proverb in that country — 


LUD. (hurriedly). In any case Miss Gubbings is hardly likely to accept your 
collaboration in her labours. 


HOR. Miss Gubbings is going out with a religious mission, not with a cafe 
chantant. From your description of your performance and from what I can guess 
of its nature, I don’t think it would be likely to enhance either our moral or 
national reputation in the eyes of the Ameer’s subjects. (Rises from chair.) A 
boy masquerading as a nautch-girl! [Exit HORTENSIA, door L. front. 


RENE. Another avenue of employment closed to me. By the way, where is 
Trevor? I want to ask him to lend me some sleeve-links. These ones won’t go at 
all with the scarf-pin you’re lending me. 


LUD. You’ll probably find him at the headkeeper’s lodge. Lunch is at one sharp. 
[Exit RENE, door L. hack. 
Now perhaps I can have a few moments to myself and the Prussian Factory Acts. 


(Enter SPARROWBY, R. back.) 


SPAR. (seating himself astride of chair, centre). I say, I wish you’d do 
something to help me. 


LUD. (looks over shoulder and then back to pamphlet). If it’s anything in the 
way of sleeve-links or scarf-pins you’re too late. 


SPAR. Oh, nothing of that sort — 


LUD. Or are you looking for a strayed relative? I can get you the address of a 
crystal-gazer. 


SPAR. Oh, no, I haven’t lost any one; quite the reverse, dear old chap, I’ve 
found her. 


LUD. (half turning round). Not Mrs. St. Gall? 


SPAR. Mrs. St. Gall! Dear, no. I’ve found the one woman I could ever want to 
make my wife, and I want you to help me to pull it off. 


LUD. (returning to the perusal of his pamphlet). Oh, I see. Delighted to be of 
any use to you. I don’t quite know how you pull these things off, and I’m rather 
occupied these days, but on Wednesday next, in the early part of the afternoon, I 
can spare you an hour: or two. (Cuts page of pamphlet and continues reading.) 


SPAR. Oh, but one can’t fix a precise time for that sort of thing. The trouble I’m 
in is that she won’t be serious about it. She — 


LUD. What does “Bewegungslosigkeit” mean in English? 


SPAR. Oh, I don’t know, it’s a German word, isn’t it? I don’t know any 
German. (LUDOVIC consults dictionary.) She treats it as a sort of temporary 
infatuation on my part. She won’t realize how hopelessly I’m in love with her. 


LUD. (yawning). I thought it was the hopelessness of your suit that she did 
realize. Who is the lady? 


SPAR. Sybil Bomont. 


LUD. (leaping round in his seat and letting dictionary fall). Impossible! Out of 
the question. You mustn’t think of marrying Sybil Bomont. 


SPAR. But I can think of nothing else. Why mustn’t I marry her? 


LUD. You must dismiss the matter completely from your mind. Go fishing in 
Norway or fall in love with a chorus girl. There are heaps of chorus girls who are 
willing to marry commoners if you set the right way about it. But you mustn’t 
think of Sybil Bomont. 


SPAR. But what is the objection? Surely there’s no madness in her family? 


LUD. (contemplatively). Madness, no. Oh, no. At least not that one knows of. 
Certainly her father lives at West Kensington, but he is sane on most other 
subjects. 


SPAR. Then what is this mysterious obstacle? There is nothing against me, I 
suppose? I am fairly well off as far as income is concerned. 


LUD. Ah! And to what sort of environment are you proposing to take this young 
girl, who has been carefully brought up and kept shielded from the coarser 
realities of life? 


SPAR. Well, I live very quietly in the country and farm a few acres of my own. 


LUD. Precisely: I had heard stories to that effect. Now, my dear Sparrowby, the 
moral atmosphere of a farm, however amateur and non-paying the farm may be, 
is most unsuitable for a young woman who has been brought up in the seclusion 
of a town life. Farming involves cows, and I consider that cows carry the 
maternal instinct to indelicate excess. They seem to regard the universe in 
general as an imperfectly weaned calf. And then poultry — you must admit that 
the private life of the domestic barn-door fowl — well, there’s remarkably little 
privacy about it. 


SPAR. But, my dear Bavvel — 


LUD. And are you quite sure that you are free to pay court to Miss Bomont — 
that you have no other entanglements? 


SPAR. Entanglements? Why, certainly not. 
LUD. Think a moment. What about Miss Clifford? 


SPAR. Agatha Clifford! You must be dreaming. I haven’t the ghost of an 
entanglement with her. 


LUD. I thought I saw you both on rather intimate terms at breakfast this 
morning. 


SPAR. (indignantly). She upset a sardine on to my knees. 
LUD. I suppose you encouraged her to. 
SPAR. Encouraged her! Why, it ruined a pair of flannel trousers. 


LUD. Well, I expect her sardine was just as irrevocably damaged. Anyway, you 
condoned her action; I heard you tell her that it didn’t matter. 


SPAR. Oh, I had to say that. What else could one say? 


LUD. If any one upset a sardine on to my lap I should find no difficulty in 
keeping the conversation from flagging. The difficulty would be to avoid saying 
too much. In your case I think you were rather too eloquently silent. The spilling 
of a sardine on to your lap may seem a small thing to you, but you must 
remember that women attach more importance to these trifles than we do. 
Believe me, I have watched your perhaps unconscious attentions to Miss 
Clifford with interest, and if anything I can do — 


SPAR. But I assure you — 


(Enter AGATHA and SYBIL, door L. back.) 


AGATHA. Everything’s going splendidly. Every one whom we’ve asked is 
coming, and Cook has been given a dark hint to have some fruit salads and 
mayonnaise and that sort of thing accidentally on hand — Oh, I forgot you 
weren’t to know anything about it. Promise that you’ll forget that you heard 
anything. 


LUD. I assure you I heard nothing. I was struggling with some technicalities in a 
German pamphlet. Dear Miss Bomont, do show me where I can find a better 
dictionary than this one. 


SYBIL. Come along. There’s one somewhere in the library. 


LUD. And, Agatha — Mr. Sparrowby wants you to help him to dig up some 
ferns for a rockery he’s making at home. 


(LUDOVIC holds door, L. front, open for SYBIL, both Exit.) 
SPAR. I say — 


AGATHA (cheerfully). By all means; let’s come now. I love rooting up ferns. 
Here are some baskets. (Fishes three large garden baskets out of chest.) 


SPAR. But it’s nearly lunch-time, and I don’t really — 


AGATHA. Never mind lunch. There’s sure to be something cold that we can 
peck at if we’re late. Come on; the trowels are out in the tool-shed. I know a 
lovely damp wood where we can grub about for hours. 


SPAR. But I’ve got rheumatism. 
AGATHA. So have I. Come on. 
(Gives him two baskets to carry and leads the way off by door, R. back.) 


CURTAIN 


ACT Il 
The Hall. Briony Manor. 


(CLARE and TREVOR seated on couch, centre of stage. Enter AGATHA, door 
L., passes behind them. All three dressed in sheet costume, with hood thrown 
back, no masks.) 


AGATHA. I say, Trevor, it’s going splendidly! [Exit AGATHA, door R. back. 


CLARE. If you ask me, it’s going as flat as can be. No one seems to want to 
dance, and Cook is scared to death and has only sent us up half the amount of 
supper that we asked for. 


TREVOR. There’s enough to drink, anyhow; I saw to that. I went down to the 
cellar myself. 


CLARE. Yes, and the result will be that just when we want to be hurrying every 
one off the premises they’ll be getting festive and reckless, and your august and 
awful mother will run up against half of them on the doorstep, or meet them in 
the drive. (Enter door, R. back, veiled figure, who glides up to them.) Hallo, 
who’s this? (SYBIL unmasks and throws back hood.) Oh, Sybil, I might have 
guessed. 


SYBIL (seating herself armchair centre of stage). I fled away from that tiresome 
Sparrowby person who keeps on pestering me to sit out with him. Clare dear, do 
go and relieve Evelyn, she’s played about six dances running. 


CLARE. Oh, Evelyn would play all night without feeling tired. (Rises.) But one 
excuse is as good as another, I suppose. (Walks towards door, R.) 


SYBIL. I don’t know what you mean. (Exit CLARE, door R. back.) It’s going 
awfully flat. 


TREVOR (lighting cigarette). Oh, a frightful fizzle. I think every one is a bit 
scared at what they’re doing. 


SYBIL. I know I am. There’ll be fine fireworks tomorrow when Her Majesty 
gets to hear of it. 


TREVOR. Fireworks! There’ll be a full-sized earthquake. I think I shall go cub- 
hunting if there’s a meet within reasonable distance. 


SYBIL. You won’t find many of us here when you return. We shall be cleared 
out in a batch, like Chinese coolies. Trevor, why on earth don’t you marry and 
get rid of this one-woman rule at Briony? With all due respect, your mother is no 
joke. She’s perfectly awful. 


TREVOR. Oh, I suppose I shall marry somebody some day, but it’s the choosing 
business that is so beastly complicated. Think of the millions and millions of 
nice women there are in the world, and then of the fact that one can only marry 
one of them — it makes marrying an awfully ticklish matter. It’s like choosing 
which puppies you’re going to keep out of a large litter; you can never be sure 
that you haven’t drowned the wrong ones. 


SYBIL. Oh, but if you go on those lines you’ll never marry any one. You should 
just have a look round at the girls you personally know and like and make your 
choice from one of them. You’d soon find out whether she responded or not. I 
believe in grasping one’s nettle. 


TREVOR. But supposing there are half a dozen nettles and you don’t know 
which to grasp? 


SYBIL. Oh, come, we’re getting on. Half a dozen is better than millions and 
millions. And there must always be some one whom you prefer out of the half- 
dozen. There’s Agatha, for instance. Of course she is your cousin, but that 
doesn’t really matter. And in her way she’s not a bad sort. 


TREVOR. She passed through the hall just before you came in. If I’m to ask her 
to marry me I’d better go and do it now before I forget it. 


SYBIL (alarmed). Oh, don’t go and propose to her just because I suggested it. 
You’d make me feel an awful matchmaker, and I should never forgive myself if 
it turned out wrong. Besides, I doubt very much if she’d make the sort of 
mistress you’d want for Briony. One has to think of so many things, hasn’t one? 


TREVOR. Precisely my standpoint. And if Agatha turned out a disappointment I 
couldn’t give her away to the gardener’s boy, like an unsatisfactory puppy. You 
see, it isn’t so easy to grasp the nettle when you really come to do it. 


SYBIL. Oh, well, Agatha doesn’t exhaust the list. There’s Clare, for instance, 
she’s got some good points, don’t you think? 


TREVOR. You don’t say so with much conviction. 

SYBIL. I’m awfully good pals with Clare, but that doesn’t prevent me from 
recognizing that she’s got rather a queer temper at times; the things that she says 
sometimes are simply hateful, and she’s not a bit straightforward. I could tell 


you of little things she’s done — (Enter from door centre veiled figure.) Who on 
earth is this? 


(SPARROWBY throws off hood and mask and seats himself on small chair 
facing SYBIL.) 


SPAR. I’ve been following all sorts of figures about, thinking they were you. 
But I knew all the time they couldn’t be you, because I didn’t feel a thrill when I 
was near them. I always feel a thrill when I’m near you. 


SYBIL (viciously). I wish you never felt thrills, then. 


SPAR. You’re dreadfully unkind, Sybil, but I know you don’t mean what you 
Say. 


SYBIL. Sorry you find my conversation meaningless. 

SPAR. Oh, I didn’t mean that! 

SYBIL. We seem equally unfortunate in our meanings. 

SPAR. I say, Sybil, I wish you’d take me a little more seriously. 
SYBIL. One would think you were an attack of measles. 


(Enter MRS. VULPY with DRUMMOND), door L., both unhooded. She catches 
sight of trio and rushes up.) 


MRS. V. (to DRUMMOND). Excuse me one moment. (To SPAR) Naughty man, 
you know you promised me the kitchen lancers. Come along. Hurry. 


SPAR. (rising unwillingly). But they’re playing a waltz now. 


MRS. V. They’re getting ready for the lancers. Come on. 
[Exeunt MRS. VULPY, SPARROWBY and DRUMMOND, door R. back. 


SYBIL. The Vulpy woman is rather a brick at times. I say, Trevor. 
(During SPARROWBY duologue TREVOR has fallen asleep. Wakes hurriedly.) 


TREVOR. I nearly went off to sleep. Please excuse my manners. I was up 
awfully early this morning. 


SYBIL. Well, do keep awake now. We’re in the middle of a most interesting 
conversation. 


TREVOR. Let’s see, you were recommending me to marry Clare Henessey. 


SYBIL. Oh, well — I don’t think I went as far as that. Clare and I are first-rate 
pals, and I should awfully like to see her make a good marriage; but I’d be rather 
sorry for her husband all the same. If anything rubs her the wrong way her 
temper goes queer at once, like milk in thunder-time, and she simply says the 
most ill-natured things. 


TREVOR. That’s another ungraspable nettle, then. I told you it wasn’t so jolly 
easy. 


SYBIL. But, Trevor, there are surely others, only you’re too lazy to think of 
them. 


TREVOR. As to thinking of them, I am not too lazy to do that; it’s the further 
stages I’m deficient in. 


SYBIL. Of course I sympathize with your difficulty. I wish I could find you 
some one really nice, some one who would enter into all your pursuits and share 
your ambitions and be a genuine companion to you. 


TREVOR. I hate that sort. 


SYBIL. Do you? How funny? At least, I don’t know, I rather think I agree with 
you. Some women make dreadful nuisances of themselves that way. Well, you 
don’t give me much help in choosing you a wife. 


TREVOR. What do you think of Mrs. Vulpy? 


SYBIL. What! That woman with nasturtium-coloured hair and barmaid manners. 
Surely you’re not attracted by her. 


TREVOR. I didn’t say I was. I asked you what you thought of her. 


SYBIL. Oh, as to that; not a bad sort in her way, I suppose. Some people call her 
a rough diamond. If it was my declaration I should call her a defensive spade. 
But anyhow she’s married, so she doesn’t come into our discussion. 


TREVOR. I want to tell you something, something that concerns you alone. 
SYBIL. What is it? 
TREVOR. Your hair’s coming down behind. 


SYBIL. Oh, bother! It’s that horrid hood arrangement. PI fly upstairs and put it 
right. (Rises.) I say, Trev, there’s a much nicer sitting-out place on the landing, 
near that old carved press, where the tiresome Sparrowby person won’t find me. 
Come up in two minutes’ time, there’s a dear. 


TREVOR. Right-oh! 
SYBIL. Now don’t go to sleep, [Exit SYBIL, up staircase L. 
(Enter AGATHA door R. back, passes along back of stage.) 


AGATHA. Everything’s going swimmingly; it’s a huge success. 
[Exit AGATHA, door L. back. 


(Enter RENE, door centre, in evening dress with smoking jacket; carrying bottle 
of wine, wine-glass, some grapes and peaches. Seats himself on armchair near 
small table.) 


RENE. Going rather flat, isn’t it? 


TREVOR. Frightful fizzle. I’m so sleepy myself that I can only just keep my 
eyes open. Was up at the farm awfully early this morning. 


RENE. Some shorthorn or bantam was going to have young ones, I suppose. In 
the country animals are always having young ones; passes the time away, I 
suppose. I know a lady in Warwickshire who runs a rabbit farm. She has musical 
boxes set up over the hutches. 


TREVOR. Musical boxes? 


RENE. Yes, they play the wedding march from “Lohengrin” at decent intervals. 
I’m going to ask you an extremely personal question. 


TREVOR. If it has anything to do with spare shirt-studs — 


RENE (who is delicately feeding himself while talking). Don’t be silly. It hasn’t. 
I want to know — are you happy? 


TREVOR. Immensely. 

RENE (disappointedly). Are you? Why? 

TREVOR. One never has any definite reason for being happy. It’s simply a 
temperamental accident in most cases. I’ve nothing to worry me, no money 
troubles, no responsibilities; why should I be anything else but happy? 

RENE. You ought to marry. 

TREVOR. You think that would improve matters? 

RENE. It would elevate you. Suffering is a great purifier. 


TREVOR. You’re not a very tempting advocate of matrimony. 


RENE. I don’t recommend it, except in desperate cases. Yours is distinctly a 
desperate case. You ought to marry if only for your mother’s sake. 


TREVOR. My mother? I don’t know that she is particularly anxious to see me 
mated just yet. 


RENE. Your mother is one of those proud silent women who seldom indicate 
their wishes in actual words. 


TREVOR. My dear Rene, my mother may be proud, but where her wishes are 
concerned she is not inclined to be silent. 


RENE. At any rate, an unmarried son of marriageable age is always a great 
anxiety. There’s never any knowing what impossible person he may fix his 
fancy on. As old Lady Cloutsham said to me the other day, a propos of her eldest 
son: “If Robert chooses a wife for himself, it’s certain to be some demi- 
mondaine with the merest superficial resemblance to a lady; whereas if I choose 
a wife for him I should select some one who at least would be a lady, with a 
merely superficial resemblance to a demi-mondaine. 


TREVOR. Poor Lady Cloutsham, her children are rather a trial to her, I imagine. 
Her youngest boy had to leave the country rather hurriedly, hadn’t he? 


RENE. Yes, poor dear. He’s on a ranch somewhere in the wilds of Mexico. 
Conscience makes cowboys of us all. Unfortunately, it’s other people’s 
consciences that give all the trouble; there ought to be a law compelling every 
one to keep his conscience under proper control, like chimneys that have to 
consume their own smoke. And then Gladys, who was the most hopeful member 
of the family, went and married a Colonial Bishop. That really finished Lady 
Cloutsham. As she said to me: “I always classed Colonial Bishops with 
folksongs and peasant industries and all those things that one comes across at 
drawing-room meetings. I never expected to see them brought into one’s family. 
This is what comes of letting young girls read Ibsen and Mrs. Humphry Ward. 


(An unearthly long-drawn-out howl is heard.) 
TREVOR (sitting up). What on earth — ? 


RENE. Only the idiotic Drummond boy, who pretends he’s the Hound of the 
Baskervilles. 


(Enter AGATHA, door L., runs giggling across stage pursued by DRUMMOND 
in sheet with phantom-hound mask on head. Exeunt both, door R. back.) 


TREVOR (rising slowly). By Jove, forgot I’d promised to go upstairs. Sybil will 
be fuming her head off. 


RENE. We can’t get a rubber of Bridge presently, can we? 


TREVOR. ‘Fraid not. The women would be rather mad if we shirked dancing. 
(Draws himself slowly together and lounges up Staircase, L. Exit.) 

(Enter SPARROWBY, door R. back.) 

SPAR. Why aren’t you rigged out like the rest of us, St. Gall? 

(Takes TREVOR’S seat on couch.) 


RENE. Well, for one thing I’m in platonic mourning, having partially lost a 
mother, so it would hardly be the thing. And another reason is that the hood 
arrangement would ruffle one’s hair so. 


SPAR. As if that mattered a bit. You’re absurdly particular about your 
appearance and your clothes and how your tie is tied and about your hair. Look 
at me; it doesn’t take me two minutes in the morning to do my hair. 


RENE. So I should imagine. Isn’t there a proverb, a fool and his hair are soon 
parted? 


SPAR. I say, you’re beastly rude! 


RENE. I know I am. My mother was a Whortleford, and the Whortlefords have 
no manners. I’m sorry I called you a fool, though, because I want you to do 
something really kind for me. Trevor has suggested a game of Bridge and I don’t 
want to back out of playing. The trouble is that I haven’t a coin worth speaking 
about on me. If you’d be awfully pet-lamb and lend me something — 


SPAR. I dislike lending on principle. It generally leads to unpleasantness. 


RENE. Really this worship of Mammon is getting to be the curse of the age. 
People make more fuss about lending a few miserable guineas than the Sabine 
women did at being borrowed by the Romans. I know a lady of somewhat 
mature age who took rather a fancy to me last season and in a fit of sheer 
absence of mind she lent me ten pounds. She’s got quite a comfortable income, 
but I declare she thinks more of that lost tenner than of the hundreds and 
hundreds that she’s never lent me. It is become quite a monomania with her. It’s 
her one subject of conversation whenever we meet. 


SPAR. Don’t you intend paying her back? 

RENE. Certainly not. Her loss makes her beautiful. It brings an effective touch 
of tragedy into an otherwise empty life. I could no more think of her apart from 
her mourned-for loan than one could think of Suez without the canal or Leda 
without the swan. 

SPAR. If that’s your view of your obligations I certainly shan’t lend you 
anything. By the way, where is Sybil Bomont? She’s been sitting out about four 
dances with Trevor. It’s about my turn now. 


RENE (with sudden energy). Sybil has got a bad headache. She’s lying down for 
a few minutes. 


SPAR. Where? I particularly want to see her. 

RENE. In the billiard-room, and she particularly doesn’t want to see any one. 
SPAR. But I only want — 

(Enter CLARE and AGATHA, door R. back.) 

RENE. Agatha! Sparrowby is complaining that he’s got no one to dance with. 


AGATHA. Come along, they’re just going to try that new Paris dance; I can’t 
pronounce it. 


SPAR. But I can’t dance it! 
AGATHA. Neither can I. Come on. 


SPAR. But I say — 
[Exit AGATHA dragging SPARROWBY off, door R. back. 


RENE. Thank goodness, he’s out of the way. People who make a principle of 
not lending money are social pests. 


CLARE (seating herself on couch). This is going to be a dismal failure. By the 
way, have you seen Trevor anywhere? 


RENE. Yes, he turned rather giddy with the dancing, I suppose, so he’s taking a 
turn or two out in the air. 


CLARE. IS he alone? 
RENE. Oh, quite. So am I for the moment. Do stay and talk to me. 


CLARE. You must be interesting, then. After sitting out successfully with 
Sparrowby and the two Drummond boys, I feel that there’s nothing left in the 
way of dull and trivial conversation to listen to. 


(While she is talking RENE hands her half of the remaining peach and resumes 
his seat.) 


RENE. Let’s talk about ourselves; that’s always interesting. 

CLARE. I suppose you mean, let’s talk about yourself. 

RENE. No, I’d much rather dissect your character; I find some good points in it. 
CLARE. Do tell me what they are. 

RENE. You have a rich aunt who is childless. 

CLARE. She’s a great-aunt. 


RENE. All the better. That sort of thing doesn’t spoil by being kept in the family 
for a generation or two. The greater the aunt the greater the prospect. 


CLARE. And what other good points do you find in me? 
RENE. I think I’ve nearly exhausted the list. 
CLARE. I don’t find you a bit interesting. 


RENE. Well, be patient for a moment, I’m going to say something quite 
personal and interesting. Will you marry me? The question is sudden, I admit, 
but these things are best done suddenly. I suppose it was the mention of your 
great-aunt that suggested it. 


CLARE. The answer is equally sudden. It’s “No.” 


RENE Are you quite sure you mean that? 
CLARE. Convinced. 


RENE. How thoroughly sensible of you. So many girls in your place would have 
said “Yes.” 


CLARE. I dare say. Our sex hasn’t much reputation for discrimination. I didn’t 
know that marrying was in your line. 


RENE. It isn’t. I dislike the idea of wives about a house: they accumulate dust. 
Besides, so few of the really nice women in my set could afford to marry me. 


CLARE. From the point of view of reputation? 


RENE. Oh, I wasn’t thinking of that. At twenty-three one is supposed to have 
conquered every earthly passion: of course it’s the fashion in statesmanship 
nowadays to allow the conquered to have the upper hand. 


CLARE. A convenient fashion and saves a lot of bother. Tell me, taking me 
apart from my great-aunt, are you pleased to consider that I should make a 
satisfactory wife? 


RENE. Satisfactory wives aren’t made: they’re invented. Chiefly by married 
men. But as things go I think we should have made what is called a well-assorted 
couple. I should have taught you in time to be as thoroughly selfish as myself, 
and then each would have looked after our own particular interests without 
having need to fear that the other was likely to suffer from any neglect. 


CLARE. There is much to be said for that point of view. It’s the imperfectly 
selfish souls that cause themselves and others so many heart-burnings. People 
who make half sacrifices for others always find that it’s the unfinished half that’s 
being looked at. Naturally they come to regard themselves as unappreciated 
martyrs. 


RENE. By the way, I may as well tell you before you find out. Trevor isn’t out 
of doors. He’s sitting out with Sybil somewhere on the landing. 


CLARE (half rising from seat). You beast! Why did you tell me he’d gone out? 


RENE. Well, the fact of the matter is, I thought that if those two were left 
together undisturbed for half an hour or so, one or other of them might propose. 


CLARE (resuming seat). Oh, that’s the game, is it? And has Sybil enlisted your 
services in this precious stalking movement? 


RENE. Oh, dear, no: m merely working in a good cause. Some one’s got to 
marry Trevor, you know, and the sooner the better. Personally, I don’t think it’s 
very hopeful, but the whole motive of this otherwise idiotic dance is to head 
Trevor into a matrimonial ambush of some sort. He’s so superbly sleepy that 
there’s just a chance of it coming off, but I’m not sanguine. 


CLARE. If he is to be rushed into marrying some one, I don’t see why I 
shouldn’t be in the running as well as any one else. 


RENE. Exactly what William was saying to me this morning. 
CLARE. William! The page-boy? 
RENE. Yes, he’s rather keen on seeing you Mrs. Trevor Bavvel. 


CLARE. That’s very sweet of him, but I didn’t know he took such an intelligent 
interest in the matter. 


RENE. It’s not altogether disinterested. It seems they’ve got a half-crown 
sweepstake on the event, in the servants’ hall, and he happened to draw you, so 
naturally he’s in a bit of a flutter on your behalf. 


CLARE. I didn’t know we were the centre of so much speculation. Mercy on us, 
what would Hortensia say if she knew that she was nurturing a living sweepstake 
under her roof! And is William good enough to consider that I have a fair 
sporting chance of pulling it off? 


RENE. I fancy he’s rather despondent. He said you didn’t seem to try as hard as 
some of the others were doing. He puts your chair as near Trevor’s as possible at 
prayers, but that’s all he’s able to do personally. 


CLARE. The little devil! 


RENE. I believe that if the Vulpy woman wasn’t handicapped with a preliminary 
husband, she’d carry Trevor off against all competitors. She’s just got the 
bounce that appeals to a lazy, slow-witted bachelor. 


CLARE. There’s something I particularly object to in that woman. She always 
talks to me with just a suspicion of a furtive sneer in her voice that I find 
extremely irritating. I don’t know why Agatha inflicted her on us. 


(Enter AGATHA, R. back.) 
AGATHA. What’s that you’re saying about me? 
CLARE. Only wondering what induced you to cart Mrs. Vulpy down here. 


AGATHA. Oh, come, she’s not a bad soul, you know, taking her all round. 
(Seats herself on couch.) We are all of us as God made us. 


RENE. In Mrs. Vulpy’s case some recognition is due to her maid as a 
collaborator. 


AGATHA. Yourre all very ill-natured about her. Anyway, this dance was her 
idea. 


CLARE. Yes, and a horrid mess it’s going to land us all in. I daren’t think of 
tomorrow. By the afternoon the news will have spread over the greater part of 
Somersetshire that a costume ball has been given at Briony in the temporary 
absence of Mrs. Bavvel. 


AGATHA. I say, do you think she’ II be very furious? 


CLARE. If Hortensia is more intolerant on one question than on any other, it’s 
on the subject of what she calls mixed dancing. I remember a county fete at 
Crowcoombe where she vetoed the project of a maypole dance by children of six 
and seven years old until absolutely assured that the sexes would dance apart. 
Some of the smaller children were rather ambiguously dressed and were too shy 
to tell us their names, and the curate and I had a long and delicate task in sorting 
the he’s from the she’s. One four-year-old baffled our most patient researches, 
and finally had to dance by itself round a maypole of its own. 


AGATHA. I’m beginning to get dreadfully frightened about tomorrow. Can’t we 
water it down a bit and pretend that we had games and Sir Roger de Coverley 
and that sort of thing? 


CLARE. We shall have to tone things down as much as possible, but Hortensia 
will hold an inquiry into the whole matter, and drag the truth out by inches. 
She’ll probably dismiss half the servants and have the morning-room repapered; 
as for us — 


RENE. There’s a very good up train at 3.15. 


AGATHA. But I haven’t made arrangements for going anywhere; it will be most 
inconvenient. 


CLARE. On the morrow of an unsuccessful coup d’état one generally travels 
first and makes one’s arrangements afterwards. 


(A prolonged howl heard.) 

RENE. The idiotic Drummond boy again. 

(Enter DRUMMOND, door R. back.) 

DRUMMOND. I say, you make nice cheerful hosts, sitting there like a lot of 
moping owls. Do come and buck things up a bit; there are only two couples 
dancing. 

RENE (tragically). Yes, let us go and dance on the edge of our volcano. 
AGATHA. Oh, don’t, I feel quite creepy. It reminds me of that Duchess person’s 
ball on the eve of Waterloo. 

[Exeunt DRUMMOND, RENE, AGATHA, door R. back. 

(CLARE remains seated. Enter MRS. VULPY, centre.) 

MRS. V. All alone, Miss Henessey? By the way, where is that dear boy, Trevor? 


CLARE. I believe he’s upstairs, and I don’t think he wishes to be disturbed. 


MRS. V. I suppose that means that you are waiting to catch him when he comes 
down, and that you don’t want to be disturbed. 


CLARE. Oh, please put that construction on it if it amuses you. 
I shouldn’t like to think you weren’t enjoying yourself. 


MRS. V. Oh, I’m enjoying myself right enough, Miss Henessey, watching some 
of the little by-play that’s goin’ on. (Seats herself.) It is Miss Henessey, isn’t it? 
(Gives a little laugh.) 


CLARE. What do you mean? 


MRS. V. Oh, well, only that we’ve met before, you know, at least I’ve seen you 
before, though you probably didn’t see me. You were writing your name in the 
visitors’ book at the Grand Anchor Hotel at Bristol, just about six weeks ago. 


CLARE. I did stop there one night about six weeks ago. I don’t remember seeing 
you there. 


MRS. V. I remember not only seeing you, but the names you wrote in the book: 
Henessey wasn’t one of them, nor Miss Anything either. 


CLARE. How clever of you to remember. You seem to have a good head for 
business — other people’s business. 


MRS. V. Oh, well, I suppose it was the innocent vagueness of the names you 
had put down that arrested my attention. “Mr and Mrs. Smith,” London. Your 
companion had gone upstairs with the luggage, so I didn’t see Mr. Smith, and 
somehow at the time I had a feeling that I wasn’t seeing Mrs. Smith — at least 
not the permanent Mrs. Smith. 


CLARE. It sounds rather crude and compromising as you put it, I admit, but the 
explanation is not really very dreadful. Only — 


MRS. V. Only you don’t feel disposed to give an explanation at such short 
notice. You’re quite right. Second thoughts are usually more convincing in such 
cases. 


CLARE. Well, to be candid, I don’t see that my travelling adventures are any 
particular concern of yours. 


MRS. V. Perhaps you’re right. I dare say they more immediately concern the 
lady whose guest you are. Shall I raise her curiosity on the subject? As you’ve 
got such a satisfactory explanation ready, you can have no objection, I suppose. 


CLARE. You know Mrs. Bavvel well enough to know that what might seem a 
harmless escapade to ordinary judges would not be regarded so leniently by her. 


MRS. V. And Mr. Trevor? He doesn’t share his mother’s prejudices. You won’t 
mind if I let him into our little secret about the Smith ménage? 


CLARE (rising from her seat). Mrs. Vulpy, what particular gratification do you 
find in threatening to make mischief between me and my friends? It shows you 
up in rather a bad light, and I don’t really see what you expect to gain by it. 


MRS. V. Simply, my dear girl, we happen to be interested in the same man. 
CLARE. You mean Trevor? 


MRS. V. Of course. I know perfectly well that all you girls are hanging round 
here for a chance of snapping him up, and I’m clever enough to see which of you 
is likely to succeed. It won’t be Sybil Bomont, whatever any one may say. 


CLARE. In any case, you can scarcely regard yourself as a competitor. 


MRS. V. Because of being already married, you mean? Well, I don’t mind 
telling you I’ve more definite news about my husband’s condition than I’ve been 
pretending to have. He was past all chance of recovery when the last mail went 
out. I’m too honest to pretend to be anything but glad. If you knew the life we’ve 
had! I’ve been a lonely woman since the day I married Peter, and now I don’t 
intend being lonely any more. As soon as I set eyes on Trevor Bavvel I knew he 
was just the sort of man I wanted to begin life with over again. 


CLARE. And do you suppose that you are so obviously his conception of the 
ideal life-mate that he’ll throw himself at your feet as soon as he knows you are 
free to marry him? 


MRS. V. Oh, my dear, most things in life that are worth having have to be 
worked for. I’ve made a good beginning by enlisting his sympathy as a fellow- 
conspirator over this dance. The worse row we get into over it the better. Then, 
when my husband’s estate has been straightened out, I shan’t be badly off, and I 


shall come to this neighbourhood and do a little hunting and give Bridge parties 
and all that sort of thing. Provided nothing happens in the meantime, I fancy I 
stand a very fair chance of pulling it off. 


CLARE. I see. 


MRS. V. Ah, you do see, do you? You understand now why I want your 
flirtation with Trevor to be nipped in the bud, and why I’m prepared to nip it 
myself if necessary with that little story of the Grand Anchor Hotel? 


CLARE. You are making one little miscalculation, Mrs. Vulpy. Trevor was a 
public-school boy, and in English public-school tradition the spy and the tale- 
bearer don’t occupy a very exalted position. 


MRS. V. Oh, you may call me hard names, but you can’t wriggle away from me 
in that fashion. I’ve got you in my grip — so! Either you leave the field clear for 
me or the story of your visit to the Grand Anchor Hotel with a gentleman, 
whom, for want of fuller information, we will call Mr. Smith, becomes public 


property. 


CLARE. Some one is coming downstairs. Shall we go and see how the dancing 
is going on? They’re playing that Bulgarian March. 


MRS. V. Oh, yes, let’s go and hear it. I love Slav music, it takes one out of 
oneself so. 


CLARE. Which is sometimes an advantage. 
[Exeunt VULPY and CLARE. 


(Enter down staircase, L., SYBIL and TREVOR.) 

TREVOR. I say, it’s getting nearly time to call this off. 

SYBIL. Oh, nonsense, it’s only just ten. They can’t be back before eleven. Your 
mother is delivering an address, and she’s not given to cutting her words short 


on these occasions, I believe. 


TREVOR. Well, half an hour more, then. And let’s make it go with a bit more 
fling for the wind-up. 


SYBIL. Right-oh! (Enter SPARROWBY, L.) Lord, here’s that pestering idiot 
again. 


SPAR. Ah, at last ve found you! Are you better? 

SYBIL. Better? 

SPAR. I was told you were lying down in the billiard-room with a bad headache. 
SYBIL. Who on earth told you that? 

SPAR. St. Gall. 


SYBIL. Oh, Rene! Never believe a word he says. I’m in my usual health, but 
I’m frightfully hungry. Trevor, do go and forage for something edible. I’ll wait 
for you here. I was too excited to eat much at dinner, and I know I shan’t dare to 
come down to breakfast tomorrow. 


TREVOR. Pll go and parley with Cook. 
[Exit TREVOR, door centre. 


SPAR. What have you been doing all this time? 


SYBIL. (seating herself on couch). Oh, don’t ask me. Sitting upstairs with 
Trevor and trying to keep him from going to sleep. I assure you it wasn’t 
amusing. 


SPAR. I should never want to go to sleep if I were by your side. 
SYBIL. What an inconvenient husband you would be. 


SPAR. Oh, I wish you wouldn’t be always fooling. (Seats himself beside her.) 
You don’t know how much I love you! 


SYBIL. Of course I don’t; I’ve only got your word for it that you care in the 
least bit for me. Now if you were to do something to prove it — 


SPAR. Pd do anything. 


SYBIL. Well, do something that would give you a name in the world. For 
instance, paint pictures and have them exhibited in the Royal Academy: it would 
be something to talk about when one went there. 


SPAR. But I can’t paint. 


SYBIL. Oh, I don’t think that matters as long as you exhibited. Of course, they 
wouldn’t sell. Or why not found a religion, like Mahomet and Wesley and those 
sort of people did. 


SPAR. But you can’t found religions off-hand. You want inspiration and 
enthusiasm and disciples, and all manner of special conditions. 


SYBIL. Well, then, you could invent a new system of scoring at county cricket, 
or breed a new variety of fox-terrier. 


SPAR. But it would take years and years to produce a new variety, SYBIL. I 
would wait — oh, so patiently. 


SPAR. Sybil, if I was successful in breeding a new kind of fox-terrier, would you 
really marry me? 


SYBIL. I wouldn’t exactly marry you, but I would buy some of the puppies from 
you. I’ve got an awfully jolly little fox-terrier at home. If you tell her “the 
Kaiser’s coming,” or “Roosevelt’s coming,” she lies quite still, but if you say, 
“King Edward’s coining,” she jumps up at once. Isn’t it clever? I taught her 
myself with gingerbread biscuits. 


SPAR. Won’t you realize that I’m asking you to be my wife? 


SYBIL. Of course I realize it; you’ve asked me so often that I’m getting to 
expect nothing else. I wish you would vary it a little and ask me something 
different. Only don’t ask me that dreadful thing about “this man’s father was my 
father’s only son,” it nearly gives me brain fever. 


SPAR. I wonder if you have a heart at all? 


SYBIL. Of course I’ve got the usual fittings. It’s very rude of you to suggest that 
I’m jerry-built. But look here, joking apart, do do something to oblige me. Go 


and dance with poor Evelyn Bray; she’s been at the piano all the evening and 
hasn’t had a scrap of dancing herself. 


SPAR. If I do, will you give me a dance afterwards? 
SYBIL. Pll give you two. 


SPAR. (rising from his seat). You angel. I wish you’d always be as kind. 
[Exit SPARROWBY, door R. back. 


SYBIL (hearing some one coming). Is that you, Trevor? I’m getting ravenous. 
(Enter AGATHA, door centre.) Oh, Lord! 


AGATHA. Hullo, Sybil, have you seen Trevor? 
SYBIL. NO, I think he’s dancing. 


AGATHA. He hasn’t been in the dancing room for about an hour; neither have 
you. (Seats herself on chair right of couch.) 


SYBIL. I’m so hot, I’m sitting out here to get cool. I suppose it’s the excitement. 
I say, do go and help Evelyn at the piano, she’s getting quite fagged out, poor 
child. 


AGATHA (acidly). Pve just played them a polka; Evelyn hasn’t been near the 
piano for the last half-hour. If you hadn’t been sticking to Trevor like a 
drowning leech you might have known that. 


SYBIL (furiously). I haven’t been sticking on him, and leeches don’t drown, 
anyway. 


AGATHA. Oh, I’m not up in their natural history. I only know they stick like 
mud. I’ll say a floating leech if you like. 


SYBIL. It so happens I’ve been listening to marriage proposals from that 
pestering Sparrowby all the evening. 


AGATHA. I’ve had the infliction of dancing with him no fewer than four times, 
my dear, and he kept on complaining that he couldn’t find you. Don’t be 
disheartened: accidents will happen to the most accomplished fibbers. 


SYBIL. Why is it that plain women are always so venomous? 
AGATHA. Oh, if you’re going to be introspective, my dear. (Laughs.) 
(Enter TREVOR, door centre.) 


TREVOR. All I could raise was some cold rice pudding and a bottle of pickled 
walnuts. If there’s anything I detest in this world it’s rice pudding. 


AGATHA (going over to table). I loathe rice pudding, it’s so wholesome. On the 
other hand, I simply adore pickled walnuts. (Helps herself.) 


TREVOR. Won’t you have some, Sybil? (Helps himself.) 


SYBIL (rising from seat). I’m not going to stay here to be insulted. I’ve been 
called a liar and a leech. 


AGATHA. I said fibber, my dear, not liar. 
[Exit SYBIL, door R. back. 


TREVOR. Have you two been having a slanging match? 

AGATHA. Oh, no, only poor Sybil is so dreadfully short-tempered, she can’t 
take anything in good part. She’s a dear, sweet girl, one of the very best, but I 
should be awfully sorry for any fellow who married her. That reminds me, 
Trevor — you ought to marry. 


(Helps herself to another walnut.) 


TREVOR. There’s a great deal to be said for that point of view: and as far as I 
can see there’s no particular likelihood of it’s being left unsaid. 


(Helps himself to walnut.) 


AGATHA. I suppose the difficulty is to think of any one you care for 
sufficiently. 


TREVOR. Have you anything to say against Mrs. Vulpy? 


AGATHA. Good heavens! Mrs. Vulpy? That vulgar, overdressed parrot, with 
the manners of a cockney sparrow. I should think she began life in a cheap-jack 
store. Surely you can’t be thinking seriously of her? 


TREVOR. I asked you if you had anything to say against her. Considering the 
short notice you managed very well. Wasn’t it you who brought her down here? 


AGATHA (helping herself to walnut). Well, yes, I suppose I did. Somehow in 
Folkestone she didn’t seem such an awful rotter. Anyway, she’s got a husband. 
No, the woman for you must be one with great similarity of tastes — 


TREVOR. On the contrary, I avoid that land. At the present moment I regard 
you with something bordering on aversion. (Stirs frantically in far.) 


AGATHA. Regard me with aversion! My dear Trevor! 


TREVOR. If it hadn’t been for our duplicate passion for pickled walnuts this 
cruel tragedy wouldn’t have happened. There’s not one left. 


AGATHA. Oh, Trevor, not one? (Stirs mournfully in far.) 


TREVOR. No, the woman I marry must have an unbridled appetite for rice 
pudding. 


AGATHA. (dubiously). I dare say some rice pudding, nicely cooked, wouldn’t 
be bad eating. (Begins agitating spoon listlessly through rice pudding dish.) 


TREVOR. That is not the spirit in which my ideal woman must approach rice 
pudding. She must eat it with an avidity that will almost create scandal; she must 
devour it secretly in dark comers, she must buy it in small quantities from 
chemists on the plea that she has neuralgia. Such a woman I could be happy 
with. 


AGATHA. She might be odious in other respects. (While talking is waving 
spoon in air.) 


TREVOR. One must not expect to find perfection. 


AGATHA. I wish you would be serious when we are discussing a serious 
subject. I suppose matrimony is a more serious affair for us poor women than for 


you men. 


TREVOR. How can I discuss anything seriously when you’re covering me with 
fragments of rice pudding? 


AGATHA. Oh, you poor dear, I’m so sorry. Let me rub you down. 
TREVOR. No, don’t you; I won’t be massaged with rice pudding. 
(Enter MRS. VULPY, door centre.) 

MRS. V. What are you two people playing at? 


TREVOR. Only trying to find new uses for cold rice pudding. I was firmly 
convinced as a child that it couldn’t be primarily intended as a food. 


MRS. V. Rene is just going to do his nautch-girl dance. He wants you to go and 
play torn-torn music, Agatha. 


AGATHA. Bother Rene. Why was I born good-natured? 
[Exit AGATHA, R. 


TREVOR. Stay and talk to me, Mrs. Vulpy. I’ve seen the nautch-dance before. 


MRS. V. You are such a sought-after young man that I feel I oughtn’t to be 
taking you away from the others. 


TREVOR. I'd rather sit and talk with you than with any of the others. 


MRS. V. Dear me! I thought you never worked up the energy to make pretty 
speeches. 


TREVOR. I don’t; it’s my mere sheer laziness that makes me blurt out the truth 
on this occasion. 


MRS. V. And am I really to suppose that it is truth that you would rather sit with 
me than with any of the others? 


TREVOR. You are the only woman of the lot that it is safe to sit out with. 
Perhaps you are not very securely married, but you’re not exactly floating loose 


ready to take advantage of the artless innocence of a young bachelor. 
MRS. V. And is that where my superior fascination begins and leaves off? 
TREVOR. That’s where it begins. I didn’t say it left off there. 


MRS. V. Now don’t try to talk pretty. You know you’re not capable of sustained 
effort in that direction. Nothing is more discouraging than to have a man say that 
you’ve ruined his life, and then to find that you haven’t even given him after- 
dinner insomnia. 


TREVOR. Oh, I promise to keep awake — only it’s rather soothing and sedative 
to talk to a charming woman who has no intention of marrying one. You don’t 
intend to marry me, do you? 


MRS. V. My dear Trevor, I have intended marrying you ever since I first saw 
you. 


TREVOR. They say the road to matrimony is paved with good intentions, don’t 
they? 


MRS. V. I have heard it put in a more roundabout manner. 
TREVOR. In your case isn’t there rather a big obstacle in the road? 
MRS. V. You mean Peter? 

TREVOR. I suppose he is a factor in the situation? 


MRS. V. Of course he’s my husband, and it’s my duty to think of him before 
any one else. But I am not going to be a hypocrite and waste sentiment in that 
direction. Our married life has been about as odious an experience as I wish to 
go through. 


TREVOR. Still, I suppose even an unsatisfactory marriage has to be taken into 
account. There is no First Offender’s clause in our marriage system. However 
uncongenial he may be, Peter remains your husband. 


MRS. V. Well, that’s the question. Peter was always selfish, but double 
pneumonia on the top of nervous breakdown may have overcome even his 


obstinate temperament. Why, at any moment I might get what I should be 
obliged to call in public “bad news.” So you see I’m not so safe a person to sit 
and make pretty speeches to as you thought. And now I suppose my fascination 
has melted into thin air? 


TREVOR. No, I shall merely have to label you “dangerous” along with the 
others. 


MRS. V. Ah, Trevor, I’m much more dangerous than any of the others, if you 
only knew it. 


TREVOR. Why so? 


MRS. V. Because I really want you for your own self. The others are all after 
you for family reasons and general convenience and that sort of thing. I want 
you because — well, I’ve seen a bit of the world, and I know the worth of a man 
like you, who can’t be flattered or humbugged or led by the nose — 


TREVOR. Hush! Some one’s coming. (Enter WILLIAM, door L.) Just clear 
these things away, William; I should like my mother to find the hall in its usual 
state. Now, Mrs. Vulpy, I must be going in to the dance. I’ve shirked my duty 
most horribly. 


MRS. V. Well, let’s have a dreamy waltz together, to set the seal on what we’ve 
been talking about. We are friends, aren’t we? 


(Exeunt TREVOR and MRS. VULPY, door R. WILLIAM gathers up empty plates. 
Enter RENE, door centre.) 


RENE. (helping himself to wine). William, can you find me any more peaches? 
WILL. NO, sir, I brought you the last. 


RENE. (arranging himself comfortably on couch). Well, try to discover a fig or 
banana somewhere, do; and if you remind me tomorrow Pll ask Mr. Ludovic to 
give you that yellow striped waistcoat that he hardly ever wears. 


WILL. Thank you, sir. You don’t know of no one wanting a page, do you, sir? 


RENE. Why, are you thinking of leaving? 


WILL. I expect I shall have to leave without having time to do any thinking 
about it, sir. When Mrs. Bavvel comes to hear about our goings on behind her 
back she’ ll behave like one of those Cyclops that sweeps away whole villages. 


RENE. Cyclone, William, not cyclops. 


WILL. That’s it, sir, cyclone, and I expect I shall be among the sweepings. I’ve 
no particular fancy to be going home out of a situation just now, sir. Home fife is 
a different thing with you gentry, you’re so comfortable and heathen. 


RENE. When one comes think of it, I suppose we are. It’s a rather overcrowded 
profession all the same. (While WILLIAM is talking RENE is helping himself to 
TREVOR’S Russian cigarettes and filling his case.) 


WILL. Ah, sir, you haven’t known what it was to be brought up by respectable 
parents. 


RENE. Really, William! 


WILL. My father is Plymouth Brethren, sir. Not that I’ve anything to say against 
Plymouth as a religion, but in a small cottage it takes up a lot of room. My father 
believed in smiting sin wherever he found it; what I complained of was that he 
always seemed to find it in the same place. Plymouth narrows the prospective. 
Between gentry religion and cottage religion there’s the same difference as 
between keeping ferrets and living in a hutch with one. 

[Exit WILLIAM, door centre. 


(Enter the first four in couples by door R. back, TREVOR and MRS. VULPY, 
DRUMMOND and CLARE and SYBIL, SPAR- ROWBY and AGATHA, 
prancing through hall and singing “Non je ne marcherai pas,” which is heard 
being played on piano off.) 


AGATHA (to RENE). YOU slacker! Come and join in. 
(They Exeunt in same order through door L., still singing.) 


RENE (to himself). I’m of far too tidy a disposition to leave half-emptied bottles 
lying about. Did I hear wheels? (Rises and listens.) Stop your squalling, you 


people. I fancied I heard wheels. (Listens again.) My nerves are getting quite 
jumpy. (Reseats himself.) 


(Hall door R. thrown open. Enter HORTENSIA, who turns to some one in 
porch.) 


HOR. Ludovic, quick, catch the carriage; I’ve left my pamphlets and notes in it. 
(Catches sight of RENE, who is regarding her with helpless stare.) Mr. St. Gall! 
May I ask what you are doing here at this hour? 


RENE. Such a silly mistake. Old Colonel Nicholas asked me to go over to 
Bowerwood after dinner, as I was all alone. I distinctly told the groom 
Bowerwood, but he drove me here instead, and I didn’t see where I was till he 
had driven off. So I’ve had to wait here till he comes to fetch me. 


HOR. (who has been staring fixedly at him and at the wine bottles and siphons 
on the table). Will you repeat your story, please? I didn’t quite follow. 


RENE. Colonel Nicholas, thinking I might be lonely — 
HOR. I hear music! 


RENE. I’ve been thinking I heard harps in the air all the evening. 

I put it down to the state of my nerves. (SYBIL with hood over head runs through 
laughing, from door L., and Exit door centre, without noticing HORTENSIA.) 
Ah! Did you see that! Did you see that! (HORTENSIA stares at doorway where 
figure vanished. Howl heard off. Enter DRUMMOND with phantom hound mask 
on, door L., runs through and Exit centre.) Oh, say something or we shall... 
both... go... mad! (Sobs convulsively.) 


HOR. (furiously). Ludovic! 

(Enter LUDOVIC, hall door R.) 

LUD. What is happening? 

(RENE has collapsed in fit of pretended hysterics in armchair.) 


HOR. The boy is either drunk or mad! Something disgraceful is taking place in 
this house! 


LUD. Something disgraceful here! Rene, what is all this? 


RENE (sitting rigid in chair and staring straight in front of him). Only were- 
wolves chasing goblins to the sound of unearthly music. Will some one kindly 
see if my carriage has come? I refuse to stay another moment in this house. 


(Enter TREVOR, CLARE, MRS. VULPY, from door L. SYBIL and 
DRUMMOND, door centre, all unhooded.) 


TREVOR. Oh, good God! 


(RENE pours out glass of wine and drains it, then lies back composedly in his 
chair. A prolonged pause, during which HORTENSIA surveys sheepish group of 
revellers.) 


SYBIL (weakly). We were having games. 

MRS. V. Old English games. 

DRUM. Charades. 

CLARE. Historical charades. 

SYBIL, Trevor, MRS. V., DRUM. (together). Yes, historical charades. 


(Enter AGATHA and SPABBOWBY, door R. back, prancing in together singing 
with fatuous exuberance “Non je ne marcherai pas.” They stop horror-stricken 
in centre of stage.) 


HOR. (seating herself in high-backed chair, her voice trembling with rage). May 
I ask who has organized this abominable and indecent orgy in my house? Will 
somebody enlighten me? 


CLARE. It was something we got up on the spur of the moment; there was 
nothing organized. 


HOR. And what brought people in from outside? I’ve heard a contemptibly 
ridiculous story about Mr. St. Gall’s accidental arrival here; how do you account 
for Mr. Drummond’s presence? Was he also trying to make his way to 
Bowerwood? 


DRUM. (blunderingly). Yes. 

RENE (decisively). No. That’s my story. I won’t be plagiarized. 
SYBIL. He dropped in by chance. 

DRUM. Yes, quite by chance. 


HOR. Also on the spur of the moment! A moment, be it observed, when I 
happened to be temporarily absent. And knowing my strong objection to the 
questionable form of entertainment involved in promiscuous dancing you choose 
this moment for indulging in an aggravated and indecent kind of dance which I 
can only describe as a brawl. 


MRS. V. But, dear Mrs. Bavvel, I assure you there is nothing indecent in a 
sheet-and-pillow-case dance. Lulu Duchess of Dulverton gave one at — 


HOR. Lulu Duchess of Dulverton is not a person whose behaviour or opinions 
will be taken as a pattern at Briony as long as I am mistress here. While you are 
still under my roof, Mrs. Vulpy, I trust you will endeavour to remember that fact. 
Whether, after this deplorable error of taste, you will see fit to prolong your visit, 
of course I don’t know. Apparently this monstrous misuse of the bed-linen 
which is intended for the sleeping accommodation of my guests was carried out 
at your suggestion. 


MRS. V. (bursting into tears). I think, considering the mental anxiety and strain 
through which I am passing, with a husband hovering between Johannesburg and 
Heaven, I’m being most unfairly treated. 

[Exit MRS. VULPY, door L. 


HOR. I’ve refrained from complaining, Agatha, at the inconsiderate way in 
which you bring brambles and hedge weeds and garden refuse into the house, 
but I must protest against your introducing individuals of the type of Mrs. Vulpy 
as guests at Briony. Who is that playing the piano? 


SYBIL. I think it’s Evelyn Bray. 


HOR. Ah! Who also dropped in accidentally, I suppose. Ludovic, will you 
kindly tell Miss Bray that we don’t require any more music this evening. (Exit 
LUDOVIC, door R. back.) Had we not returned unexpectedly early, I presume 


this outrageous entertainment would have been kept from my knowledge. I may 
inform you that the mayor took upon himself to cancel the reception at the Town 
Hall, at which I was to have delivered a brief address, for the rather far-fetched 
reason of showing respect and sympathy at the sudden disappearance of Mrs. St. 
Gall. 


RENE. I say, that was rather pet-lamb of him. 


HOR. Mrs. St. Gall’s son appears to treat the incident as of less serious 
importance. 


RENE. I came here for rest and sympathy, with the faint possibility of a little 
Bridge to distract my thoughts; I wasn’t to be expected to know that historical 
charades would be going on all round me. My nerves won’t recover for weeks. 


HOR. I am a persistent advocate of the abolition of corporal punishment in the 
Navy and in Board Schools, but I must confess, Mr. St. Gall, that a good 
birching inflicted on you would cause me no displeasure. 


RENE. A most indelicate wind-up to a doubtful evening’s amusement. I should 
insist on its being done in camera. 


(Enter LUDOVIC, door R. back.) 


SYBIL. Really, Mrs. Bavvel, we must plead guilty to having planned this semi- 
impromptu affair just a little, but we thought it would be such a good occasion 
for making an announcement. 


AGATHA. An announcement? 
HOR. What announcement? 


SYBIL (looking at TREVOR). An announcement that I’m provisionally — well, 
engaged — 


SPAR. Oh, Sybil, you angel! Let me announce it! Sybil and I are engaged! 


LUD. Engaged! You and Sybil? Impossible. I congratulate you, of course, but 
it’s — most unexpected. 


CLARE. You dear thing. Congratulations. 
SYBIL (furiously). You misunderstand me. I’m not engaged! Do you hear? 
SPAR. Oh, Sybil, but you just said you were! 


SYBIL. YOU fool! I was talking about something quite different. 
[Exit SYBIL, door L. 


HOR. There seems to be some confusion about this wonderful announcement. 


LUD. I gathered that Miss Bomont was talking about something she’s engaged 
on. Anyhow, she distinctly stated that she is not engaged to Mr. Sparrowby. 
Hon. In any case this is hardly a fortunate moment in which to make 
announcements of secondary interest. (Enter WILLIAM, door centre, carrying 
plate with banana. Stops horrified on seeing MRS. BAVVEL, who rises from 
chair.) What are you carrying there, William? 


WILL. (miserably). A banana, ma’am. 

HOR. What are you doing with a banana at this time of night? 

WILL. It’s for her — him, the cockatoo, ma’am. 

HOR. For Adolphus? At a quarter to eleven! He’s never fed at this hour. 


WILL. She — he seemed disturbed and restless as if he was asking for 
something, ma’am. 


HOR. Disturbed? I am not surprised. In the fourteen years that he has lived here 
he has never before experienced such an evening of disgraceful disorder. Trevor, 
perhaps you will see that your neighbours who dropped in so unexpectedly will 
leave with as little delay as possible. Those of you who are at present my guests 
will kindly retire to their sleeping apartments. William! 


WILL. Yes, ma’am. 


HOR. Tell Cook to send a cold supper for myself and Mr. Ludovic to the dining- 
room. Some beef and pickled walnuts and a few peaches. 


WILL, (weakly). Yes, ma’am. 


HOR. Tomorrow I shall have a good deal to say on the subject of these 
deplorable proceedings. Tonight I am too upset. I left Briony an orderly English 
home, I return to find it a casino. 


(Exit HORTENSIA up staircase L., followed by LUDOVIC, who holds up his 
hands in mock despair. The others stand blankly watching them disappear. 
RENE seizes banana which WILLIAM is holding on plate and exits R. eating it. 
He is followed by DRUMMOND and AGATHA. WILLIAM Exit, door L., 
leaving CLARE and TREVOR alone.) 


CURTAIN 


ACT Ill 


Breakfast Room at Briony. 


(LUDOVIC, having just breakfasted, is still seated, chair pushed back from 
table, reading paper. BUTLER about to clear away breakfast things.) 


BUTLER. Shall I remove the breakfast things, sir? 
LUD. (glancing at clock). Is no one else coming down? Where is Miss Clare? 


BUTLER. Miss Clare complained of a headache, sir, and had breakfast in her 
room. 


LUD. And Mr. Trevor? 


BUTLER. Mr. Trevor breakfasted very early and went up to the farm. Miss 
Sybil breakfasted in her room. 


LUD. Had she a headache also? 


BUTLER. She complained of a headache, sir. Mrs. Vulpy breakfasted in her 
room. 


LUD. The same — complaint? 


BUTLER. NO, sir, anxiety and nervous depression. She made a very big 
breakfast, sir. I don’t know whether Miss Agatha has had her breakfast sent up. 
She wasn’t awake half an hour ago. 


LUD. By the way, do you know whether Mrs. Vulpy received any telegrams this 
morning? 


BUTLER. She received one, sir, that she seemed to be expecting. 
LUD. Ah! 


BUTLER. She held it for a long while looking at it, sir, theatrical like, and then 
said there was no answer. 


LUD. Did she seem less depressed after she’d received it? 


BUTLER. She ordered some more kidneys and toast. I should say she was a lot 
more cheerful. 


(Enter AGATHA hastily, door L.) 


AGATHA. Hullo, Ludovic, only you here? I meant to have breakfast upstairs, 
but I saw Hortensia go out to the rose garden, so I skipped down. 


BUTLER. Shall I warm some of the breakfast dishes for you, miss? 


AGATHA. NO, just make me some fresh tea, and leave the ham and sardines. 
(While speaking has both arms on the table.) I don’t see any butter. 


BUTLER. Your sleeve’s in the butter, miss. 

AGATHA. Oh, so it is. And you might bring in some more toast. 
BUTLER. Yes, miss. 

AGATHA. Isn’t there any honey? 

LUD. Your other sleeve is in the honey. 


AGATHA. Oh, bother. (Exit BUTLER, door centre.) I say, did you breakfast 
with Hortensia? Was she very awful? 


LUD. She told me she had lain awake most of the night boiling with indignation. 
She’s now in the hard-boiled state of cold vindictiveness. 


AGATHA. Mercy on us, whatever shall we do? 
LUD. Personally I intend going for a few weeks on a visit to Ireland. 
AGATHA. But we can’t all go to Ireland. 


LUD. One of the great advantages of Ireland as a place of residence is that a 
large number of excellent people never go there. 


AGATHA. You're disgustingly selfish; you don’t think what is to become of the 
rest of us. 


LUD. On the contrary, it’s you that are selfish and inconsiderate. If one of you 
would only marry Trevor all this Hortensia discomfort and forced marching 
would be avoided. 


AGATHA. But how absurd you are, Ludovic! One can’t marry Trevor without 
his consent. No really nice girl would make advances to a man unless he showed 
himself attracted to her first; and, as regards Trevor, it wouldn’t be the slightest 
good anyway; one might as well make advances to the landscape. We poor 
women are so dreadfully handicapped. If I were only a man — 


LUD. If you were a man you couldn’t marry Trevor, so that wouldn’t help us. 
Your sleeve’s in the honey again. 


(Enter BUTLER, door centre, with tea and toast.) 
BUTLER. Is there anything else I can bring you, miss? 


AGATHA. No, thank you. Oh, tell Cook, in case I should be travelling later in 
the day, to cut me some ham sandwiches. No mustard. 


BUTLER. Yes, miss. Shall you want the dogcart ordered? 


LUD. You had better say the waggonette and the luggage cart; there may be 
others leaving this afternoon. 


BUTLER. The 3.20 up or the 4.15 down, miss? 
AGATHA. I’m not quite sure. I’ lI let you know later. 


BUTLER. Yes, miss. 
[Exit BUTLER, door centre. 


AGATHA. If Hortensia is in a never-darken-my-doors-again land of temper I 
shall go right off to Town and on somewhere from there. On the other hand, if 
it’s the kind of outbreak that blows over in a week or two, I shall merely go and 
stay with some people I know at Exeter. 


LUD. Nice people? 


AGATHA. Oh, dear, no. Quite uninteresting. I met them somewhere in 
Switzerland; they helped to find some luggage that had gone astray. I always 
lose luggage when I travel. They have porridge in the mornings, but they live 
close to the station, so one hasn’t got to take a cab. 


LUD. Perhaps it won’t be convenient for them to have you at a moment’s notice. 


AGATHA. It’s not at all convenient for me to go there, but at a time like this one 
can’t stop to think of convenience. Especially other people’s. 


(Enter SPARROWBY cautiously, door L.) 


SPAR. I’ve been afraid to come in before for fear of meeting Hortensia. I’m 
awfully hungry: I suppose everything’s cold. 


LUD. As a matter of public convenience I request you to be sparing with the 
ham; it may be required later in the day for an emergency ration of sandwiches. 
Have you booked a seat in the waggonette? 


SPAR. I say, is it as bad as all that? I hoped Mrs. Bavvel might have cooled 
down a bit. 


LUD. She has. She has settled comfortably into a glacial epoch which will 
transform Briony into a sub-arctic zone in which I, for one, am not tempted to 
remain. 


SPAR. (seating himself at table and beginning to eat). What an awful nuisance; I 
don’t at all want to leave Briony just now. I say, do you think I’m engaged to 
Sybil or not? She certainly seemed to say that we were engaged last night. 


LUD. I really haven’t given it a thought. I don’t think it matters particularly. The 
important question is, is Trevor engaged to anybody? 


SPAR. I think you’re awfully unsympathetic. 
LUD. It’s absurd to expect sympathy at breakfast-time. Breakfast is the most 


unsympathetic meal of the day. One can’t love one’s neighbour with any 
sincerity when he’s emptying the toast-rack and helping himself lavishly to the 


grilled mushrooms that one particularly adores. Even at lunch one is usually in 
rather a quarrelsome frame of mind; you must have noticed that most family 
rows take place at lunch-time. At afternoon tea one begins to get polite, but one 
isn’t really sympathetic till about the second course at dinner. 


SPAR. But the whole future happiness of my life is wrapped up in Sybil’s 
acceptance of my offer. 


LUD. People who wrap up their whole future happiness in one event generally 
find it convenient to unwrap it later on. 


(Enter CLARE, door L.) 


CLARE. Morning, everybody. Have you brave things breakfasted with 
Hortensia? 


AGATHA. No, only Ludovic. He reports her as being pretty bad. It’s a regular 
case of sauve qui peut. 


CLARE. Such disgusting weather to travel in. Fancy being cooped up in a stuffy 
railway carriage all the afternoon. Anything in the papers, Ludovic? 


LUD. Very possibly there may be. Agatha and Sparrowby have kept me so 
pleasantly engaged in discussing their plans that I’ve scarcely been able to 
grapple with the wider events of the day. 


AGATHA. Oh, I can always read and carry on a conversation at the same time. I 
suppose I’ve got a double brain. 


CLARE. Why don’t you economize and have one good one. 


LUD. (rising). If you two are going to quarrel, I’m off. Other people’s quarrels 
always make me feel amiable, and a prospective Parliamentary candidate can’t 
afford to be amiable in private life. It’s like talking shop out of hours. 
(LUDOVIC walks towards door L.) 


SPAR. (jumping up and following him). I say, Ludovic, I want to ask you — do 
you really think — 
[Exit LUDOVIC and SPARROWBY, door L. 


(Enter MRS. VULPY, door centre.) 
MRS. V. Is the coast clear? I’m scared to death of meeting that Gorgon again. 
AGATHA. Had breakfast? 


MRS. V. Nothing worth speaking of. Oh, is there tea? How adorable. (Seats 
herself at table.) Well, has anything happened? 


AGATHA. The luggage cart has been requisitioned, and if you want anything in 
the way of sandwiches or luggage labels an early order will prevent 
disappointment. 


MRS. V. Gracious, what an earthquake. And all because of a little harmless 
dance. If any of you girls do succeed in marrying that young man, you’|] have to 
break him of the farmyard habit. A husband who is always going to earth is 
rather a poor sort of investment. 


CLARE. As long as one marries him, what does it matter? One can afford to be 
neglected by one’s own husband; it’s when other people’s husbands neglect one 
that one begins to talk of matrimonial disillusion. 


MRS. V. Other people’s husbands are rather an overrated lot I prefer unmarried 
men any day; they’ve so much more experience. 


CLARE. I don’t agree with you. Isn’t there a proverb: “A relapsed husband 
makes the best rake”? 


AGATHA. You’re positively disgraceful, both of you. We used to be taught to 
be content with the Ten Commandments and one husband; nowadays women get 
along with fewer commandments and want ten husbands. 


MRS. V. It’s no use scolding. It’s the fault of the age we live in. The perfection 
of the motor-car has turned the country into a vast prairie of grass-widowhood. 
How can a woman be expected to cleave to some one who’s at Lancaster Gate 
one minute and at North Berwick the next? 


AGATHA. She can stay at home and lavish her affections on her babies. 


CLARE. I hate babies. They’re so human — they remind one of monkeys. 


(Enter SYBIL, door L., throws herself into chair L. centre of stage.) 


MRS. V. Well, it’s no use taking a tragic view of yesterday’s fiasco. There are 
thousands of as good men as Trevor in the world, waiting to be married. 


SYBIL. That’s just it; they don’t seem to mind how long they wait. And when 
you come to have a closer look at the thousands there are very few of them that 
one could possibly marry. 


AGATHA. Oh, nonsense; I don’t see why one should be so dreadfully 
fastidious. After all, we’re told all men are brothers. 


SYBIL. Yes; unfortunately, so many of them are younger brothers. 

AGATHA. Oh, well, money isn’t everything. 

SYBIL. It isn’t everything, but it’s a very effective substitute for most things. 
MRS. V. By the way, tell me which is the nearest and cleanest way to the farm. 


AGATHA (who is about to leave room). Through the white gates into the fir 
plantation, and past the potting sheds. You can’t miss it. (Suddenly turning back 
and sitting down abruptly.) What do you want to go there for? 


MRS. V. Merely to say my good-byes to Mr. Trevor, and while he is showing 
me round the farm buildings I dare say Pll find an opportunity to tell him how 
badly he’s treated you all, and what an uncomfortable situation he’s created, and 
generally work on his better feelings. 


SYBIL. You might as well work on superior blotting-paper. (Exit MRS. 
VULPY.) I don’t trust that woman a little atom. 


CLARE. I believe she’s bad bad news from South Africa, and she’s keeping it 
dark and going for Trevor on her own account. 


SYBIL. He spoke very curiously about her to me last night, asked what I thought 
of her and all that. 


AGATHA. Exactly what he did to me. I say, can’t we stop her? 


CLARE. Are you proposing to use violence? If so I think Pll watch from a 
distance; when you used to play hockey you were noted for hitting more people 
than you ever aimed at. 


SYBIL (jumping to her feet). Hortensia’s voice! 


(CLARE and SYBIL scurry out of the room by door R. AGATHA blunders into 
the arms of HORTENSIA, who enters by door L.) 


AGATHA (trying to look at her ease). Oh, good morning. Did it rain in the 
night? 


HOR. I lay awake most of the night; I did not hear any rain. (Rings bell.) 


AGATHA. Oh, I’m so sorry you didn’t sleep well. Oak leaves soaked in salt 
water and put under the bed are an awfully good remedy. Let me get you some. 


HOR. (coldly). Thank you, we don’t want any more decaying vegetation brought 
into the house. My sleeplessness was not due to insomnia. Under normal 
circumstances I sleep excellently. 


AGATHA. I feel that I ought to explain about last night. 


HOR. You will have to explain. Every one will have to give an account of his or 
her share in the disgraceful affair, including the servants, who seem to have 
connived at it. I have ordered a gathering of the household for 4 o’clock in the 
library, which you will kindly attend. (Enter WILLIAM, door centre.) William, at 
this hour of the morning I expect the breakfast things to be cleared away. 

[Exit HORTENSIA, R. 


AGATHA. William, tell John that I shall have to leave here well before four to 
catch the 4.15. I’ve got lots of luggage to register at the station. 


WILL. Yes, miss; the waggonette’s ordered already. 


AGATHA. I expect it will have to be the dogcart as well; there will probably be 
a lot of us wanting to catch trains this afternoon. 


WILL. Yes, miss. What I envy about you, miss, is your play-going way of taking 
things. 


AGATHA. Play-going way? 


WILL. Yes, miss. You just sit and wait till things has been brought to a climax 
and then you put on your hat and gloves and walk outside. It’s different for those 
who’ ve got to go on living with the climax. 


AGATHA. I hadn’t thought of that; I suppose it is rather horrid. 
[Exit WILLIAM by door centre, carrying off breakfast things on tray. 
[Exit AGATHA, door L. 


(Enter LUDOVIC, door R. He takes newspaper packet off table L., opens 
wrapper, throws himself into a chair and begins reading.) 


(Enter RENE, door R.) 
RENE. Ludovic! Aren’t you all feeling like a lot of drowned kittens? 


LUD. I don’t know what a lot of drowned kittens feel like. I hope I’m not 
looking like a lot of drowned kittens. 


RENE. Oh, don’t talk about looks. (Looks himself carefully over in the mirror.) I 
felt so jumpy last night that I scarcely dared put the light out. I had a hot-water 
bottle in my bed. 


LUD. A hot-water bottle? Surely it’s too warm for that. 


RENE. Oh, there was no hot water in it, it was merely to give a sense of 
protection. I suppose there’s a general stampede? (Seats himself, chair centre 
stage.) 


LUD. The house resounds with the cutting of sandwiches and the writing of 
luggage labels. 


RENE. And what does he say to it all? 
LUD. Who? Trevor? He made a strategic move to the farm at an early hour. 


RENE. I believe he was so sleepy last night that he doesn’t really know whether 
he proposed to Sybil or not. 


LUD. Sybil did her best, but that miserable Sparrowby ruined whatever chance 
she had. 


RENE. I’ve no use for that person; he’s just the kind of idiot who comes up to 
you in a Turkish bath and says, “Isn’t it hot?” Meanwhile, what are you going to 
do? 


LUD. I shall pay a long-projected visit to an old chum who lives in Kildare. 


RENE. Nonsense, Ludo, you can’t. Nobody really lives in Kildare; I don’t 
believe there are such places. And old Spindleham is really at the last gasp. The 
Western Morning News says he can’t live out the week. 


LUD. Under present circumstances, Rene, I’ve no intention of standing. 


RENE. Oh, don’t be so provoking. Go and see Trevor and tell him he must 
marry Sybil. Explain the circumstances to him. A wife is a sort of thing that can 
happen any day. But a Parliamentary vacancy is a different matter. There’s your 
career to think of. 


LUD. He will naturally retort that his whole future happiness has got to be 
thought of. 


RENE. Oh, damn! what about my whole future income? 


LUD. My dear Rene, the question is, whether we have not hunted Trevor into 
the wrong net. I have just met that Vulpy woman in full cry up to the farm, and 
something in her manner tells me that she’s running a trail of her own. 


RENE. But her husband — 


LUD. I asked her if she had had any news of him. She was careful to tell me that 
she hadn’t received any letters this morning. She was equally careful not to 
inform me that she did get a telegram. I fancy that telegram announced her 
promotion to the rank of widowhood. 


RENE. But you surely don’t think that Trevor would — 


LUD. That’s exactly what I do think. We’ ve tried to badger and harry him into a 
matrimonial entanglement with all sorts of eligible and likely young women, and 


it’s quite in the nature of things that he’ll turn round and perversely commit 
himself to this wholly impossible person. You must remember that Trevor is a 
fellow who has seen comparatively little of the world, and what he’s seen has 
been more or less of one pattern. Now that he’s suddenly confronted with a 
creature of quite another type, with whom he isn’t expected to interest himself, 
naturally he at once becomes interested. 


RENE. Well, if this stumbling-block of a husband of hers has really been good- 
natured enough to migrate to another world, everything is plain sailing. Trevor 
can go ahead and marry the lady-after a decent interval, of course. 


LUD. Absolutely out of the question. I should never forgive myself if such a 
thing happened. 


RENE. But why — haven’t we been moving heaven and earth to get him 
married? 


LUD. Married, yes, but not to Mrs. Vulpy. After all, Trevor is my only brother’s 
only son, and if I can help it I’m not going to sit still and let him tie himself to 
that bundle of scheming vulgarity. Besides, a woman like that installed as 
mistress of Briony would only mean a prolongation of Hortensia’s influence. 
Trevor would be driven to consult his mother in everything, from the sheer 
impossibility of putting confidence in his wife. 


RENE. I think we’re being absurdly fastidious about Trevor’s wife. We’ve given 
him heaps of opportunities for marrying decent nonentities, so I don’t see why 
we should reproach ourselves if he accidentally swallows a clumsier bait. 
Anyhow, I don’t see how you’re going to stop it if there’s really anything in it. 


LUD. That’s just what’s worrying me. To speak to him about it would be to 
clinch matters. With rare exceptions the Bavvels are devilishly obstinate. 


RENE. Well, it would be rather a delicate subject to broach to her. She would 
scarcely relish being told that she’s impossible. 


LUD. I should put it more tactfully. I should tell her she wouldn’t harmonize 
with local surroundings, that she has too much dash and go, and — help me out 
with some tactful attribute. 


RENE. Too flamboyant. 


LUD. I asked you for tact, not truth. 


RENE. Too much individuality. I don’t know what that means. But it sounds 
well. 


LUD. Thank you, that will do nicely. A woman always respects a word that she 
can’t spell. 


RENE. You’d better jot it all down on your cuff. You’ll forget it in a sudden 
panic when you’re talking to her. 


(Enter BUTLER, R.) 
BUTLER. Colonel Mutsome. 


(Enter COL. MUTSOME, R.) 
[Exit BUTLER, same door. 


COL. How do you do? (Shakes hands with LUDOVIC, bows to RENE.) What 
unpleasant weather. Quite damp. I hope dear Hortensia is well. I’ve a great 
admiration for Hortensia. I always say she’s the first lady in Somersetshire. 


RENE. Everything must have a beginning. 
COL. I hear our member is not expected to live. (Seats himself in chair, R.) 
LUD. I saw something to that effect in the local papers. 


COL. I suppose we shall be having an election in a few weeks’ time. Is it true 
that you are the prospective Party candidate? 


LUD. I saw it suggested in the local papers. There has always been some idea of 
getting a Bavvel to stand. 


COL. I suppose you would accept! 
LUD. That will depend very largely on family considerations. 


RENE. Of course Ludovic means to stand. I caught him yesterday being 
ostentatiously sympathetic to the local chemist, a man with a hare-lip and 


personal reminiscences and a vote. No one listens to the personal reminiscences 
of a man with a hare-lip unless they’ve got some imperative motive; when the 
man also has a vote the motive is unmistakable. 


LUD. Rene, as a private secretary, you would have to be very private. 
COL. I suppose you subscribe to all the principal items of the Party programme? 


LUD. Oh, I believe so — and to most of the local charities. That is the really 
important thing. It is generally understood that a rich man has some difficulty in 
entering the Kingdom of Heaven; the House of Commons is not so exclusive. 
Our electoral system, however, takes good care that the rich man entering 
Parliament shall not remain rich. It is simply astonishing the number of 
institutions supported by involuntary contributions that a candidate discovers in 
his prospective constituency. At least he doesn’t discover them — they discover 
him. For instance, I don’t keep bees, I don’t know how to, and don’t want to 
know how to. I don’t eat honey. I never go near a hive except at an agricultural 
show when I am perfectly certain there are no bees in it. Yet I have already 
consented to be vice-president and annual subscriber to the local beekeepers’ 
association. On consulting a memorandum book I find I am vice-president of 
seven bell-ringers’ guilds and about twenty village football clubs. I cannot 
remember having been so enthusiastic about football when I was at school. I am 
a subscribing member of a botanical ramble club. Can you imagine me doing 
botanical rambles? Of course you quite understand that there’s no bribery in all 
this. 


COL. Oh, of course not. Bribery is not tolerated nowadays. 


LUD. At any rate, one gives it another name. Let us call it altruism in 
compartments; very intense and comprehensive where it exists, but strictly 
confined within the bound of one’s constituency. 


COL. I suppose you’re sound on religious questions? There is no truth in the 
story that you have leanings towards agnosticism? 


LUD. My dear Colonel, no one can be Agnostic nowadays. The Christian 
Apologists have left one nothing to disbelieve. 


RENE. Personally I am a pagan. Christians waste too much time in professing to 
be miserable sinners, which generally results in their being merely miserable and 


leaving some of the best sins undone; whereas the pagan gets cheerfully to work 
and commits his sins and doesn’t brag so much about them. 


COL. I trust you are only talking in theory. 


RENE. In theory, of course. In practice, every one is pagan according to his 
lights. 


LUD. Rene, as a private secretary, I’m afraid you would become a public 
scandal. I shouldn’t dare to leave you alone with an unprotected deputation. 


(Enter TREVOR, door L.) 


TREVOR. Morning, Ludovic. Hullo, Colonel, I didn’t know you were here. 
(Shakes hands with COLONEL MUTSOME.) Morning, René I distinctly heard 
you all talking politics. (TREVOR seats himself in chair, centre stage.) 


COL. Politics are rather in the air. It seems we are threatened with a 
Parliamentary vacancy. 


LUD. By way of meeting trouble half-way, Colonel Mutsome has come to 
ascertain whether there is any probability of my standing. 


COL. I should have expressed it differently. 


LUD. Things do not point at present to the probability of my becoming a 
candidate, but the Colonel has taken things betimes and has been doing a little 
preliminary heckling. 


COL. Not heckling, exactly. My position as Vice-Chairman of the local Party 
Association gives me some opportunity for gauging opinion down here. 
Collectively the Government has, perhaps, lost some of its prestige, but 
individually I think Ministers are popular. 


LUD. Including the irrepressible Bumpingford. 


COL. Oh, certainly. Rather an assertive personality, perhaps, but of undeniable 
ability. He comes into the category of those who are born to command. 


LUD. Possibly. His trouble so far is that he hasn’t been able to find any one who 
was born to obey him. So you think Ministers are in general popular? 


COL. Compared with the leaders of the Opposition — 

LUD. One should be careful not to say disparaging things of Opposition leaders. 
COL. Because they may one day be at the head of affairs? 

LUD. No, because they may one day lead the Opposition. One never knows. 
COL. There is the question of Votes for Women. 


LUD. Personally I see no reason why women shouldn’t have votes. They’re 
quite unfit to have votes, but that’s no argument against their having them. If we 
were to restrict the right of voting to those of the male sex who were fitted for it 
we should have to enlarge Hyde Park to accommodate the protesting hordes of 
nonvoters. Government by democracy means government of the mentally unfit 
by the mentally mediocre tempered by the saving grace of snobbery. 


COL. You will be very unpopular if you say that sort of thing down here. 

LUD. I have no intention of saying it. Some poet has remarked, “To think is to 
be full of sorrow.” To think aloud is a luxury of sorrow which few politicians 
can afford to indulge in. 


COL. (suddenly). By the way — was there some dancing at Briony last night? 


LUD. (in nervous haste). Oh, no, just some Shakespeare readings and a little 
music. I wonder you haven’t asked me about land values. 


COL. I was coming to that. 
TREVOR (eagerly). It’s rather an important question, particularly down here. 
LUD. Most important. 


RENE (same eagerness). It’s quite one of the questions of the immediate future. 
An aunt of a Cabinet Minister was speaking to me about it only last week. She 
said it kept her awake at nights. 


COL. Really — I quite understood that there was a Cinderella dance — 


LUD. Oh, no, dear no, nothing of that kind. Some Shakespeare reading, in 
costume. 


COL. In costume — but how very interesting. What scenes did you give? 
RENE. The Ghost scenes from what-do-you-call-it. 


COL. The Ghost scene from “Hamlet”? That must have needed a lot of 
rehearsal. 


RENE. No, we had a lot of ghosts, so that if one forgot his lines another could 
go on with them. 


COL. What an odd idea. What a very odd idea. But they couldn’t all have been 
in costume. 


RENE. They were, rows of them. All in white sheets. 
COL. How very extraordinary. It couldn’t have been a bit like Shakespeare. 


RENE. It wasn’t, but it was very like Maeterlinck. Whoever really wrote 
“Hamlet,” there can be no doubt that Maeterlinck and Maxim Gorki ought to 
have written it, in collaboration. 


COL. But how could they? They weren’t born at that time. 


RENE. That’s the bother of it. Ideas get used up so quickly. If the Almighty 
hadn’t created the world at the beginning of things Edison would probably have 
done it by this time on quite different lines, and then some one would have come 
along to prove that the Chinese had done it centuries ago. 


COL. (acidly, to TREVOR, turning his back on RENE). How is your cold, Mr. 
Trevor? You had a cold before we went to Worcestershire. 


TREVOR. That one went long ago. I’ve got another one now, which is better, 
thank you. 


COL. We had such a lot of asparagus in Worcestershire. 


TREVOR. Yes? 


COL. We got our earliest asparagus in London, then we got more down here, 
and then we had a late edition in Worcestershire, so we’ve had quite a lot this 
year. 


RENE. The charm of that story is that it could be told in any drawing-room. 


COL. (rising from seat). I think I saw Hortensia pass the window. If you don’t 
mind I’ll go and meet her. 


LUD. Let me escort you. 
[Exeunt LUDOVIC and COLONEL MUTSOME, door R. 


RENE (lighting cigarette). You’ve heard the story that’s going about? 
TREVOR. That we held unholy revels here last night. 


RENE. Well, a propos of that; people are saying that you and Sparrowby 
proposed to the same girl and that Sparrowby threatened to break your neck if 
you didn’t give way to him; and that you gave way rather than have any 
unpleasantness. 


TREVOR. What an infernal invention. I am damned if I let that go about. 
RENE. I don’t see what you can do to stop it. 
TREVOR. I might break Sparrowby’s neck. 


RENE. No one could have any reasonable objection to that course; Sparrowby is 
one of those people who would be enormously improved by death. 
Unfortunately, he is your guest, and on that account it wouldn’t be quite the 
thing to do. He’s sure to have a parent or aunt or some one who’d write letters to 
The Times about it: “Fatal ragging in country houses,” and so on. No, your only 
prudent line of action would be to marry the girl, or any girl who came handy, 
just to knock the stuffing out of the story. Otherwise you’ll have to take it 
recumbent, as the saying is. 


TREVOR. I’m not fool enough to rush off and perpetrate matrimony with the 
first person I meet in order to put a stop to a ridiculous story. 


RENE. My dear Trevor, I quite understand your situation. 
TREVOR. You don’t. 


RENE. Of course I do. You don’t want to interrupt an agreeable and moderately 
safe flirtation with a woman who has just got husband enough to give her the 
flavour of forbidden fruit. I’m not one of those who run the Vulpy down just 
because she’s a trifle too flamboyant for the general taste. As a wife I dare say 
she’d be rather an experiment down here, but I’ve no doubt you’d be tolerably 
happy. She’d be more at her ease at a suburban race meeting than at a county 
garden party, but still — you could travel a good deal. And if you find her 
sympathetic it doesn’t matter so very much whether she’s intelligent or not. But 
all that is beside the point, because she’s not available. Inconvenient husbands 
don’t come to timely ends in real life like they do in fiction. If you seriously 
want to put your foot down on the gossip that is going about, and make an end of 
this uncomfortable domestic situation, your only course is to go straight ahead 
and propose to the first available girl that you run up against. If it’s the bother of 
the thing that you shirk let me open negotiations for you — my mission in life is 
to save other people trouble, on reasonable terms. (RENE becomes suddenly 
aware that TREVOR has gone to sleep, and rises angrily from his seat.) Of all 
the exasperating dolts! I don’t know how matchmaking mothers manage to grow 
fat on the business; a week of this would wear me to a shadow. 

[Exit RENE ina fury, door R. 


(Enter LUDOVIC, L.) 
LUD. Hullo, is Rene here? 
TREVOR. He was, a minute or two ago. I think I heard him leave the house. 


LUD. Has anything been heard of his mother? So many distracting things have 
been happening that I clean forgot to ask about her. 


TREVOR. By Jove, so did I. He’ll think us rather remiss, but anyhow he seemed 
more concerned about finding me a suitable wife than about retrieving his lost 
parent. Have you heard anything of the story that he says is going about? 


LUD. (seating himself). About last night, you mean? 


TREVOR. Yes, that Sparrowby and I proposed to the same girl, and that 
Sparrowby bounced me into taking a back seat. 


LUD. Ah! no — at least, probably what I heard had reference to that. What an 
unpleasant scandal. Unfortunately, the fact that Sybil is leaving Briony in such a 
hurry will give colour to it. 


TREVOR. Was it Sybil, then? 
LUD. I suppose so. I think I heard her name mentioned. What shall you do then? 
TREVOR. Do? I don’t know. What do you suggest? 


LUD. My suggestion would be so simple that you are not likely to accept it for a 
moment. If one shows people an intricate and risky way out of a difficulty they 
are becomingly grateful: if you point out a safe and obvious exit they regard you 
with resentment. In your case the resentment would probably take the form of 
going to sleep in the middle of my advice. 


TREVOR. I wasn’t going to sleep! I was wondering which particular girl you 
were going to recommend to my notice. There seems to be a concentration on 
Sybil Bomont. 


LUD. It’s scarcely my place to fill in the details for you; I suppose matrimony is 
an eventuality which begins to present itself rather prominently to you, and when 
you’ve settled that point the details soon fit themselves in. If the Bomont girl 
doesn’t meet with your requirements there is your neighbour Evelyn Bray, 
whom you entangled in last night’s entertainment — I shall never forget her face 
when I told her that Hortensia didn’t require any more music — and there’s 
Clare Henessey; you used to get on famously with Clare. 


TREVOR. Clare and Evelyn are very good sorts — 


LUD. (raising his hand). Good sorts — Oh, my dear Trevor, you are still in the 
schoolboy stage as regards women. The schoolboy divides womenkind broadly 
into two species, the decent sort and the holy horror, much as the naturalist, after 
a somewhat closer investigation of his subject, classifies snakes as either 
harmless or poisonous. The schoolboy is usually fairly well informed about 
things that he doesn’t have to study, but as regards women he is altogether too 
specific. You can’t really divide them in a hard-and-fast way. 


TREVOR. At least there are superficial differences. 


LUD. But nothing deeper. Woman is a belated survival from a primeval age of 
struggle and cunning and competition; that is why, wherever you go the world 
over, you find all the superfluous dust and worry being made by the gentler sex. 
If you are on a crowded P. and O. steamer, who is it that wages an incessant 
warfare over the cabin accommodation? Who is it that creates the little social 
feuds that divide benighted country parishes and lonely hill stations? Who is it 
that raises objections to smoking in railway carriages, and who writes to 
housemasters to complain of the dear boys’ breakfast fare? Man has moved with 
the historic progression of the ages. But woman is a habit that has survived from 
the period when one had to dispute with cave bears and cave hyenas whether one 
ate one’s supper or watched others eat it, whether one slept at home or on one’s 
doorstep. The great religions of the world have all recognized this fact and kept 
womankind severely outside of their respective systems. That is why, however 
secular one’s tendencies, one turns instinctively to religion in some form for 
respite and peace. 


TREVOR. But one can’t get along without women. 


LUD. Precisely what I have been trying to impress upon you. Granted that 
woman is merely a bad habit, she is a habit that we have not grown out of. Under 
certain circumstances a bad habit is first-cousin to a virtue. In your case it seems 
to me that matrimony is not only a virtue but a convenience. 


TREVOR. It’s all very well for you to talk about convenience. What may be 
convenient for other people may be highly inconvenient for me. 


LUD. That means that you’re involved in some blind-alley affair with a married 
woman. Precisely what I feared. Men like yourself of easy-going unsuspecting 
temperament, invariably fall victims to the most rapacious type of cave woman, 
the woman who already has a husband and who merely kills for the sake of 
killing. You pick and choose and dally among your artificial categories of 
awfully good sorts and dear little women, and then some one of the Mrs. Vulpy 
type comes along and quietly annexes you. 


TREVOR. I seem to have been annexed to Mrs. Vulpy by popular delimitation. 
Critically speaking she isn’t a bit my style, but I don’t see anything so very 


dreadful about her. She’s a trifle pronounced, perhaps — she tells me she had a 
Spanish grandfather. 


LUD. Ancestors will happen in the best-intentioned families. Every social sin or 
failing is excused nowadays under the plea of an artistic temperament or a 
Sicilian grandmother. As poor Lady Cloutsham once told me, as soon as her 
children found out that a Hungarian lady of blameless moral character had 
married into the family somewhere in the reign of the Georges, they considered 
themselves absolved from any further attempts to distinguish between good and 
evil — except by way of expressing a general preference for the latter. When her 
youngest boy was at Winchester he made such unblushing use of the Hungarian 
strain in his blood that he was known as the Blue Danube. “That,” said Lady 
Cloutsham, “is what comes of letting young children read Debrett and Darwin.” 


TREVOR. As regards Mrs. Vulpy’s temperament, I don’t fancy one need go 
very far afield. 


LUD. Oh, no, Greater London is quite capable of turning her out without having 
recourse to foreign blending. 


TREVOR. Still, I don’t see that she’s anything worse than a flirt. 


LUD. Oh, on her best behaviour, I’ve no doubt she’s perfectly gentle and 
frolicsome; for the matter of that, the cave hyenas probably had their after-dinner 
moments of comparative amiability. But, from the point of view of an extremely 
marriageable young bachelor, she simply isn’t safe to play with. I don’t want to 
run her down on the score of her rather common personality, but I wish to warn 
you that she is one of those people gifted with just the sort of pushing, scheming 
audacity — (Enter MRS. VULPY, door centre.) Ah, good morning, Mrs. Vulpy 
(TREVOR looks round and jumps to his feet), just the sort of pushing, scheming 
audacity that makes them dangerous. Once we let them wriggle their way into 
the Persian Gulf they’ll snap up all our commerce under our eyes. 


MRS. V. You dreadful men, always talking politics. 
LUD. Politics are rather in the air just now. 


MRS. V. I feel as if we were all in the air after the dreadful explosion of last 
night. I am just wondering where I am going to come down. 


TREVOR. It seems an awful shame, driving all you charming people away. My 
mother goes to absurd lengths about some things. 


MRS. V. It’s poor us who have to go the absurd lengths. I shan’t feel safe till I 
have put two fair-sized counties between Mrs. Bavvel and myself. Oh, Mr. 
Trevor, before I leave you must show me the model dairy. 


TREVOR. Right-oh, Pll take you there now if you like. 


MRS. V. Do, please. I just love dairies and cheese-making and all that sort of 
thing. I think it’s so clever the way they make those little blue insertions in 
Gorgonzola cheese. I always say I ought to have been a farmer’s wife. We’ll 
leave Ludovic to his horrid politics. 


LUD. Before I forget, Trevor, go and get me those trout flies you promised me, 
and Pll have them packed. Mrs. Vulpy won’t mind, I dare say, waiting for you 


here for a few minutes. 


TREVOR. Right you are. I won’t be a second. 
[Exit TREVOR. 


LUD. I hope you don’t despise me too much. 
MRS. V. Despise you! Oh, Mr. Ludovic, what ever should I despise you for? 
LUD. For being fool enough to put confidence in you as a fellow conspirator. 


MRS. V. Why, I am sure I have been loyal enough to our compact. If the results 
haven’t been brilliant, you can scarcely blame me for the breakdown. 


LUD. The compact was that you should help in an endeavour to get Trevor 
engaged to one of the girls of the house party. I don’t think I’m mistaken in 
saying that the game you are playing is to secure him for yourself. 


MRS. V. Never more mistaken in your life. Really, you seem to forget that I’m a 
married woman. 


LUD. Your memory is even shorter. You seem to forget that you received a 
telegram this morning to say that your husband is dead. 


MRS. V. Whatever will you say next? You don’t know what you’re talking 
about. 


LUD. Oh, it’s correct enough; I read it. 


MRS. V. (raising her voice). How dare you intercept my correspondence. The 
telegram was marked plain enough, “Vulpy, c/o Bavvel.” You’re simply a 
common sneak. 


LUD. I didn’t read the intelligence in your telegram. I read it in your manner. 
You’ ve just been obliging enough to confirm my deductions. 


MRS. V. Oh, you’re trying amateur detective business on me, are you? (With 
sudden change of manner.) Now, look here, Mr. Ludovic, don’t you set yourself 
against me. Why shouldn’t I marry Trevor? You said yourself two days ago that 
it was a pity I wasn’t a widow, so that I could be eligible for marrying him. 


LUD. Of course, I spoke jestingly. 


MRS. V. Well, it isn’t a jest to me. I have had a wretched, miserable time with 
my late husband; I can’t tell you what a time I’ve had with him. 


LUD. Because you have had a miserable time with the late Mr. Vulpy is 
precisely, my dear lady, the reason why I don’t wish you to try the experiment of 
being miserable with my nephew. You are so utterly unsuited to him and his 
surroundings that you couldn’t fail to be unhappy and to make him unhappy into 
the bargain. 


MRS. V. I don’t see why I should be unsuited to him. Trevor is a gentleman, and 
I am a lady, I suppose. Perhaps you wish to suggest that I am not. 


LUD. You are, if you will permit me to say so, a very charming and agreeable 
lady, but you would not fit in with the accepted ideals of the neighbourhood. 
You have too much dash and go and — in-indefinable — characteristics. I don’t 
know if you’ve noticed it, but in Somersetshire we don’t dash. 


MRS. V. Oh, don’t fling your beastly county set and its prejudices in my face. I 
am as good as the lot of you and a bit better. I mix in far smarter circles than 
you’ve got here. Lulu Duchess of Dulverton and her set are a cut above the pack 


of you, and as for you, if you want my opinion, you’re a meddling, interfering, 
middle-aged toad. 


LUD. You asked me a moment ago why you shouldn’t marry Trevor. You’re 
supplying one of the reasons now. You’re flying into something very like a rage. 
In Somersetshire we never fly into a rage. We walk into one, and when 
necessary we stay there for weeks, perhaps for years. But we never fly into one. 
MRS. V. Oh, I’ve had enough of your sarcasms. You’ve had my opinion of you. 
You’re a mass of self-seeking and intrigue. You’re mistaken if you think I’m 
going to let a middle-aged toad stand in my path. 

(Enter TREVOR.) 


TREVOR. Here are all the flies I could find. Sorry to have kept you waiting, but 
I had to hunt for them. 


LUD. Don’t mention it; we’ve been having such an interesting talk, about the 
age toads live to. Mrs. Vulpy is quite a naturalist. 


MRS. V. I’ve got all my packing to do, so we’d better not lose any more time. 


TREVOR. Right you are, we will go at once. 
[Exit TREVOR and MRS. VULPY, R. 


(Enter AGATHA, L.) 

(LUDOVIC flings himself down savagely at writing table.) 
AGATHA. Have you seen Trevor anywhere? 

LUD. He was here a minute ago. I believe he’s now in the dairy. 
AGATHA. The dairy! What’s he doing in the dairy? 

LUD. I don’t know. What does one do in dairies? 


AGATHA. One makes butter and that sort of thing. Trevor can’t make butter. 


LUD. I don’t believe he can. We spend incredible sums on technical education, 
but the number of people who know how to make butter remains extremely 
limited. 


AGATHA. IS he alone? 
LUD. I fancy Mrs. Vulpy is with him. 
AGATHA. That cat! Why is she with him? 


LUD. I don’t know. There’s a proverb — isn’t there? — about showing a cat the 
way to the dairy, but I forget what happens next AGATHA. I call it rather 
compromising. 


LUD. It’s a model dairy, you know. 


AGATHA. I don’t see that that makes it any better. Mrs. Vulpy is scarcely a 
model woman. 


LUD. She’s a married woman. 
AGATHA. A South African husband is rather a doubtful security. 


LUD. Then you can scarcely blame her for taking a provident interest in West of 
England bachelors. 


AGATHA. It’s simply indecent. She might wait till one husband is definitely 
dead before trying to rope in another. 


LUD. My dear Agatha, brevity is the soul of widowhood. 

AGATHA. I loathe her. She promised she would try to get Trevor to put an end 
to all this muddle and row by getting him engaged to — to Sybil or any one else 
available. 

LUD. How do you know she’s not trying now? 


AGATHA. Oh, I say, do you think she is? 


LUD. I think it’s quite possible; also I think it’s quite possible that Trevor is 
discoursing learnedly on the amount of milk a Jersey cow can be induced to 


yield under intelligent treatment. Frankly, I consider these milk and egg statistics 
that one is expected to talk about in the country border on the indelicate. If I 
were a cow or hen I should resent having my most private and personal actions 
treated as a sort of auction bridge. The country has no reticence. 


(Enter SYBIL, R.) 
SYBIL. Well, I’ve packed. 


AGATHA. Oh, dear, I haven’t begun. I know I shall be late for the train; I’m 
always late for trains. I must go and dig up some foxglove roots in the plantation 
to take away with me. 


SYBIL. I refuse to let you bring more than five cubic feet of earth mould and 
stinging nettles into the carriage. 


AGATHA. Don’t excite yourself, my dear. I’m going by a down train and 
you’re going by an up, I presume. 


SYBIL. Don’t be a pig. You must come with us to make a four for Bridge; 
there’ll be Clare and myself and you and the Vulpy. Otherwise we’ll have to let 
that wearisome Sparrowby in, and I’d rather have a ton of decaying hedge and 
compressed caterpillar in the carriage than have Sparrowby inflicted on me for 
three mortal hours. 


AGATHA. I’m not going to upset all my visiting plans just to suit your Bridge 
arrangements. Besides, you said the last time we played that I had no more 


notion of the game than an unborn parrot. I haven’t got such a short memory, 
you see. 


SYBIL. I wish you hadn’t got such a short temper. 

AGATHA. Me short-tempered! My good temper is proverbial. 

SYBIL. Not to say legendary. 

LUD. Please don’t start quarrelling. You’re making me feel amiable again. 


(Enter MRS. VULPY, R., trying not to look crest-fallen.) 


MRS. V. I never knew a dairy could be so interesting. All the latest 
improvements. Such beautiful ventilation — and such plain dairymaids. What it 
is to have a careful mother. 


LUD. You weren’t very long in going over it. 


MRS. V. Oh, I had to rush it, of course. I must go and superintend my packing. 
It doesn’t do to leave everything to one’s maid. 


SYBIL. Hortensia! It’s no use bolting, we’re cornered. 

(Enter, R., HORTENSIA and COLONEL MUTSOME.) 

MRS. V. Good morning, Mrs. Bavvel. (She bows to the COLONEL.) (Pause.) 
COL. MRS. Bavvel has just been showing me the poultry yard. I’ve been 
admiring the black minorcas. How many eggs did you say they’ ve laid in the last 
six months, Hortensia? 


HOR. I don’t think Mrs. Vulpy is much interested in such matters. 


MRS. V. Oh, I adore poultry. There’s something so Omar Khayyam about them. 
Lulu Duchess of Dulverton keeps white peacocks. (Pause.) 


COL. Such a disappointment to us not to have had Mrs. Bawd’s lecture last 
night. All on account of Mrs. St. Gall’s extraordinary disappearance. People are 
talking of a suicide. Others say it’s a question of eluding creditors. Her debts, I 
believe, are simply enormous. 


HOR. One must be careful of echoing local gossip, but from the improvident 
way in which that household is managed one is justified in supposing that 
financial difficulties are not unknown there. 


COL. In any case, I feel convinced that we shan’t see Mrs. St. Gall in these parts 
again. 


(Enter RENE, door R., followed by TREVOR.) 


RENE. I’ve found my mother! COL. Mrs. St. Gall found? You’ve seen her? 


RENE. NO, but I’ve spoken to her. She was having a bath when I got back, so 
we conversed through the bath-room door. Touching scene of filial piety. Return 
of the prodigal mother, son weeping over bath-room door-handle. We don’t run 
to a fatted calf, but I promised her she should have an egg with her tea. 


COL. But where had she been all this time? 

RENE. Principally at Cardiff. 

COL. Cardiff! Whatever did she want to go to Cardiff for? 
RENE. She didn’t want to go. She was taken. 

HOR. Taken! 


RENE. She was doing a stroll on the Crowcoombe road when Freda Tewkesbury 
and her husband swooped down on her in their road car. They live at Warwick, 
at least they’ve got a house and some children there, but since they’ve gone mad 
on motoring they spend most of their time on the highway. The poor we have 
always in our midst, and nowadays the rich may crash into us at any moment. 


COL. Your mother wasn’t run over? 


RENE. Oh, no, but Freda took her up for a spin and then insisted on her coming 
on just as she was for a day or two’s visit to Monmouth and Cardiff. Freda is 
always picking up her friends in that impromptu way; she keeps spare tooth- 
brushes and emergency night-things of various sizes on her car. Of course, you 
can’t dress for dinner, but that doesn’t matter very fundamentally in Cardiff. 


LUD. But surely your mother might have telegraphed to say what had become of 
her. 


RENE. She did, from Monmouth, with long directions about charcoal biscuits 
for the chows’ suppers, and again from Cardiff to say when she was coming 
back. Freda gave the wires to her husband to send off, which accounts for their 
never having reached us. None of the Tewkesburys have any memories. Their 
father got a knock on the head at Inkermann and since then the family have 
never been able to remember anything. I love borrowing odd sums from 
Tewkesbury; both of us are so absolutely certain to forget all about it. 


HOR. And it was on account of this madcap freak that last night’s function was 
postponed and my address cancelled. 


COL. This promiscuous gadding about in motors is undermining all home life 
and sense of locality. One scarcely knows nowadays to which county people 
belong. 


HOR. I trust that Mrs. St. Gall showed some appreciation of the anxiety and 
alarm caused by her disappearance. 


RENE. I don’t know. I wasn’t in a position to see. 


HOR. Altogether a most extraordinary episode — a fitting sequel to last night’s 
Saturnalia. 


COL. Saturnalia! At Briony? 


HOR. Advantage was taken of my absence at Panfold last night to indulge in an 
entertainment which I describe as a Saturnalia for fear of giving it a worse name. 


LUD. Perhaps we are judging it a little too seriously. A little dancing — 


HOR. Dancing of a particularly objectionable character, in costumes improvised 
from bed-linen. 


COL. Bed-linen! 
HOR. To an accompaniment of French songs. 


COL. French songs! But how horrible. I was told that it was merely Shakespeare 
readings. 


HOR. I regret to say that some of the servants appear to have lent themselves to 
the furtherance of this underhand proceeding. Among others it will be my 
unpleasant duty to ask Cook to find another place; I shall give her a good 
character as a cook, but I shall be very restrained as to what I say about her 
trustworthiness. 


TREVOR. But, mother, isn’t that being rather extreme? She’s an awfully good 
cook. 


HOR. I put conduct before cookery. 


TREVOR. After all, she did nothing more than make two or three supper dishes 
for us; she couldn’t be expected to know that there would be French songs to 
follow. 


HOR. It was her duty to consult me as to these highly unusual preparations. I 
had given my customary orders for the kitchen department and they did not 
include chicken mayonnaise or peches melba. Had she informed me of these 
unauthorized instructions that she had received the mischief would have been 
detected and nipped in the bud. 


TREVOR. I think it’s scarcely fair that she should be punished for what we did. 
(TREVOR rises and goes to window, R. centre.) 


LUD. I confess I think it’s rather unfortunate that such an eminently satisfactory 
cook should be singled out for dismissal. 


HOR. Scarcely singled out, Ludovic; two or three of the other servants will also 
have to go. 


COL. One must see that one’s orders are respected, mustn’t one? 
(Enter WILLIAM, L., with card.) 


WILL, (to LUDOVIC). The reporter of the Wessex Courier would like to speak 
with you, sir. 


LUD. Tell him I am unable to see any pressmen at present. 


WILL. (handing card to LUDOVIC). He’s written a question which he would 
feel obliged if you’d answer, sir. 


HOR. What is the question? 


LUD. He wants to know if I intend standing in the event of a Parliamentary 
vacancy. (To WILLIAM.) You can tell him that I have not the remotest intention 
of standing. 


(RENE groans tragically.) 


WILL. Yes, sir. 
[Exit WILLIAM, L. 


HOR. Really, Ludovic, I think you are rather precipitate in your decisions. 
Differing though we do on more than one of the secondary questions of the day, 
I am nevertheless inclined to think that the Briony influence would be 
considerably augmented by having one of the family as Member for the division. 
Subject to certain modifications of your political views, I am distinctly anxious 
to see you representing this district in Parliament. I consider this impending 
vacancy to be a golden opportunity for you. 


LUD. There are some people whose golden opportunities have a way of going 
prematurely grey. I am one of those. 


COL. I must say we rather counted on having you for a candidate. I think I may 
voice a very general disappointment. 


RENE. There are some disappointments that are too deep to be voiced. 

(Enter WILLIAM, door centre.) 

WILL. If you please, ma’am. 

HOR. What is it? 

WILL. Adolphus has laid an egg. 

RENE. Oh, improper little bird. 

HOR. An egg! How very extraordinary. In all the years that we’ve had that bird 
such a thing has never happened. I must admit that I’m rather astonished. See 


that she has everything she wants and is not disturbed. 


WILL. Yes, ma’am. 
[Exit WILLIAM, centre. 


(Enter CLARE, R., with telegram in hand.) 


CLARE. My great-aunt, Mrs. Packington, died at nine o’clock this morning. 


(TREVOR goes into fit of scarcely suppressed laughter.) 
COL. A great age, was she not? 


HOR. A great age and for longer than I can remember a great invalid. At any 
rate, a great consumer of medicines. I suppose her death must be regarded as 
coming in the natural order of things. At the same time, I scarcely think, Trevor, 
that it is a subject for unbridled amusement. 


TREVOR. I’m awfully sorry, but I couldn’t help it. It seemed too — too 
unexpected to be possible. Please excuse me. (Goes to window and opens it. The 
others stare at him.) 


CLARE. The fact is, I was Mrs. Packington’s favourite niece. There were things 
in her will which I couldn’t afford to have altered. On the other hand, as I dare 
say you know, Mrs. Bavvel, she had a very special dislike for you. 


HOR. I am aware of it. We had some differences of opinion during my 
husband’s lifetime. 


CLARE. It was a favourite observation of hers that you reminded her of a 
rattlesnake in dove’s plumage. 


COL. Oh, but what unjust imagery! 


CLARE. She hated Briony and everything connected with it, and I had to keep 
my visits here a dark secret. 


COL. How very embarrassing. 


CLARE. Not at all. I like duplicity, when it’s well done. But when Trevor asked 
me to marry him it did become embarrassing. 


(All the others start up from their seats. Enter WILLIAM, L., stands listening.) 
HOR. Trevor asked you — to marry him? 


CLARE. Two months ago. Mrs. Packington wasn’t expected to live for another 
fortnight, but she’d been in that precarious condition, off and on, for five years. 


At the same time, I couldn’t risk letting Trevor slip; he’d have forgotten 
everything and married some one else in sheer absence of mind. 


TREVOR. I don’t altogether admit that, you know. A thing of that sort I should 
have remembered. 


CLARE. Anyhow, we married on the quiet. 

TREVOR. By special licence. It was rather fun, it felt so like doing wrong. 
LUD. DO you mean to tell us that you are Mrs. Trevor Bavvel? 

CLARE. Of Briony, in the County of Somerset, at your service. 

RENE: (shouts). William! 

WILL. Yes, sir. 

RENE. Has that journalist man gone? 

WILL. A minute ago, sir. 

RENE. Quick, send some one after him. Stop him. Tell him — 

LUD. That in the event of a vacancy — 

RENE. Mr. Ludovic Bavvel — 

LUD. Will place himself at the disposal of the Party leaders. 

RENE. Fly! (Almost pushes WILLIAM out of the door, L.) 

CLARE. And, William — tell John to bring up some bottles of Heidsieck. 
WELL. Yes, miss, ma’am. 


SYBIL. You dear old thing, you’ve taken all our breaths away; I always said you 
and Trevor ought to make a match of it. (Kisses her.) 


AGATHA. I shall put up evergreens all over the house. (Kisses her.) 


HOR. On a subject of such primary importance as choosing a wife I should have 
preferred and certainly expected to be consulted. As you have chosen this rather 
furtive method of doing things, I don’t know that there is anything for me to do 
beyond offering my congratulations, which in the nature of things must be rather 
perfunctory. I congratulate you both. I trust that the new mistress of Briony will 
remember that certain traditions of conduct and decorum have reigned here for a 
generation. I think without making undue pretensions that Briony has set an 
example of decent domestic life to a very large neighbourhood. 


CLARE. My dear Hortensia, I think Briony showed last night what it could do in 
the way of outgrowing traditions. Trevor and I have had plenty of time during 
the last two months to think out the main features of the new regime. We shall 
keep up the model dairy and the model pigsties, but we’ve decided that we won’t 
be a model couple. 


(Enter JOHN with four bottles of fizz.) 


JOHN (to CLARE). If you please, madam, will the wagonette and luggage cart 
be required as ordered? 


CLARE. No, I don’t think any one will be leaving today. I shall expect you all to 
prolong your visits in our honour. Oh, of course, I was forgetting Mrs. Vulpy has 
to go up to Tattersall’s to see about some hunters. Just the dogcart then. 


HOR. I shall require the carriage for the 4.15 down. There is a conference at 
Exeter which I think I ought to attend. 


JOHN. Very well, madam. — [Exit, L. 
[Exeunt HORTENSIA and COLONEL MUTSOME, R. 


AGATHA (holding up glass). You dear things, here’s your very good health, 
and may you have lots and lots of — 


RENE. Oh, hush! 
AGATHA. I was going to say lots of happiness. 


RENE. Oh, I was afraid you were going to lecture against race suicide. 


LUD, SYBIL, MRS. V., RENE. (speaking together). “Mr and Mrs. Trevor 
Bavvel.” (They drink.) 


TREVOR. Thank you all, and here’s to the success of the future Member for the 
Division — 


CLARE. Coupled with that of his charming secretary. 
(LUDOVIC and RENE bow.) 
(Enter WILLIAM, centre, with enormous pile of sandwiches.) 


WILL. Please, Cook thought that as the sandwiches wouldn’t be wanted for this 
afternoon you might like them now. Those with mustard on the right, without on 
the left, sardine and egg in the middle. And, please, I’m asked to express the 
general rejoicing in the servants’ hall, and Cook says that if marriages are made 
in heaven the angels will be for putting this one in the window as a specimen of 
their best work. 


CLARE. Thank Cook and all of you very much. (She whispers to TREVOR.) 
TREVOR. Of course, certainly. 


CLARE. And tell John to open some Moselle in the servants’ hall for you all to 
drink our healths. We’re coming in presently to get your congratulations. 


WILL. Yes, ma’am; thank you, ma’am. 

(WILLIAM turns to go.) 

CLARE. And, William — 

WILL. (turning back). Yes, ma’am. 

CLARE. How much did you win on the sweepstake? 
(WILLIAM turns and flies in confusion.) 
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PREFACE 


With the exception of a translation of Rambaud’s somewhat disjointed work, 
there is no detailed history of Russia in the English language at all approaching 
modern standards. The reigns of Petr the Great and of some of his successors 
down to the present day — a period covering only 200 years — have been 
minutely dealt with, but the earlier history of a nation with whom we are coming 
ever closer into contact is to the English reader almost a blank. Whether the 
work now submitted will adequately fill the gap remains to be seen; such is its 
object. 

The rule observed with regard to the rendering of names of places and 
persons has been to follow the spelling of the country to which they belong as 
closely as possible. The spelling of Russian words employed, and curiously 
distorted, by English and other historians, has been brought back to its native 
forms. There is no satisfactory reason, for instance, why the two final letters of 
boyarin should be dropped, or why they should reappear tacked on to the equally 
Russian word Kreml. Moskva is scarcely recognisable in its Anglicised form, 
and Kiev can only be rendered Kieff on a system which would radically disturb 
the spelling of most English towns. 

A list of works consulted is appended, arranged somewhat in the order in 
which they have been found useful, precedence being given to those which have 
been most largely drawn upon. 


HECTOR H. MUNRO, 


1899. 
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CHAPTER I. THE DAWN OF RUSSIAN HISTORY 


Russia, which is blessed with a rich variety of tribes and peoples, the despair of 
the ethnographical geographer, who can scarcely find enough distinctive colours 
wherewith to denote them all on his maps, is characterised by a singular 
uniformity of physical conditions throughout the greater part of its huge extent. 
Geographically speaking, it is difficult to determine what are the exact limits of 
the region known as Russia-in-Europe, the Oural Mountains, which look such an 
excellent political barrier on paper, being really no barrier at all, certainly not 
what is known as a scientific frontier. As a matter of fact they are less a range of 
mountains than a chain of low table-lands, having precisely the same conditions 
of soil, flora, and fauna on either side of them. Zoologically the valley of the 
Irtuish forms a much stronger line of demarcation, but much of Russia west of 
the Ourals coincides more nearly in physical aspect with the great Asiatic plain 
than it does with the remainder of Europe. Southward and westward from this 
fancy boundary stretches a vast expanse of salt, sandy, almost barren steppe- 
land; this gives way in time to large tracts of more or less fertile steppe, 
partaking more of the character of prairie than of desert, bearing in spring and 
early summer a heavy crop of grasses, high enough in places to conceal a horse 
and his rider. Merging on this in a northerly direction is the “black-soil” belt, a 
magnificent wheat-growing country, which well merits the title of the Granary of 
Europe. Northward again is a region of dense forest, commencing with oaks and 
other deciduous trees, and becoming more and more coniferous as it stretches 
towards the Arctic circle, where pine and fir disappear, and give way to the 
Tundras, moss-clad wastes, frozen nine months out of the twelve, the home of 
reindeer and Samoved. Over all this wide extent the snows and frosts of the 
Russian winter fall with an almost equal rigour, though for varying duration of 
time. Except on the east, the country possesses strongly-marked natural 
boundaries; on the south-east rises the huge pile of the Kaukasus Mountains, 
flanked east and west by the Kaspian and Black Seas respectively; on the south- 
west lie the Karpathians, while from north-west to north the Baltic is almost 
connected by lake, swamp, and the deep fissure of the White Sea with the Arctic 
Ocean. Broadly speaking, nearly the whole area enclosed within these 
boundaries is one unbroken plain, intersected and watered by several fine rivers, 
of which the Volga and the Dniepr are, historically, the most important. This, 
then, is the theatre on which was worked out the drama of Russian national 
development. 


It will now be necessary to glance at the racial and political conditions which 
prevailed at the period when the curtain rises on medieval Russian history. First 
as to the ethnology and distribution of the Slavs, a branch of whom was to be the 
nucleus round which the empire of all the Russias was to gather. The lore of 
peoples and of tongues has enabled scientists to assign to the Slavs a place in the 
great Aryan family from which descended the stocks that made their dwelling on 
European soil. Exactly when their wanderings brought them into their historic 
home-lands it is difficult to hazard, nor is it possible to do more than speculate as 
to whence they came in that distant yesterday of human spate and eddy. At the 
epoch when Russian history, in a political sense, may be said to start into 
existence (the commencement of the ninth century), the distribution of the Slavs 
is more easy to trace; with the exception of an offshoot in the south-east of 
Europe, occupying Servia, Dalmatia, Croatia, and Slavonia, they appear to have 
been gathered in a fairly compact though decentralised mass in what may be 
termed North Central Europe. Holstein, Mecklenburg, and Pomerania, roughly 
speaking, formed the country of the Wends; another group, the Czechs and 
Poles, inhabited Bohemia, Moravia, and Poland; while a fourth body, destined to 
become the most important, was established in North-west Russia, hemmed in 
by Finns on the north, Turks and Avars on the east and south. These latter Slavs, 
the germ of the future Russian nation, lived in tribal communities in the midst of 
the mighty forests of oak, pine, birch, willow, etc., which stood thick around the 
basin-lands of the Upper Dniepr, Dvina, and Volkhov, and the source of the 
Volga. These dense fastnesses they shared with the wolf, boar, lynx, fox, bear, 
beaver, elk, aurochs, deer, otter, squirrel, and marten, which latter especially 
furnished them with a valuable article of commerce, the Russian marten skins 
being highly prized in the fur markets of Europe. Seals abounded on their sea- 
coast and in Lake Ladoga; the numerous swamps were the home of the wild 
goose, swan, and crane; the eagle, hawk, raven, cuckoo, and daw were familiar 
to them, while pigeons were early domesticated among their dwellings. 

In their primitive state the Slavs had this obvious differentiation from their 
Asiatic neighbours — though essentially pastoral they were not nomadic. The 
village, as a unit of politico-social life, had arrived with them at a high pitch of 
development, which involves the supposition of long-existing contributory 
causes, the herding together, namely, of a permanent community of human 
beings, dependent on each other for mutual convenience, security, and general 
well-being. The mir, commune, or village was in the first place the natural 
outcome of a patriarchal system other than nomad, the expansion of the 
primitive association of members of one or more families who had grown up 
together under the common attraction of a convenient water-supply, a suitable 


grazing ground, or a wood much haunted by honey-bees. The development of 
agricultural pursuits necessarily gave a greater measure of stability to village 
life, and the peasant insensibly rooted himself to that soil in which he had sown 
his crops and planted his fruit-trees. Thus far the life-story of the tribal Slavs 
travelled along familiar lines, but here it came to an abrupt halt. The village unit 
acquired a well-defined theory and practice of government, but it did not 
germinate into the town. The few townships that were to be found in Slavic 
lands owed their being for the most part not to any inward process of 
accumulation, but to extraneous and exceptional circumstances. While Teutonic 
peoples were raising unto themselves burgs and cities, and banding themselves 
in guilds and kindred municipal associations, the Slavs remained content with 
such protection as their forests and swamps afforded, such organisation as their 
village institutions supplied. The reason for this limitation in social progress was 
an organic one; in the Slav character the commercial spirit, in its more active 
sense, was almost entirely wanting. Trade by barter, of course, existed among 
them, but their medium of exchange had not got beyond the currency of marten 
and sable skins. The market, the wharf, and the storehouse were not with them 
institutions of native growth. 

From their earth of forest, swamp, and stream, which paled them in from an 
outer world, and from the sky above, which they had in common with all living 
folks, the eastern Slavs had drawn inspirations for the thought-weaving of a 
comprehensive catalogue of gods. Their imaginations gave deific being to the 
sun, moon, stars, wind, water, fire, and air, but most of all they reverenced the 
lightning. In their dark, over-shaded forest homes it was natural that the sun, 
which exercised such mystic sway in the blazing lands of the Orient, should 
yield place to the swift, dread might which could split great trees in its spasm of 
destruction and shake the heavens with its attendant thunder. Accordingly the 
arch-god of Slavic myth was Peroun, in whom was personified the spirit of the 
lightning. Under the name of Svaroga (the different tribes probably had variant 
names for the same god, and sometimes, perhaps, varying gods for a common 
name) he was worshipped as the Begetter of the Fire and Sun Gods. The latter 
was sometimes known as “Dajh’bog,” but in old folk-songs the Sun is 
Dajh’bog’s_ grandchild. The Wind-God was designated “Stribog.” The 
personality of these nature-deities was not left entirely to the worshippers’ fancy, 
Peroun at least being represented in effigy by more than one idol, which 
conformed to the human pattern from which so few divinities have been able to 
escape. A slightly more advanced conception of the supernatural was embodied 
in the worship of Kolyada, a beneficent spirit who was supposed to visit the 
farms and villages in mid-winter and bring fertility to the pent-in herds and frost- 


bound seeds. The festival in honour of Kolyada was held about the 25th of 
December, the date when the Sun was supposed to triumph over the death in 
which Nature had gripped him and to enter on his new span of life. 

Blended with Eastern mysticism there was, no doubt, in their religious ideas a 
considerable sprinkling of Northern magic. In their dark and lonely forest 
dwellings there was likely to be something more than a natural dread of that 
lurking prowler which stamped such an eerie impression upon the imaginations 
of primitive folks in many lands. The shambling form, the wailing howl, and the 
narrow eyes that gleamed wicked hunger in the winter woods gave the wolf a 
reputation for uncanny powers, and the old Slavic folk-songs clearly set forth a 
belief in wehr-wolf lore. 

In the matter of disposing of their dead the Slavs of Eastern Europe had a 
variety of customs and usages, some of which were probably local practices of 
the different tribes. In general the body was burned and the bones enclosed in a 
small vessel, which was placed upon a post near the roadside. Grave-burial was 
also in vogue, hill-sides being chosen for that purpose. Drinking and feasting 
were usual accompaniments of the funeral rites, while the opposite extreme was 
sometimes exhibited by the slashing and scratching of the mourners’ faces in 
token of grief. 

Thickly mingled with the Slav homesteads in the lake regions of Peipus, 
Ladoga, and the forest country stretching eastwards, were the outlying villages 
of the Finns, who seem to have lived in harmony with their alien neighbours 
without at the same time showing the least tendency towards a fusion of national 
characteristics. Branches of the same people, Tchouds and Livs, occupied the 
lands of the Baltic sea-board on the north-west. South of these, wedged in 
between the Slavs of Poland and those of the east, in the marshy forest-lands of 
the Niemen basin, were the Lit’uanians, a people of Indo-European origin, who 
were divided into the sub-tribes of Lituanians, Letts, and Borussians 
(Prussians). Of doubtful affinity with the first-named were the Yatvyags, a 
black-bearded race dwelling on the extreme eastern limit of the Polish march. 
The Lit’uanians were even more ill-provided with towns and strongholds than 
their Slav neighbours, but they had at least a definite system of tribal 
government, remarkable for the division of the sovereign power between the 
prince (Rikgs) and the high-priesthood, the former having control of outside 
affairs, including the important business of waging war, the latter administering 
matters of justice and religion. The gods of the Lit’uanians were worshipped 
under the symbolism of sacred trees, and the religious rites included the putting 
to death of deformed or sickly children; this was enacted, not with the idea that 
bloodshed and suffering were acceptable to the Higher Powers, but rather 


because the latter were supposed to demand a standard of healthy and physical 
well-being on the part of their worshippers. 

In the lands lying to the south and south-east, where the forests gave way bit 
by bit to the open wolds of the steppe country, the Slavs had for neighbours 
various tribes of nomads, for the most part of Turko-Finnish origin, and these 
completed the encircling band of stranger folk by which the primitive forest 
dwellers were shut in from the outside world. At this yonder world it is now 
necessary to take a glimpse. 

Europe towards the middle of the ninth century was still simmering in a state 
of semi-chaos, out of which were shortly to be evolved many of the national 
organisms which have lasted to modern times. Charles the Great, by the supreme 
folly of dividing amongst his three sons the empire he had so carefully built up, 
had to a great degree undone the work of his life, and political barriers are rather 
difficult to trace after the partition of Verdun (843), though in the dominions 
assigned to Charles II. some semblance of the later kingdom of France may be 
traced. Germany was in a transition state; the strong hand which had established 
dependent and responsible dukes and counts in the various Teutonic provinces 
— Saxony, Franconia, Swabia, Bavaria, and Karinthia — had been withdrawn, 
and as yet these princes had not erected their fiefs into independent hereditary 
duchies. Scarcely tamed and civilised themselves, the frontier districts of the east 
were bordered continuously by Danes, Wends, Czechs, Avars, and Slavonians, 
ever ready to make hostile incursions upon their territory. Hamburg in those 
days stood as a frontier town, almost an outpost in an enemy’s country, and 
formed with Paderborn and Bremen the high-water mark of the Frankish 
expansion on the north-eastern marches. 

In England national unification was in a more advanced stage; Wessex had 
gradually absorbed the other constituents of the so-called Heptarchy, with the 
exception of Mercia, which still held out a nominally separate existence. 
London, at this period a wooden-built town surrounded by a wall of stone, was 
beginning to be commercially important. 

In Spain the Christians had established among the mountains of Asturias the 
little kingdom of Leon, and were commencing the long struggle which was 
eventually to drive the Moors out of the peninsula. 

South of Rome and the Imperial territories in Italy, the duchy of Benevento 
alone foreshadowed the crowd of principalities and commonwealths which were 
to spring into existence in that country. 

To the east the Byzantine Empire, pressed by the Saracens in its Asiatic 
possessions, by Bulgars and Slavs on its northern boundary, severed from Rome, 
Ravenna, and the Western world by divergencies of ritual and dogma, 


humiliated by military reverses in various quarters, still loomed splendid and 
imposing in her isolation, and the dreaded Greek fire, if no longer “the Fire of 
old Rome,” helped to make her navies respected in the Mediterranean and Black 
Sea. 

But if she still attracted the attention of the world, civilised and barbarian, it 
was scarcely by the exhibition of any grand moral qualities; her annals were one 
long record of vicious luxuries, servile flatteries, intrigues, disaffection, and 
cruelties, which grew like an unhealthy crop of fungi in an atmosphere charged 
with the gases of theological dogmatism. Revolution succeeded revolution, and 
each was followed by a dreary epilogue of torturings, executions, blindings, and 
emasculations, while synods and councils gravely discussed the amount of 
veneration due to pictures of the Virgin, or the exact wording of a litany. In one 
respect, however, the first Christian State approached the New Jerusalem of its 
aspirations, namely, in upholstery and artificial landscape gardening, and its 
gilded gates and rooms of porphyry, its jewelled trees with mechanical singing- 
birds, might well challenge comparison with the golden streets and walls of 
precious stones and sea of glass that adorned the Holy City of the Apocalypse. 

North of what might be termed the European mainland of the Eastern Empire, 
between the south bank of the Danube and the ridge of the Balkans, was wedged 
in the kingdom of Bulgaria, a Turko principality whose territory waxed and 
waned as its arms were successful or the contrary in the intermittent warfare it 
carried on against its august neighbour. Though never rising to the position of a 
considerable power, and at times being reduced to complete subjection, it 
continued to give trouble to the Byzantine State for many centuries, and the 
adjoining Zupanate of Servia was from time to time brought under the alternate 
suzerainty of whichever factor was in the ascendant. 

Beyond the Danube the Magyars had not as yet established themselves in 
Hungary, in the lands lately overrun by the Avars, and a considerable section of 
that country was absorbed in the great Moravian kingdom, a Czech state whose 
existence was coterminous with the ninth century, and which also embraced 
within its limits the vassal duchy of Bohemia, the latter country having, 
however, its separate dynasty of dukes. 

Farther north, Poland had scarcely commenced to have a defined existence in 
the polity of Europe. Its people, if the early annals are not merely fables 
borrowed from the common stock of European folk-lore, had elevated to the 
dignity of sovereign duke a peasant nicknamed Piast, from whom sprang the 
family of that name who held the throne not less than 600 years. From the fact 
that the Poles remained independent both of the Western Empire and of the 
neighbouring Moravian power, may be deduced the assumption that they already 


possessed some degree of cohesion and organization — more perhaps than 
distinguished them in later stages of their history. 

On the north shore of the Black Sea the most easterly possession of the 
Byzantine Empire was Kherson, a port in the Krim peninsula, and here the 
territory of the Cæsars came into contact with the Empire or Khanate of the 
Khazars, a Turko-Finnish race whose dominions stretched in the ninth century 
from Hungary to the shores of the Kaspian, and north to the source of the 
Dniepr. They appear to have attained to a comparatively high degree of 
civilisation, and they kept up commercial and diplomatic relations with 
Byzantium and the two Kaliphates of Bagdad and Kordova. Their national 
religion was a form of paganism (subsequently they embraced Judaism), but in 
spite of differences of faith and race one of their princesses became the wife of 
the Emperor Constantine V. Their two principal cities were Itil, on the Volga, 
and Sarkel (the White City), on the Don. Several of the Turanian and Slavonic 
tribes on their north-west borders acknowledged their authority and paid them 
tribute, but at the commencement of the ninth century their power was already 
declining. 

On their north-east frontier the Khazars had for neighbours the Bulgarians of 
the Volga, an elder branch of the tribe which had settled in the Balkans. Bolgary, 
“the great City,” was their capital, and a trading centre much frequented by the 
merchants and dealers of the various semi-barbaric nations in their vicinity, as 
well as by the more highly-civilised Khazars and Persians. 

Northward of all, in the bleak mountain regions of Skandinavia, on the roof of 
Europe as it were, dwelt the Norsemen, those wild and warlike adventurers who 
were to leave the impress of their hand on the history of so many countries. In 
those days, when Iceland and Greenland were as yet undiscovered, Norway, 
Sweden, and Finland formed a stepping-stone to that unknown Arctic Sea which 
contemporary imagination peopled with weird and grimly monsters — for the 
North had its magic lore as well as the shining East. And the fierce vikings, 
fighting and plundering under their enchanted Raven banner, seemed in those 
credulous times not far removed from the legendary warlocks and griffons of 
whom they were presumed to be the neighbours. 

As has been already noticed, the Khazars were essentially a trading nation, 
and much of the commerce of the farther East filtered through their hands into 
Eastern Europe. According to one authority the products of the East, after 
crossing the Kaspian Sea, were conveyed up the Volga, and after a short land 
journey reached the Baltic by way of Lake Ilmen and Lake Ladoga. It is not easy 
to see why the shorter and simpler route along the Don and the Black Sea to 
Constantinople and the Mediterranean was not preferred, especially as the 


balance of power, and consequently of luxury and wealth, lay rather in the south 
of Europe than in the north. It was this trade, however, which built up the 
importance, possibly caused the birth, of Novgorod, that fascinating city which 
rises out of the mists that shroud the history of unchronicled times with the 
tantalising name of New Town, suggesting the existence of a yet older one. 
What was the exact footing of Novgorod in the early decades of the ninth 
century — whether an actual township, with governor and council, giving a head 
to a loose confederation of neighbouring Slavic tribes, or whether merely a 
village or camp, the most convenient station where “the barbarians might 
assemble for the occasional business of war or trade” — it is difficult at this 
distance of time to determine. Seated on the banks of the Volkhov some little 
distance from where that river leaves Lake Ilmen’s northern shore, and 
connected with the Baltic by convenient waterways, it not only tapped the trade- 
route already referred to, but occupied a similar favourable position with regard 
to another important channel of traffic — that between the North and Byzantium 
by way of the Dniepr and Black Sea. Wax, honey, walrus teeth, and furs went 
from the frozen North to the “Tzargrad,” as the Imperial city was called by the 
Slavs, and in exchange came silks and spices and other products of the South. 
Furs and skins, of otter, marten, wolf, and beaver especially, were in growing 
demand in Europe, where, from the covering of savages, they had been 
promoted to articles of luxury among the wealthy of Christendom. With the land 
covered by dense forest, or infested by savage tribes, and the seas scoured by 
pirate fleets, traders preferred to keep as much as possible to the great river- 
routes, and the large, placidly-flowing rivers of the Russian plain were peculiarly 
suited to their purposes. Thus the early human wanderers adopted the same 
methods of travel, and nearly the same lines of journey, as the birds of passage, 
ducks, plovers, and waders use to this day in their annual migrations, winging 
their way along the coasts and river-courses from Asia to Europe and back again. 

Shut up in their own constricted world of forest, lake, and swamp, the 
Novgorodski and neighbouring Slavs would get, by means of these waterways, 
glimpses of other worlds, distant as the three points of a triangle, and as varied in 
manners, customs, and products; news of Sarkel, Itil, and the Great City, 
Bolgary, and strange countries yet farther east, where men dwelt in tents and 
rode on camels and hunted the panther, whose spotted skin was more richly 
marked than that of any forest lynx; visits from mariners of perhaps their own 
nationality, bringing tales of northern seas, of ice-floes, walruses, sturgeons, and 
whales; of Wends who preyed on the vessels driven on to their inhospitable 
shore; and, more important still, of Varangian sea-rovers who were beginning to 
force themselves on the Finns and Slavs of the sea-coast; above all, tidings from 


bands of merchants of the City of Wonders that guarded the entrance to the 
Farther Sea, with its gates and palaces, and temples and gardens and marts, its 
emperor and saints, and miracles and ceremonials, like unto nothing they had 
experience of themselves. 

It is just at this point that the history of the Slavs of Lake Ilmen and its 
neighbourhood becomes largely conjectural. That they were brought in some 
measure under the subjection of Varangian invaders appears tolerably certain, 
and, favoured no doubt by the natural advantages of their position, girt round 
with an intricate network of forest and swamp, or, still better, protected perhaps 
by the poverty of their communities, they seem to have freed themselves from 
this foreign yoke, as the Saxons of England from time to time drove out the 
Danes. It was in consequence, probably, of this common danger that the Slavs 
were drawn into closer confederation, with the unfortunate result that domestic 
quarrels became rife among them, and each clan or volost was at enmity with its 
neighbour. “Family armed itself against family, and there was no justice.” This 
sudden ebullition of anarchy rather suggests that the Varangian intruders had 
swept away previous institutions or elements of order, and left nothing capable 
of replacing them, or else that the native Slavs were unable to grapple with the 
new problems of administration on an extended scale. Evidently, too, the 
vigorous Norsemen had obtained the reputation of being something more than 
mere undisciplined robbers and raiders, and their domination seemed more 
desirable than the turmoil and dissension attendant upon a state of self- 
government. And in support of this deduction, almost the first definite event 
recorded in the national chronicles is the resolve of the people of Novgorod to 
call in the leaders of a tribe known as the Russ Varangians to restore order in 
their land. 

(Controversy has arisen among Russian historians as to the probable 
nationality or extraction of these “Russ” foreigners, who, like the Angles, gave 
their name to the country of their adoption, and some writers have assumed them 
to have been Slavs from Rugen or the south coasts of the Baltic, and not of 
Skandinavian origin. Apart, however, from the decidedly Norse form of their 
leaders’ names — Rurik, Sineus, Truvor, Oleg, etc. — the manner of their 
coming and their subsequent history harmonises exactly with that of the various 
Skandinavian offshoots who invaded and established themselves in Normandy, 
England, the Scottish islands, Ireland, and Sicily. Under their vigorous rule the 
Slavic settlement around Novgorod expanded in a few years into an extensive 
principality, imposing tribute on and drawing recruits from the neighbouring 
tribes, and carrying the terror of the Russian name into the Black and Kaspian 
Seas.) 


Whether the “invitation” was genuine, emanating from the desire of the Ilmen 
folk to secure for themselves the settled rule of capable leaders, or whether the 
presence of the strangers had to be accepted as a disagreeable necessity, to 
mitigate the humiliation of which a legendary calling-in was subsequently 
invented, must remain a matter for conjecture; but with the incoming of this new 
element Russian history develops suddenly in scope and interest. 


CHAPTER Il. THE COMING OF THE VARANGIANS AND 
THE BUILDING OF KIEVIAN RUSSIA 


Whatever the nature of the causes that led up to this irruption of stranger folk, 
the fact and, to a certain extent, the manner of their coming is substantially set 
forth in the old chronicles. Like ocean demi-gods riding out from the sea into the 
ken of mortal men came three Russ-Varangian brothers, Rurik, Sineus, and 
Truvor, with a mighty host of kinsfolk and followers, steering eastward in their 
long, narrow-beaked boats through the waterways that lead from the Finnish 
Gulf into the lake-land of the Slavs. Separating their forces, Rurik established 
himself at — according to some accounts, built — the town of Ladoga, on the 
banks of the Volkhov, twelve miles from its entrance into the Lake Ladoga, thus 
interposing himself between Novgorod and the sea. His brothers settled at 
Bielozersk and Izborsk respectively, the latter occupying an important position 
near Lake Peipus and the Liv border, the former pushing a Varangian outpost 
among the Finnish tribes to the east; all three, whether from accident or design, 
choosing the vicinity of an open stretch of water. The date of this immigration is 
fixed by the chronicler at 862, which is regarded as the starting-point of the 
Russian State. Two years later Rurik, by the death of both his brothers, was left 
in sole chieftaincy of the adventurers. From his first stronghold he soon shifted 
his headquarters to a point farther up the Volkhov’s course, over against 
Novgorod, where he built himself a citadel; from thence he eventually made 
himself master of the town, not apparently without some opposition from the 
inhabitants. Henceforward the Skandinavian chief was undisputed prince of the 
Slavonic people who had invited him into their country; the neighbouring 
districts of Rostov and Polotzk were brought under his authority, and Novgorod 
became the capital and centre of a state which reached from Lake Peipus to the 
Upper Volga, and from Ladoga to the watershed of the Dvina and Dniepr. In 
thus extending and consolidating his power and welding his Skandinavian 
following and the discordant Slavic elements into one smoothly-working 
organisation, Rurik evinced qualities of statesmanship equal in their way to those 
displayed by William the Norman in his conquest and administration of England. 
The absence of any national cohesion among the Slavs, while facilitating the 
Norse intrusion and settlement, increased the difficulty of binding them in 
allegiance to a central authority; yet within the space of a few crowded years the 
Varangian ruler enjoyed an undisputed sway in the lands of his mastery such as 
few princes could in those unordered times rely on. Not the least difficult part of 
Rurik’s task must have been the control of his own wanderlusting countrymen, 


turned loose in an extensive and vaguely-defined region, with rumours of wealth 
and plunder and fighting beckoning them to the south. In the nature of things 
such temptation would not be long resisted, especially as the Dniepr offered a 
convenient if insecure passage to the desired lands, and a short time after the 
first Norse settlement two Skandinavian adventurers, named Askold and Dir, 
broke away from the main body with a small following, possibly with the idea of 
enlisting themselves in the Varangian Guard at Byzantium. They did not 
immediately pursue their journey, however, farther than Kiev, a townstead of the 
Polian Slavs, standing on a low bluff above the west bank of the Dniepr. Here 
they established themselves as Rurik had done at Novgorod, and, reinforced 
perhaps by roving bodies of their countrymen, set up a second Russian State, 
without losing sight, however, of the original object which had drawn them 
southwards. Consequently in the summer of 865 an expedition of from ten to 
fifteen thousand men, presumably recruited from both Slavs and Norsemen, 
embarked in their long, narrow war-boats and sailed for Byzantium, plundering 
and burning along the coast of the Black Sea, and finally riding into the harbour. 
The audacity of the attack, or perhaps the warlike reputation of the invading 
host, seems to have paralysed the inhabitants of the city, and the authorities had 
recourse to supernatural invocation to deliver them from this new danger. The 
robe of the Virgin was removed from its venerated shrine in the Blacherne 
Chapel, escorted in solemn procession to the shores of the harbour, and dipped 
in the water, whereupon arose a tempest that drove the heathen fleet in disorder 
out to sea. That, at least, is the account of the transaction given by the Byzantine 
chroniclers. 

Whether such a command over the atmospherical forces impressed the 
barbarian chiefs with the desirable qualities of so militant a religion, or whether 
the glories of the Tzargrad as seen dimly from their boats had insensibly 
attracted them to the worship of the “cold Christ and tangled trinities,” which 
was so much a part of the Byzantine life, it was said that Askold, shortly after 
the miscarriage of the expedition, professed the Christian faith. This much at 
least seems certain, that the Greek patriarch Photius was able in the year 866 to 
send to Kiev a priest with the title, if not the recognition of Bishop, and that from 
that time there existed a small Christian community in that town. 

The Chronicle of Nestor, almost the only record of this period of Russian 
history in existence, is silent on two interesting points, namely, the works and 
fightings in which Rurik was presumably engaged on behalf of his infant state, 
and the attitude of the Khazars towards the adventurers who had filched Kiev 
and the adjoining territory from their authority. 


The only further item in the Chronicle relating to Rurik is the announcement 
of his death in the year 879, his child son Igor and the governance of the country 
being entrusted to Oleg, a blood relation of the late Prince. The reign of this 
chieftain was of great importance to the fortunes of the germinating Russian 
State, and if Rurik played the part of a William the Bastard, Oleg may not 
unwarrantably be compared with Charles the Great. The rumours which had 
reached the North of a Varangian power that had sprung up among the tribes of 
the Slavic hinterland had attracted thither streams of roving warriors, eager to 
share the dangers and divide the fruits of their kinsfolks’ enterprise. Thus both 
Rurik and the Kievian adventurers had been able to maintain an easily-recruited 
standing force of their own countrymen for purposes offensive and defensive. 
The larger designs of Oleg, however, required a larger army, and he enlisted 
under his captaincy Slavs and Finns in addition to his Varangian guards. Having 
spent three years in gathering and perfecting his resources, he advanced in 882 
into the basin-land of the Dniepr and moved upon Smolensk, the stronghold of 
the independent remnant of the Slav tribe of Krivitches. By virtue, possibly, of 
his position as leader of an army partly drawn from men of that tribe, he was 
allowed to take undisputed possession of the place, which was henceforth 
incorporated in the Russ dominion. Still following the course of the Dniepr, as 
Askold and Dir had followed it before him, he entered the country of the 
Sieverskie Slavs and made himself master of their head town, Lubetch. 

By these successive steps Oleg had brought himself nigh upon Kiev, the 
headquarters of the rival principality, which was possibly the object he had had 
in view from the commencement of his southward march. For to the rising Russ- 
Slavonic State Kiev was at once a menace and an injury; not only did it offer an 
alternative attraction to the Norsemen pouring into the country, the natural 
reinforcements of Oleg’s following, but its separate existence cut short the 
expansion of the northern territory, and, above all, hindered free intercourse with 
Byzantium and the south. To the sea-rovers, reared among the rude and 
penurious lands that lay dark and uncivilised between the Baltic and the Arctic 
Sea, Byzantium was a dazzling and irresistible attraction; rich beyond their 
comprehension of riches, luxurious to a degree unknown to them, renowned for 
everything except renown, she seemed a golden harvest ripe for the steel of the 
valorous and enterprising. Between this desired land and the Novgorodian 
principality the territory of Askold presented a vexatious obstacle, and it was 
inevitable that the sagacity of Oleg should aim at its destruction. At the same 
time it was understandable that he should seek to avoid an armed conflict with 
his fellow-countrymen, the Varangians of Kiev, and to effect his purpose by 
stratagem rather than by force. To this end he approached the town, laid an 


ambuscade on the banks of the Dniepr, and in the guise of a trader travelling 
from Novgorod to Byzantium, sought speech with the Kievian rulers. Askold 
and Dir came out unwittingly to see this wayfarer, and found no man of wares 
and whining suppliance; found rather one whose face they well knew, and with 
him a small lad whose significance was swiftly made plain to them. “You are not 
of the blood of princes,” cried a voice of triumph and boding in their ears, “but 
here behold the son of Rurik.” And therewith rushed out the hidden ones and 
slew the unsuspecting chieftains. And in guerdon of this stroke Oleg was 
accepted as sovereign by the people of Kiev, the Russian State was solidified, 
and the supremacy of Rurik’s dynasty received a valuable recognition. 

The town of Kiev, advantageously situated at a pleasant elevation above the 
west bank of the Dniepr, and commanding the waterway to the coveted south, 
compared favourably with Novgorod, built among the flat marshes that bordered 
Lake Ilmen and surrounded by the Finn-gripped coasts of Ladoga. The 
advantages of the former were not lost upon its conqueror, who saluted it with 
the title of “mother of all Russian cities” (so the Chronicles), and thenceforth it 
became the capital of the country. It was now necessary to secure the connection 
between the newly-won territory and the districts lying to the north. West and 
north of Kiev dwelt the Drevlians, a fierce and formidable Slavic tribe, whose 
country was fortified by natural defences of forest and marsh. Against them Oleg 
turned his arms, and once more victory went with him; the Drevlians, while 
retaining their own chieftain, were reduced to the standing of vassals, and an 
annual tribute of marten and sable skins was imposed upon them. Within the 
next two years the Russian ruler completed the subjugation of the Sieverskie and 
enthralled the remaining lands of the Krivitches, both of which tribes had 
hitherto owned allegiance to the Khazars. The growing Russian dominions were 
now put under a system of taxation, the sums levied being devoted in the first 
place to the payment of the Varangians in the Prince’s service. The contribution 
of Novgorod was assessed at the yearly value of 300 grivnas, a token of its 
substantial footing at this particular period. 

It was about this time that the Ougres or Magyars, the ancestors of the 
modern Hungarians, squeezed out of their Asiatic home by the pressure of the 
Petchenigs, burst through the Khazar and Kievian territories and settled 
themselves in Moldavia and Wallachia, and finally in Hungary. Their passage 
through the Dniepr basin-land would scarcely have been undisputed, and the 
Magyar Chronicles speak of a victory over Oleg; the Russian chronicler is silent 
on the subject. This scurrying horde of nomad barbarians, unlike the Avars who 
preceded them, or the Petchenigs and Kumans who followed in their wake, 


crystallised in a marvellously short space of time into a civilised European State, 
and became an important neighbour of the Russian principality. 

In 903 the young Igor was mated to a Varangian maiden named Olga, who, 
by one account, was born of humble parents in the town of Pskov and attracted 
the Prince by her beauty. Other accounts make her, with more probability, a near 
relative of the Regent, of whose strength of character she seems to have inherited 
a share. 

In 907 Oleg was in a position to put into practice a project which had 
probably never been lost sight of, the invasion, namely, of the Byzantine Empire, 
including an attack on Constantinople itself, a project dear to the Russian mind 
in the tenth century as well as in later times. His footing differed essentially from 
that of Askold and Dir in their attempt at a like undertaking. No longer the leader 
of a mere troop of adventurers, Oleg swayed an army inspired by a long series of 
successes and confident in the sanction and prestige of the princely authority. 
Slavs, Finns, and Varangians were bonded together in a representative Russian 
army, trained, disciplined, and, above all, reliant on the ability of their captain. 
In their long, light barques they went down the Dniepr, hauling their craft 
overland where the rapids rendered navigation impossible, and thence emerged 
into the Black Sea; the boats were escorted along the river-banks by a large body 
of horsemen, but the Chronicle does not tell whether this branch of the 
expedition made its way through Bessarabia and Bulgaria into the Imperial 
territory, and probably it only served to guard the main body from the attacks of 
hostile tribes in the steppe region. Arrived in the waters of the Bosphorus the 
invaders landed and ravaged the country in the vicinity of Constantinople, 
burning, plundering, and slaughtering without hindrance from the Greek forces. 
Leo VI., “the Philosopher,” shut himself up in his capital and confined his 
measures of defence to placing a chain across the entrance of the harbour. So 
much had the Eastern Empire become centralised in the city of Constantinople, 
that it was apparently a matter of small concern if the very suburbs were laid 
waste, or else Leo was waiting with philosophic patience for a supernatural 
intervention. The Virgin, however, not obliging with another tornado, the 
invaders turned their impious arms against the city itself. According to popular 
tradition, Oleg dragged his boats ashore, mounted them on wheels, spread sail, 
and floated across dry land towards the city walls. Possibly he attempted the 
exploit, successfully carried out some five hundred years later by Sultan 
Mahomet II., of hauling his vessels overland into the waters of the harbour, a 
labour which would be facilitated by the lightness and toughness of the Russian 
craft. At any rate the effect of the demonstration was salutary; the Emperor, 
alarmed at such a display of energy, determined to come to terms with his 


barbarous enemy, first, however, the Russian chronicler alleges, trying the 
experiment of an offering of poisoned meats and fruits to Oleg and his warmen. 
A study of the history of Byzantium fully supports the likelihood of such a 
stratagem, which, had it succeeded, would have been hailed as a miraculous 
epidemic, sweeping the heathen away from the threatened city. The gift was 
prudently declined, and the more prosaic and expensive method of buying off 
the invaders had to be resorted to. The treaty which was concluded between the 
Greeks and the Russians shows that the latter were fully alive to the advantages 
accruing from a free commercial intercourse with Constantinople. Besides the 
levy of a fixed sum for every man in the invading fleet, contributions were 
exacted for Kiev and other towns under the Russian sway, which arrangement 
gave to all a share in the national victory. More solidly advantageous, under 
certain specified conditions, Russian merchants were to be permitted right of 
free commerce at Constantinople. 

The Christian Emperor and the pagan Prince called upon their respective 
deities to witness the solemn pact between them, and Oleg, having hung his 
shield in triumph on the gate of the Tzargrad, returned to Kiev loaded with 
presents and covered with the glory of a successful campaign. Five years later 
the great Varangian, loved and honoured by his people, feared and respected by 
his foes, finished his long reign of three-and-thirty years. Tradition has it that the 
soothsayers foretold that his death should be caused by his favourite horse, 
whereupon he had it led away and never rode it more. Years after, learning that 
it was dead, he went to see the skeleton, and placing his foot upon the skull, 
taunted the warlocks with their miscarried prophecy, whereupon a snake 
wriggled out and inflicted a bite, of which he died. The same legend crops up in 
the folk-lore of many lands. 

In venturing to compare Oleg with Charles the Great, whose life-work lay in 
somewhat similar lines, it may be noted of the former that his results were 
obtained with comparatively little bloodshed, and that he strengthened the 
position of the dynasty while forming the empire over which it was to rule. The 
fairest and most fertile districts of Russia were added to the principality during 
his regency, and, more important still, the peoples whom he subjugated were 
permanently welded into the confederation. The Slavs of Kiev in the later years 
of Oleg were essentially the “men” of the Russian State, a rapidity of 
assimilation which was scarcely observable in the case of the Bavarians and 
Frisians of the Frankish Empire, or the Saxons of Norman England. In the matter 
of religion, too, the heathen Prince contrasts favourably with the great Christian 
Emperor, and though the worshipper of the Christ who “came not to send peace 
but a sword” into the world may have butchered his nonconforming subjects 


with the honestest conviction of well-doing, it is pleasanter to read of the 
toleration which the follower of Peroun extended to the Christian communities 
within his realm. 
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Igor, who after a long minority succeeded to a more extensive and firmly 
established principality than his father had bequeathed him, was occupied at the 
commencement of his reign in suppressing a revolt of the Drevlians and 
Ulitches, the least well affected of the Slav tribes subject to his rule, who had 
refused payment of the yearly tribute. The gathering-in of this impost was 
entrusted to Svenald, a Varangian to whom Igor deputed the internal 
management of the realm; after a three-years’ struggle the rebels were mastered 
and the amount of their tribute increased. A new source of uneasiness arose at 
this juncture from the arrival in South Russia of the Petchenigs, a Finn-Turko 
tribe who migrated from the plains of Asia in the wake of the Magyars and 
settled in the steppe-land on either side of the Dniepr. The city of Kiev enjoyed 
an immunity from attack from their horde by reason of the strong force at hand 
for its defence, and the Russians, moreover, were interested in keeping up a good 
understanding with neighbours who commanded the waterway to the south. But 
to the newly-erected Hungarian State the new-comers were a veritable thorn in 
the flesh, and Moldavia became a debatable ground between the two peoples. It 
was an act of weakness on the part of Igor and his advisers, with a large fighting 
force at their disposal, to have permitted the establishment of a dangerous enemy 
or doubtful ally in such undesirable nearness to their capital, and in a position 
which threatened their principal trade-route. This policy of peace was all the 
more ill-judged as the restless spirit of the Varangian warmen required some 
outlet for its employment, and might fittingly have been turned to the advantage 
of the State. Their lust for adventure and pillage found vent instead in 
independent raids, and in the year 914 a fleet of 700 Russian ships appeared, 
somewhat like the proverbial fly in amber, on the waters of the Kaspian, where 
they plundered along the Persian coast. Another troop penetrated into Italy in the 
service of the Byzantine Emperor. 

If the saying, “Happy is the country that has no history” will hold good in 
every case, the bulk of Igor’s reign must have been a period of prosperity, for 
nothing further is heard of Russia or its Prince till the year 941, when, like a 
recurring decimal, an expedition against Constantinople is recorded by both 
Greek and Russian annalists. Whether difficulties had arisen in the trading 
relations of the two countries, whether the rupture was forced by a war party 


among the Varangians, or whether Igor was fired with the ambition, to which old 
men are at times victims, of doing something which should shed lustre on his 
declining years — he was now not far off seventy — the Chronicles do not 
indicate, and “what was it they fought about” is lost sight of in the details of the 
fighting. With a fleet variously written down at from 1000 to 10,000 boats, Igor 
descended by the old waterway into the Black Sea and ravaged and plundered 
along the coasts of the Bosphorus. The Imperial fleet was absent on service 
against the Saracens, with the exception of a few vessels scarcely deemed fit for 
action, which were lying in the harbour. It occurred to the Greek Emperor 
Romanos, after many sleepless nights, to arm these despised ships and galleys 
with the redoubtable Greek fire and steer them against the hostile flotilla, a 
desperate expedient which was crowned with success; the mysterious flames, 
which the water itself was unable to quench, not only enwrapped the light 
barques of the Russians but demoralised their crews, and a hopeless rout ensued. 
The Greeks were, however, unable to follow up their advantage, and Igor rallied 
his men for a descent on the coast of Asia Minor, where he consoled himself by 
pillaging the surrounding country. Here he was at length opposed by an army 
under the command of the patrician Bardas and forced to make his way to 
Thrace, where another reverse awaited him. With the remains of his army the 
baffled prince made his way back to Kiev, leaving many of his hapless followers 
in the hands of the Greeks. Luitprand, Bishop of Cremona, present at 
Constantinople on an embassy, saw numbers of them put to death by torture. The 
Northman was not, however, at the end of his resources; with an energy 
surprising for his years, he set to work to gather an army which should turn the 
scale of victory against the Byzantians, their magical fire and intimacy with the 
supernatural notwithstanding. To this end he sent his henchmen into the bays 
and fjords of the Baltic to call in the sea-rovers to battle and plunder under his 
flag. The invitation they were not loth to accept, but many of them showed a 
disinclination to bind themselves under the leadership of the Russian Prince, and 
rushed instead, like a brood of ducklings breaking away from their foster- 
mother, into the charmed waters of the Kaspian, where they carried on an 
exuberant marauding expedition. A sufficient number, however, followed Igor in 
his second campaign against the Tzargrad to swell his ranks to a formidable host, 
and word was sent to the Greek capital, from Bulgarian and Greek sources, that 
the waters of the Black Sea were covered with the vessels of a Russian fleet. The 
Emperor did not hesitate what course to adopt, but hastily despatched an 
embassy to meet the invader with offers to pay the tribute exacted by Oleg and 
renew the treaty between the two countries. The Imperial messengers fell in with 
Igor at the mouth of the Danube, and their proposals were agreed to after a 


consultation between the Prince and his droujhiniki, who in fact gained without 
further struggle as much as they could have hoped for in the event of a victory. 
Igor returned to Kiev as a conqueror, loaded with presents from Romanos, who 
sent thither in the following year his ambassadors with a text of the treaty. This 
was sworn to by the Prince and his captains before the idol of Peroun, except in 
the case of the Christian minority, who performed their oath at the altar of S. 
Elias. The fact of a Christian cathedral — a designation probably more 
ambitious than the building — being established at Kiev at this period speaks 
much for the toleration shown to the foreign religion by the followers of the 
national god. 

Igor did not long enjoy the fruits of this success. Baulked of their expected 
campaign, his men of war chafed at the inaction of the old man’s court, and 
envied the comparative advantages thrown in the way of Svenald’s body-guards. 
It was a custom of the Russian rulers to spend one-half of the year, from 
November till April, in visiting the scattered districts of their dominion, for the 
double purpose of keeping in touch with their widely-sundered subjects and 
gathering in the revenue. This winter harvesting of the tribute (which Igor in his 
declining years left in the hands of his deputed steward) is interesting as being 
probably the earliest stage of Russian home trade. For the most part the payment 
in kind consisted of furs and skins, the bulk of which went from the various 
places of collection in boat-loads down to Kiev, from thence eventually making 
its way to the sea marts of Southern Europe. The forest country of the Drevlians, 
rich in its yield of thick-coated sables and yellow-chested martens, lay in 
convenient neighbourhood to Kiev, and thither the Prince’s men clamoured to be 
led for the purpose of gleaning an increased tribute. In a moment of fatal 
weakness Igor consented, and in the autumn of 945 set out to close his reign as 
he had begun it, in a quarrel with “the tree people” over the matter of their 
taxing. The armed host which accompanied the Prince overawed the resentment 
bred by this stretching of the sovereign claims, but the apparent ease with which 
the imposts were gathered in tempted Igor to linger behind his returning main- 
guard for the purpose of exacting a further levy. The exasperated Drevlians, 
hearkening to the counsel of their chieftain, Mal, “to rise and slay the wolf who 
was bent on devouring their whole flock,” turned suddenly upon the fate-blind 
Igor in the midst of his importunings and put him to a hideous death. Two young 
trees were bent towards each other nearly to the ground, and to them the 
unfortunate tyrant was bound; then the trees were allowed to spring back to their 
normal position. Thus did the tree people avenge their wrongs. 

The safest standard by which to judge a reign of the inward history of which 
so little can be known is the measure of stability which it leaves behind it. The 


widow of the murdered Prince and his young heir Sviatoslav came peaceably 
into the vacant throneship, and it is no small tribute to the statecraft of Rurik and 
his successors that the grandson of the Varangian stranger and adventurer should 
inherit, at a tender age and under the guardianship of a woman, the Russian 
principality without opposition and without question. 

The young Kniaz, notwithstanding the Slavonic name which he was the first 
of his house to bear, was brought up mainly among Skandinavian influences, his 
person and the domestic management of the State being entrusted to Varangian 
hands. His mother Olga bore no small share of the administration, and the vigour 
and energy of her doings were well worthy of the heroic age of early Russia. The 
first undertaking which was called for, alike by political necessity and the 
promptings of revenge, was the chastisement of her husband’s murderers. With 
the idea possibly of averting the storm by a bold stroke of diplomacy, the latter 
had sent messengers to the widowed princess suggesting a connubial alliance 
with the implicated chieftain Mal, a proposal which was met with a feigned 
acceptance. Having lulled the apprehensions of the Drevlians, Olga marched into 
their country with a large following and turned the projected festivities into a 
massacre, after which she besieged the town of Korosten, the scene of Igor’s 
death, and the last refuge of the disconcerted rebels. The Chronicle of the monk 
of Kiev gives a quaint, old-world account of the manner of the taking of 
Korosten. All the summer the inhabitants defended themselves stubbornly, and 
the princess at last agreed to conclude a peace on receipt of a tribute, which was 
to consist of a live pigeon and three live sparrows from each homestead. How 
they caught the sparrows is left to the imagination, but the tribute was gladly 
paid. At the approach of evening Olga caused the birds to be set free, each with a 
lighted brand fastened to its tail, whereupon their homing instincts took them 
back to their dwellings in the thatched roofs and barns of Korosten, with the 
result that the town was soon in a blaze, and the inhabitants fell easy victims to 
the swords of the besiegers. Thus was avenged the death of Igor, the son of 
Rurik. 

Shortly after this exploit Olga left Kiev and went into the northern parts of 
her son’s realm, fixing her court for some years at Novgorod and Pskov, and 
raising the prosperity of those townships by keeping up a connection with the 
Skandinavian lands. Later she turned her thoughts towards the south, not with 
warlike projects, as her forerunners had done, but with peaceful intent. 
Accompanied by a suitable train she journeyed, in the year 957, to 
Constantinople, where she was received and entertained with due splendour by 
the Emperor Constantine-born-in-the-Purple and the Patriarch Theophylact. 
Here, in the metropolis of the Christian religion, surrounded by all the 


splendours of ritual of which the Greeks were masters, this surprising woman 
adopted the prevalent faith, received at the hands of her Imperial host and 
sponsor the baptismal name of Helen, and became “the first Russian who 
mounted to the heavenly kingdom” — a rather disparaging reflection on the 
labours of the early Church at Kiev. 

Loaded with presents from the Imperial treasury, Olga returned to her son, 
whom she strove fruitlessly to detach from the gods of his fathers to the worship 
of the new deities she had brought from Constantinople. The Russian mind was 
not yet ripe for the mystic cult of the Greek or Latin Church, and the conversion 
of the Prince’s mother made little impression on either boyarins or people. In the 
year 964 Sviatoslav definitely assumed the government of the country, and 
struck the key-note of his reign by extending his sway over the Viatitches, the 
last Slavonic tribe who paid tribute to the Khazars. This was only preliminary to 
an attack on that people in their own country. The fate of their once powerful 
empire was decided in one battle; the arms of the young Kniaz were victorious; 
Sarkel, the White City, fell into his hands, the outlying possessions of the 
Khazars, east and south, were subdued, and the kakhanate was reduced to a 
shadow of its former glory. It would have been a wiser policy to have left 
untouched, for the time being, the integrity of a State which was no longer 
formidable, and which interposed a civilised barrier between the Russian lands 
and the barbarian hordes of the East, and to have pursued instead a war of 
extermination against the Petchenigs. Sviatoslav was himself to experience the 
disastrous results of this mistake. 
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In the following year the centre of interest shifts from the south-east to the 
south-west. The Greek Emperor, Nicephorus Phocas, irritated against his vassal 
Peter, King or Tzar of Bulgaria, in that he had not exerted himself against the 
Magyars, who were raiding the Imperial dominions, turned for help, according to 
the approved Byzantine policy, to another neighbour, and commissioned 
Sviatoslav to march against Bulgaria. A large sum of Greek gold was conveyed 
to Kiev by an ambassador from the Emperor, and in return the Russian Prince set 
out for the Danube with a following of 60,000 men. The onset of the invaders 
was irresistible, and the Bulgarians scattered and fled, leaving their capital, 
Péréyaslavetz, and Dristr, a strongly fortified place on the Danube, in the hands 
of the conqueror. To complete the good fortune of Sviatoslav the Tzar Peter died 
at this critical moment, and the Russian Prince settled down in his newly- 
acquired city, undisputed master of Bulgaria. East and west his arms had been 


successful, but in the very heart of his realm he had left a dread and watchful 
enemy, who would not fail to take advantage of his absence. While his army was 
at quarters in the head city of the Bulgarians, his own capital was being besieged 
and closely pressed by the Petchenigs, that “greedy people, devouring the bodies 
of men, corrupt and impure, bloody and cruel beasts,” as the monk of Edessa 
portrays them; in which certificate it is to be hoped they were over-described. 
The folk in the beleaguered city, among the rest the aged Olga and the young 
sons of Sviatoslav, were in straits from want of food, and must have succumbed 
if one of their number had not made his way by means of a feint through the 
enemy’s camp, and carried news of their desperate condition to a boyarin named 
Prititch who was luckily at hand with a small force. On his approach the 
Petchenigs drew off, thinking that the Prince himself had returned with his army, 
and Kiev was relieved from the straits of famine. Sviatoslav meanwhile had 
learned of the danger which threatened his realm and household and hastened 
back from Bulgaria. Even this narrowly staved-off disaster did not open his eyes 
to the menace which these undesirable neighbours ever held over him and his, 
and he contented himself with inflicting a severe defeat on them and concluding 
a worthless peace. Possibly he found it hard to arouse among his followers any 
enthusiasm for a campaign against an enemy who had no wealthy cities to 
plunder or riches of any kind available for spoil. In any case he was bitten with 
the desire, to which rulers of Russia seem to have been periodically subject, of 
shifting the seat of his government to a fresh capital. Before his mother and his 
boyarins he declared his project of fixing his seat at Péréyaslavetz in preference 
to Kiev, and enumerated the advantages of the former. From the Greeks came 
gold, fabrics, wine, and fruits; from Bohemia and Hungary horses and silver; 
from Russia furs, wax, honey, and slaves. To Olga, with the hand of death 
already on her, the question was not one of great moment, and four days later 
she had made her last journey to a vault in the cathedral of Kiev. A certain 
compassion is excited by the contemplation of the aged queen, dying lonely in a 
faith that her husband had never known, which her son had not accepted, just as 
the realm over which she had ruled so actively was to be enlarged and its 
political centre shifted. Her death removed the last obstacle to Sviatoslav’s 
design, the last that is to say with which he reckoned. Before departing for 
Bulgaria the Prince set his sons, who could not at this date (970) have been of a 
very mature age, in responsible positions, Yaropalk, the elder, becoming 
governor of Kiev, and Oleg prince of the Drevlians. The Novgorodskie, who had 
been left for many years to the hireling care of Sviatoslav’s deputies, demanded 
a son of the princely house as ruler, threatening in case of refusal to choose one 
from elsewhere for themselves; here the stormy spirit of Velikie Novgorod 


shows itself for the first time. Happily the supply of sons was equal to the 
demand; by one of Olga’s maidens named Malousha the Prince had become 
father of Vladimir, destined to play an important part in the history of Russia, 
and to him, under the guardianship of his mother’s brother Drobuinya, was 
confided the government of the northern town. Having thus arranged for the 
present security and future confusion of his territories by instituting the system 
of separate appanages, Sviatoslav set out for his new possession beyond the 
Danube. “A prince should, if possible, live in the country he has conquered,” 
wrote the political codist of medieval Italy, and the Russian monarch found that 
even his brief absence had lost him much of the fruits of his victory. The 
Bulgarians mustered to oppose his march with a large force, and a desperate 
battle ensued, in which defeat was only staved off from the invaders by the 
heroic exertions of their leader. Péréyaslavetz was retaken, and Sviatoslav again 
became master of the Balkan land, permitting, however, Boris, son of the late 
Tzar, to keep the gold crown, frontlet, and red buskins which were the Bulgarian 
marks of royalty. The Greeks now repented their folly in having established in 
their immediate neighbourhood, within a few short marches of Constantinople, a 
prince who was far more dangerous to them than ever the Bulgarian Tzars had 
been. John Zimisces, who had succeeded the ill-fated Nicephorus on the 
precarious throne of the Eastern Empire, called upon Sviatoslav to fulfil the 
engagement made with his predecessor and evacuate the Imperial dependency. 
The Prince in possession contemptuously refused to comply with this demand, 
and threatened instead to march against Constantinople and drive the Greeks into 
Asia. Fortunately for the Empire at this crisis her new ruler was a soldier of 
proved ability, and knew also who were the right men to rely on for active 
support and co-operation. On the other hand Sviatoslav prepared for the coming 
struggle by enlisting the aid of the Bulgarians themselves, the Magyars, and even 
roving bodies of Petchenigs. With this mixed force he burst into Thrace, 
ravaging the country up to the walls of Adrianople, where the Imperial general 
Bardas-Scleras, brother-in-law of Zimisces, had entrenched himself. Here in the 
autumn of 970 the fierce bravery of the Russians and their allies was matched 
against the Greek generalship, with the result that Sviatoslav was forced to retire 
into Bulgaria. The recall of Bardas to suppress an insurrection in Capadocia 
prevented him from following up his advantage, and gave the Russians an 
opportunity for retiring from a position which was no longer safe. Sviatoslav, 
however, either did not see his danger, or chose to disregard it rather than return 
home baffled and empty-handed. Accordingly he spent the year 971 in aimless 
raids into Macedonia, while his wily enemy made the most elaborate 
preparations for his destruction. In the spring of 972 Zimisces advanced with a 


large army into Bulgaria, while a Greek fleet blocked the mouths of the Danube, 
cutting off the Russian line of retreat. Sviatoslav with the bulk of his army was 
encamped at Dristr, and here tidings came that the Emperor had crossed the 
Balkans and, after a stubborn resistance, taken Péréyaslavetz— “the Town of 
Victory” — and possessed himself of the person of Prince Boris. Nothing 
daunted, Sviatoslav led his army against that of Zimisces, and a battle ensued 
which, from the heroic valour with which it was contested and the important 
issues involved, deserves to be recognised as one of the decisive battles of 
history. Both leaders showed the utmost personal courage, and victory for a long 
while hung doubtful, but at length the Greek forces prevailed and Sviatoslav was 
driven back upon Dristr, his last stronghold in Bulgaria. This time the Imperial 
success was followed up, and the town was attacked with a vigour and 
determination which was only equalled by the stubbornness of the defence. The 
Russians made sorties by day, retreating when outnumbered, under the 
protection of their huge bucklers, to within the walls of the town, from whence 
they issued at night, to burn by the light of the moon the bodies of their fallen 
comrades, and sacrifice over their ashes the prisoners they had taken. By way of 
propitiating their gods, or possibly the Danube, which was covered with the 
boats of their enemies, they drowned in its waters cocks and little children. The 
Magister John, a relation of the Emperor, having fallen into their hands in a 
skirmish, was torn in pieces and his head exposed on the battlements. The 
besieged, however, were daily reduced in numbers and weakened by want, and 
Sviatoslav resolved on a last bid for victory. Swarming forth from behind their 
battered ramparts, the men of the North met their foes in open field, and the 
wager of battle was staunchly and obstinately contested. Sviatoslav was struck 
off his horse and nearly killed, but the Russians did not give way until mid-day, 
when a dust-storm blew into their faces and forced them to yield the fight, 
leaving outside the walls of Dristr, according to the Byzantine annalists, 15,000 
slain. The monkish chroniclers, as usual, attributed the hard-won victory to 
supernatural intervention, and while the Imperial soldiers were resting from their 
exertions a story was circulated throughout the camp giving the credit of the day 
to an apparition of S. Theodore of Stratilat, who had appeared in the thick of the 
battle mounted on a white horse. The Russian defeat, whether due to saint, army, 
or dust-storm, was sufficiently decisive to bring the Prince to sue for terms, 
which were readily granted by the Emperor. The Russians engaged to withdraw 
from Bulgaria and to live at peace with the Eastern Empire; the Greeks on their 
part engaged to permit Russian merchants free commercial intercourse at 
Constantinople. More than this, the Emperor requested the Petchenigs to allow 
Sviatoslav and his thinned host unmolested passage to his own territories. 


Whether this was done in good faith, or whether secret instructions were given to 
the contrary, is a matter of opinion, or at most of induction; it is pleasanter to set 
against the general treachery of Byzantine statecraft the fact that Zimisces was a 
brave man, and to give him credit for the honour which is the usual 
accompaniment of courage. 

The importance of this defeat cannot be over-estimated, and it is interesting to 
speculate as to the possible results of a victory for Sviatoslav — a victory which 
might well have changed the whole course of European history. A powerful 
Slavonic principality with its headquarters in the basin of the Danube would 
have attracted to itself, by the magnetism of blood, the kindred races of Serbs, 
Kroats, Dalmatians, Slavonians, and Moravians, all of which, with the exception 
of the first-named, were eventually absorbed into the Germanic Empire; while 
Bohemia, instead of gravitating towards the house of Habsburg, would more 
naturally have entered the Russian State-organism. From Péréyaslavetz to 
Constantinople is a short cry, and it is reasonable to conjecture that under these 
circumstances the Slav and not the Turk would in due course have stepped into 
the shoes of the Paleologi. The palace intrigues, treason, and assassination which 
placed John Zimisces on the throne of the Cesars at this critical juncture in the 
affairs of the Empire had an effect on the destinies of Europe which can only be 
likened in importance to the Moorish defeat on the plain of Tours at the hands of 
Charles Martel. 

After a meeting between the leaders of the two armies, during which the 
Emperor sat his horse on the river bank while the vanquished Prince stood, 
simply clad, in a boat which he himself helped to work, the latter made his way 
towards Kiev with the remnant of his following. But the enemy which his short- 
sighted policy had neglected to crush was waiting for him now in the hour of his 
extremity; the Petchenigs held the cataracts of the Dniepr, where the returning 
boats must be dragged ashore, and notwithstanding their agreement with 
Zimisces, blocked the passage of the Russian army. Sviatoslav waited at the 
mouth of the river till the coming of spring, when he risked a battle with his 
savage enemies, and lost. Warrior to the last, he died fighting, and tradition has it 
that his skull became a drinking-cup for the chief of the Petchenigs; of the 
mighty host which had started out for the conquest of Bulgaria but few made 
their way back to Kiev. Thus perished Sviatoslav, in spite of his Slavonic name a 
thorough type of the Varangian chieftain. Brave, active, and enduring, his 
chivalry was in advance of his age, and it is told of him that he always gave his 
enemies fair warning of attack, sending a messenger before him with the tidings, 
“T go against you.” He was, however, more a fighter than a general, and did not 
display the statesmanlike qualities of Rurik, Oleg, and Olga, while the unhappy 


results of his partition of the realm between his three sons were immediately 
apparent at his death. Yaropalk did not enjoy any authority over the districts 
ruled by his brothers, who lived as independent princes. The inevitable quarrels 
were not long in breaking out. Consequent on a hunting fray in the wooded 
Drevlian country between the retainers of Oleg and Yaropalk, in which one of 
the latter’s men was killed, an armed feud sprang up between the brothers, which 
came to a tragic end in a fight around the town of Oubrovtch. 977Oleg, worsted 
in the battle, was thrown down by the press of his own soldiers as he was 
seeking to enter the town, and trampled to death in the general stampede. 
Yaropalk is said to have been plunged in remorse at this untoward event, but the 
news was otherwise interpreted at Novgorod and caused the hasty flight of the 
young Vladimir to Skandinavian lands, beyond the reach of his half-brother’s 
malevolence. Yaropalk sent his underlings to hold the vacant principality, and 
thus became for the time sole ruler of Russia. The outcast, however, after two 
years of wandering in viking lands, reappeared suddenly at Novgorod with a 
useful following of Norse adventurers, and drove out his brother’s lieutenants, 
following up this act of defiance by moving at the head of his men towards Kiev. 
On the way he turned aside to Polotzk, then held as a dependent fief by a 
Varangian named Rogvolod. This chief had a daughter, Rogneda, trothed in 
marriage to Yaropalk, and Vladimir, by way of ousting his half-brother from all 
his possessions, sent and demanded her hand for himself. The maiden haughtily 
refused to wed the “son of a slave,” and added that she was already pledged to 
Yaropalk; whereupon the headstrong lover stormed the town, slew her father and 
two brothers, and bore off the unwilling bride — a wooing which somewhat 
resembles that of William the Norman and Matilda of Flanders some half- 
hundred years later. The despoiled rival had, on the approach of Vladimir and 
his war-carles, shut himself up in Kiev, but growing doubtful of the goodwill of 
the inhabitants, he suffered himself to be persuaded by false counsellors to move 
into the small town of Rodnya. In consequence of this faint-hearted desertion 
Kiev threw open her gates to Vladimir, who followed up his good fortune by 
besieging the Prince in his new refuge. Pressed by assault without and famine 
within — the miseries suffered by the Rodnya folk have passed into a proverb — 
the hunted Kniaz rashly, or perhaps despairingly, agreed to visit his peace- 
feigning brother at his palace in Kiev. Yaropalk alone was allowed to enter the 
courtyard doors, behind which lurked two Varangian guards, who used their 
blades quickly and well, and Vladimir reigned as sole Prince of the Russians. 
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The early years of the new reign were devoted to family-founding on a generous 
scale, the Prince, by his several wives and concubines, becoming the father of 
manifold sons, all of whom bore names of distinctly Slavonic resonance. By the 
raped Rogneda he had Isiaslav, Mstislav, Yaroslav, Vsevolod, and two 
daughters; a second wife, of Czech origin, presented him with Vouytchislav; a 
third was the mother of Sviatoslav, and a fourth, of Bulgarian nationality, was 
responsible for Boris and Glieb. In addition to his own ample offspring he 
adopted into his family Sviatopolk, the posthumous son of Yaropalk. But the 
pressure of family cares did not absorb his undivided attention. On the western 
border several Russian strongholds in the district of Galitz (Galicia) had been 
seized during the embarrassed reign of Yaropalk by Mscislav, Duke of Poland, 
and for the recovery of these Vladimir set his armed men in motion. Tcherven, 
Peremysl, and other places fell into his hands, but the wars on the Polish march 
dragged on at intervals and outlasted the reigns of both princes. This was the 
first clash of the two neighbour nations whose history was to be so dramatically 
interblended. The Duke of Poland had his hands so full with the intrusive affairs 
of Bohemia, Hungary, the Western Empire, and the Wends, that he was obliged 
to content himself with a policy of defence on his eastern border, and Vladimir 
was able to turn his arms in other directions. In 982 he suppressed a revolt of the 
Viatitches, and in the next year extended his authority among the Livs as far as 
the Baltic. According to the Chronicle of the Icelandic annalist Sturleson, these 
people paid tribute to the Russian Prince, but his sway over them could only 
have lasted a while, as they certainly enjoyed independence till a much later 
date. Two years later he made a successful raid into the country of the Volga- 
Bulgarians, which he wisely followed up by a well-marketed peace, and returned 
to Kiev not empty-handed. 

At this period the Christian religion was making its final conquest of the 
outlying princes and peoples of Europe. The double influence of the Holy 
Roman Empire and the Papal See — the latter now free from any dependence on 
the Byzantine Court — gave that religion a powerful advertisement among the 
outlandish folks, and as each nation was brought into subjection to, or enjoyed 
intercourse with the great central State, so the rites and ceremonies of the 
prevailing worship were displayed before their eyes with all the glamour and 
sanction of Imperial authority. The Saxon annalist, Lambert of Aschaffenburg, 
recounts, for instance, how Easter was kept at Quedlingburg in the year 973 by 
the Emperor Otho I. and his son (afterwards Otho II.), attended by envoys from 
Rome, Greece, Benevento, Italy, Hungary, Denmark, Slavonia, Bulgaria, and 
Russia, “with great presents.” The feasts and devotions observed in the little 
town, the services in the hill-top abbey, founded by Henry the Fowler, the 


processions of chanting monks with lighted tapers — all in honour of the Man- 
God who had died in a far country, but who rose triumphant to live above them 
in the sky and behind the high altar — would not fail to make deep impression 
on the heathen visitors. The western Prince was so much greater and richer and 
more powerful than their princes, might not the western gods be greater than 
their gods? Bohemia, which early in its history came into close contact with the 
Empire, had already adopted Christianity, and in Poland Vladimir’s 
contemporary and sometime antagonist, Mscislav, had in 966 entered the same 
faith. Hungary was still pagan, though its conversion was to come in the lifetime 
of the reigning Duke (Geyza), while in Norway, towards the close of the century, 
the worshippers of Wodin were to be confronted with the alternative of death or 
baptism. 

In no country was the transition from paganism to Christianity effected in so 
remarkable a manner as in Russia. Vladimir, who had shown much zeal in 
erecting and ornamenting statues of Peroun at Kiev and Novgorod, grew 
suddenly dissatisfied with the national worship, without at the same time feeling 
special attraction towards any substitute. While contemplating a desertion of the 
old religion he naturally wished to replace it with the most reliable form of faith 
obtainable, and for this purpose trusty counsellors were sent on a mission of 
inquiry to Rome, to Constantinople, to the Volga-Bulgarians (who had embraced 
Islam), and to the Jews — probably those dwelling among the Khazars. When 
the scattered envoys returned, the result of their investigations was laid before 
Vladimir, and this young man in search of a religion examined and compared the 
pretensions of the competing creeds. Circumcision and abstinence from wine put 
the cult of the Prophet out of court; the first of these objections applied equally 
to the Jewish doctrine, and the vagabond condition of its votaries offended the 
monarch’s idea of an established religion. The Romish faith was unacceptable by 
reason of the claims, which her head was beginning to assert, of supreme 
dominion in things spiritual and active interference in temporal matters; 
moreover, her ritual, especially as the Russians may have seen it practised in the 
infant churches of Bohemia, Poland, and Eastern Germany, was overshadowed 
and eclipsed by the splendid ceremonial of the Greek Church, particularly in the 
services of S. Sophia at Constantinople. “The magnificence of the temple, the 
presence of all the Greek clergy, the richness of the sacerdotal vestments, the 
ornaments of the altar, the exquisite odour of the incense, the sweet singing of 
the choirs, the silence of the people, in short, the holy and mysterious majesty of 
the ceremonies, all struck the Russians with admiration.” The recital of these 
splendours inclined the Prince to a favourable consideration of the Greek faith, if 
indeed he had not previously had leanings towards that religion, and the 


finishing touch was added by an argument which appealed to his family pride. 
“If the Greek religion had not been the true religion, would your grandmother 
Olga, the wisest of mortals, have adopted it?” asked the partisans of the new 
doctrines; and the matter was settled. But Vladimir had a procedure of his own 
for the delicate process of changing his religion: not as a humble penitent was he 
going to enter the true Church. For the baptism of a sovereign prince an 
archbishop was an indispensable requisite, and it did not suit his ideas of dignity 
to apply for the loan of such a functionary to the Greek Emperors, who would 
have been only too glad to oblige him in the matter. Vladimir chose rather to 
capture his archbishop. For this purpose he engaged in one of the most 
extraordinary expeditions which history has furnished. Setting out from Kiev 
with a large host, he made his way down the Dniepr and along the Black Sea 
coast to the ancient town of Kherson, a self-governing dependency of the 
Eastern Empire. Closely besieging it, he was met with a desperate resistance, 
and only made himself master of the place by cutting off the springs which 
supplied it with water. From this position of vantage he sent to the brothers Basil 
and Constantine, who shared the Greek Imperial throne, a request or demand for 
the hand of their sister Anne. The circumstances of these princes did not admit 
of a refusal; the celebrated generals Bardas Sclerus and Phocas were in active 
revolt against the successors of John Zimisces, and another change of dynasty 
seemed imminent; consequently Vladimir’s suggested alliance was agreed to on 
the stipulation that he became a Christian and furnished the Imperial family with 
some Russian auxiliaries. The Princess Anne was despatched to join her destined 
husband, who was forthwith baptized by the Archbishop of Kherson in the 
church of S. Basil, and the marriage ceremony followed. The Prince returned to 
Kiev with his bride and a strange booty of priests, sacred vessels, and saintly 
relics, having restored unfortunate Kherson, for which he had no further use, to 
the Greek Emperors, and sent them the promised succours. By this satisfactory 
arrangement Basil and Constantine were able to conserve their possession of the 
Byzantine Empire, while Vladimir on his part “obtained the hand of the princess 
and the kingdom of heaven.” 

Fantastic as this procedure of conversion may at first sight appear, there was 
probably sound policy underlying it; the Russians would be reconciled to the 
deposition of their wonted gods, and the acceptance of fresh ones from their old 
enemies, the Greeks, by the consoling reflection that their Prince had, at the 
sword’s point, “captured” the new religion from alien hands. Priests have taught 
that there is but one way of entering the true faith; Vladimir demonstrated that 
there are at least two. 


The conversion of the people followed in due course; the wooden statue of 
Peroun, with its silver face and moustache of gold, was thrown down, flogged 
with whips, and hurled into the Dniepr, whose waters cast it up again on the 
bank. The affrighted people rushed to worship their old god, but the Prince’s 
men pushed him back into the current, and Peroun the silver-faced was swept 
down the stream and vanished into the purple haze “where the dead gods sleep.” 

On the banks of the same river that had engulfed their fallen idol the 
inhabitants of Kiev were mustered by command, and after the Greek priests had 
consecrated its waters, into it plunged at a given signal the whole wondering 
multitude, men, women, and children, and were baptized in one batch. A like 
scene was enacted at Novgorod, with the substitution of the Volkhov for the 
Dniepr, and throughout Russia the transition was effected in an equally 
successful manner. No doubt the cult of the ancient pantheism lingered for a 
while, especially in the remoter districts, but it was merged in time in the saint 
worship of the new religion, and the old heathen festivals and year-marks 
became, under other names, those of the Christian calendar. The feast of 
Kolyada and the birthday of the Sun slid naturally into the celebrations of the 
Nativity without losing aught of its festive character. In similar fashion the 
institutions of the Greek Orthodox Church everywhere took root in the country 
till they became part of the life of the people. Kiev henceforth is a city of 
churches and shrines, with its Cathedral of S. Sofia and its Golden Gate, in 
ambitious imitation of Constantinople. 

The adoption of Christianity in its Greek form exercised a momentous 
influence on the history of Russia. Up to this point she had been travelling in the 
same direction as the growing nations around her, and seemed destined to take 
her place in the European family; but by taking as her ghostly sponsor the 
decaying Byzantine State, which could scarcely protect its own territories, 
instead of cultivating the alliance of the all-powerful Roman Papacy, she 
prepared herself for a gradual isolation from Western civilisation and Western 
sympathy. For although the actual temporal power of the Holy See did not 
extend much beyond the immediate neighbourhood of the Eternal City, the 
moral ascendancy which the Church possessed over some fifteen kingdoms and 
a crowd of lesser states gave her the disposal of an ever-available fund of 
temporal support, and enabled her to extend her protection or assistance to all the 
bodies politic, great or small, within her communion. Witness, for instance, the 
vast armies she was able to send careering into the “Holy Land” on behoof of 
Jerusalem-bound pilgrims, and later, the troops she could raise from various 
parts of the Empire for the reinforcement of the Teutonic Order in its struggles 
with the heathen Prussians and Pomeranians. Russia, by her adoption of the 


Greek instead of the Roman faith, put herself beyond the pale of Catholic 
Christendom, and in the hour of her striving with the Mongol Horde could look 
for no help from Western Europe; when she emerged from that strife she was 
less European than Asiatic. In like manner the Greek Empire, two hundred years 
later, fell unbefriended into the hands of the Ottomans. And in civilisation as 
well as in war the dominions of the princes of Kiev suffered from their lack of 
intercourse with Rome; the visits of cardinals and nuncios would have served as 
a constant link between Russia and the West, and have stimulated the growth of 
towns in the wild lands that led up to the Dniepr basin. What in fact Rome did 
for Hungary, on the latter’s entry into the Latin Church — raising her from the 
position of a semi-barbarous state to that of an important kingdom — that might 
she have done under similar circumstances for the Eastern principality. There is, 
of course, another side to this reckoning; Russia, at least, was spared some of the 
distractions and unhappinesses which radiated from the throne of the apostles, 
while her very isolation in matters of religious polity helped to preserve for her a 
strong individuality which other Slav or Magyar nations lost as the price of their 
intercourse with Catholic-Teutonic Europe. Possibly her history is not even yet 
sufficiently developed for a final assessment of the matter, but for present 
purposes it is necessary to note a turning-point in her political evolution — a 
turn towards the East. 

Although Christianity was become opposed to the practice of polygamy, 
Vladimir’s first act after his baptism had been to increase his connubial 
establishment by marriage with the Imperial princess. Three more sons had been 
added to his already ample family, and, disregarding the lesson of the 
disturbances which had followed the partition of the realm between himself and 
his half-brothers, the Prince resolved to parcel out his dominions among his 
surviving sons and his nephew. Eight principalities were carved out from the 
parent stem, and became each the share of a dependent kniaz, to wit, Novgorod, 
Polotzk, Rostov, Mourom, the Drevlian country, Vladimir (in Volhynia), 
Tmoutorokan, and Tourov. 

In 998 the Russian arms were turned successfully against the Krovatians on 
the Galician frontier, and against the ever troublesome Petchenigs, who 
continued to disturb the southern borders at intervals during the reign. 

Another war broke out later in the north. Vladimir had given refuge, and 
possibly support, to Olaf, aspirant to the Norwegian crown, then held by Erik, 
and when Olaf at last succeeded in ousting his rival, the latter, in revenge, “came 
into the realm of King Vladimir,” in the vigorous words of the Icelandic saga, 
and “fell a-harrying, and slew men-folk, and burnt all before him, and laid waste 
the land; and he came to Aldeigia-burg, and beset it till he won the stead. There 


he slew many folk and brake down and burnt all the burg, and thereafter fared 
wide about Garth-realm doing all deeds of war.” It was four years before 
Vladimir was able to drive the “spear-storm bounteous Eric” away from his 
northern coasts. The date of this war is uncertain; probably it stretched into the 
second decade of the new century. Vladimir, who had lost his Imperial throne- 
mate in 1011, was confronted in 1014 with a domestic trouble of another nature; 
his son Yaroslav, Kniaz of Novgorod, refused to continue the yearly tribute 
which that principality was wont to pay into the Grand Prince’s treasury, and 
declared himself independent of Kiev. Vladimir made ready to march against his 
rebellious son, who on his part prepared to resist his angry father, but the sudden 
failing of the old man’s powers and an inroad of the perennial Petchenigs 
delayed the struggle. 1015Vladimir’s favourite son Boris, Prince of Rostov, was 
put in charge of the forces sent against the invaders, and during his absence the 
monarch ended his days at Berestov (a village near Kiev), leaving the succession 
to the Grand principality an open question. 

The character of this Prince, to whom the Church gave the title of “Holy,” 
and who was commemorated by his subjects as “the Great,” is a difficult one for 
the historian to appraise. The excesses of a stormy and well-spent youth were 
atoned for, in the eyes of the monkish chroniclers, by an old age of almsgiving 
and other decorative virtues, and in most respects the doings of his reign gave 
evidence of wise and wary management. The splitting up of his kingdom was a 
flaw in his statecraft which had, however, the sanction of custom in the times in 
which he lived. 

The only member of the Grand Prince’s family within reach of Kiev at the 
moment of his death was his nephew Sviatopalk, ruler of the province of 
Tourov, in which capacity, according to the contemporary Chronicle of Ditmar, 
Bishop of Merseburg, he had, at the prompting of his father-in-law Boleslas, 
King of Poland, raised a rebellion against Vladimir. The attempt was frustrated 
and punished by the imprisonment of the rebel and his wife, but apparently a 
reconciliation had taken place between the uncle and nephew, and Sviatopalk 
was at large, and, what was more important, on the spot when the throne of Kiev 
became empty. The boyarins of the court, ill-disposed towards a prince who was 
outside the immediate family of their late master, tried to keep back the tidings 
of his death while they sent messengers to recall Boris from his fruitless 
campaign against the Petchenigs. The corpse was wrapped round in a covering, 
let down by ropes from a palace window in the dead of night, and borne 
hurriedly to the church of the Bogoroditza (Mother of God) at Kiev. Rumours of 
the Prince’s death, however, began to fly about the city, and all precautions were 
rendered abortive by the tell-tale sight of the crowds which flocked to lament 


over his body. Sviatopalk proclaimed himself Grand Prince, rallied the boyarins 
to his side by a timely distribution of gifts, and then proceeded to strike, with the 
instinct of self-preservation, at the several kinsmen who were within reach. 
Prince Boris was surprised and slain one night in his tent near the banks of the 
Alta, being, the Chronicles relate, engaged in prayer at the time of his murder. 
This circumstance procured for him the posthumous honour of sainthood, and he 
became a national fetish in the calendar of the Russian Church. His brother 
Glieb, decoyed from his principality of Mourom by a feigned message from his 
defunct father, was waylaid while travelling down the Dniepr and met the same 
doom — shared also in the attendant glory of subsequent canonisation. 
Sviatoslav, Prince of the Drevlian country, taking natural affright at Sviatopalk’s 
deeds, which seemed to foreshadow the extinction of the sons of Vladimir, fled 
towards Hungary; at the foot of the Karpathian Mountains, however, he was 
overtaken and killed by the Grand Prince’s men. From this scene of slaughter 
and violence there escaped a shivering fugitive, the Princess Predslava, a 
daughter of the luckless house of Vladimir, who made her way with all speed to 
Novgorod; there she found her brother Yaroslav red with the blood of his 
subjects, shed in cold vindictiveness rather than in hot quarrel. The hideous 
wrath and dole called forth by the doings of Sviatopalk mastered all other 
passions, and led the Prince to throw himself on the goodwill of his misused 
people; and the men of Novgorod, foregoing their private griefs, turned their 
rage and their weapons against the monster of Kiev. 1016A thousand Varangians 
and fourteen thousand Russians marched southward with Yaroslav against 
Sviatopalk, who on his part had got together a large force, including a troop of 
Petchenigs. A battle was fought on the Dniepr banks near Lubetch, which 
resulted in the overthrow of the usurper, who fled to Poland, leaving the throne 
of Kiev to his triumphant rival. 

Yaroslav did not remain long time in peaceable possession. Boleslas 
“Khrabrie,” the warlike King of Poland, having by the Peace of Bautzen 
composed his outstanding differences with the Germanic Kaiser (Heinrich II.), 
burst into Russia at the head of a large army, defeated Yaroslav on the banks of 
the Bug, and reimposed his son-in-law upon the people of Kiev. The ousted 
prince withdrew to Novgorod, and but for the insistance of his subjects would 
have sought sanctuary, as his father had done under similar circumstances, in 
Skandinavian lands. The Novgorodskie, not wishing to be left to the wrath of 
Sviatopalk, kept their prince with them by the simple expedient of destroying all 
the boats available for his flight. Sviatopalk himself smoothed the way for a 
renewal of the strife on more equal terms. The Poles had been distributed in 
scattered winter quarters throughout the province of Kiev, and Boleslas himself 


had established his court in the city. Possibly the Russian Kniaz was impatient of 
the prolonged presence of the Poles in his lands, and deemed that heroic 
measures were needed to hasten their departure; anyhow he devised and carried 
out the plan of a general massacre of the unwelcome guests. Boleslas hastily left 
Kiev with the remnant of his men, bearing with him as much treasure as he could 
lay hands on, and retaining in his hold the Red Russian towns on his border. The 
departure of the Poles brought as a consequence the onfall of Yaroslav, and 
Sviatopalk was obliged to seek support among the Petchenigs before venturing 
to take the field against his cousin. 1019The two forces met near the banks of the 
Alta, and there was waged a fierce and stubborn battle, the like of which, wrote 
the Kievian chronicler, had never been seen in Russia. Towards evening 
Yaroslav’s men gained the victory, and Sviatopalk, half-dead with fatigue, 
delirious with fear, and unable to sit his horse, was borne litter-wise through the 
whispering night in wild flight across a wild country, hunted ever by phantom 
foemen, and moaning ever to his bearers piteous entreaty for added speed. The 
fugitive checked his spent course in the deserts of the Bohemian border, where 
he died miserably, and contemporary legend, recalling the circumstances of his 
birth, asserted that he was born for crime. In which case he fulfilled his purpose. 
Yaroslav was now master of Kiev and Novgorod and Grand Prince of Russia, 
but the family arrangements of Vladimir’s many heirs had not yet adjusted 
themselves. From Isiaslav, Kniaz of Polotzk, sprang a line of turbulent princes 
who contributed a fair share to the domestic troubles of Russia during the next 
hundred years. Still more formidable for the time being was Mstislav, whose 
family portion was Tmoutorakan, a province bordering on the Black Sea. 
(1016)In conjunction with the Greek Imperial General Andronicus he had driven 
the Khazars from the Tauride and put a finishing touch to their existence as a 
European State. Other victories over the Tcherkess tribes in his neighbourhood 
swelled both his ideas and his resources, and he began to feel his remote steppe- 
girded province too small for him. In 1023, while Yaroslav was away in the 
Souzdal country, Mstislav burst with his warriors into the grand principality and 
seized upon Tchernigov in the Sieverski plain. The harassed Grand Prince fled to 
Novgorod — his usual city of refuge — and sent urgent messengers over the 
Baltic to call in the ever-ready Varangians to his aid. In response came a large 
force, led by one Hako (in the Russian Chronicle Yakun), who has come down 
to posterity as suffering from sore eyes and wearing a bandage over them 
broidered with gold — a human touch in the portrait of one of these half- 
mythical seeming vikings. The avenging army came into the Tchernigov land 
and met their foes on the banks of a small river, the two forces sighting one 
another just as night was falling and a nasty storm creeping upon them. As the 


storm broke over the Grand Prince’s host, accompanied by thunder peals and 
torrents of rain, out of the night there rushed in on them the war-men of the 
intrepid Mstislav, who rivalled with his wild battle-shock the tumult of the 
elements. In the darkness men fought hand to hand with a foe they could not see; 
the storm in the heavens rolled away, but the humans fought on, their arms 
flashing in the gleam of the stars, “a combat without comparison, murderous, 
terrible, and truly frightful.” A charge by Mstislav and his body-guards decided 
the day — or rather the night — and Yaroslav fled from the field of this epic 
struggle to his haven in the North. Hakon of the sore eyes left on the ground his 
gold-wrought bandage as a trophy for the victorious Tchernigovskie. Mstislav 
did not push his advantage to the extent of depriving Yaroslav of his princely 
dignity, and five years later a pact was made between the brothers which left the 
younger in possession of the lands he had won east of the Dniepr. Yaroslav was 
thus enabled to turn his attention to the outlying regions of the realm, where his 
authority had lapsed during the long civil strife. In the year 1030 Livland was 
again brought under some sort of subjection, and the town of Youriev (the 
German Dorpat) founded near Lake Peipus. The domestic troubles of Poland, 
where Mieceslav II., son of Boleslas Khrabrie (who had died 1025), was waging 
a hotly contested war with his brothers and the Kaiser Konrad II., gave an 
opportunity for regaining the Red Russian towns which perennially changed 
hands according to the respective strength and weakness of the two countries. 
1031Yaroslav, in conjunction with his half-brother, invaded Poland and wrested 
back the lost territory. In 1034 died Mstislav, at the end of a day’s hunting, 
having shortly before lost his only son Evstaf. Of all the sons of Vladimir this 
intrepid warrior “with dark face and large eyes” seems most to have enchained 
the imagination of the national chronicler. 

Yaroslav, freed from the disquieting possibility of trouble which Mstislav 
must always have presented, made himself still more secure by seizing and 
imprisoning, on pretext of disaffection, Soudislav of Pskov, another member of 
the princely house. Shortly afterwards he was called upon to defend Kiev from 
an attack of the Petchenigs. Near the walls of the city Yaroslav joined issue with 
the barbarians, his vanguard consisting of Varangians, flanked right and left by 
the men of Kiev and Novgorod. After a battle which lasted till evening the 
Petchenigs broke and fled, leaving enormous numbers of dead on the field, and 
losing many more in crossing the rivers which impeded their flight. On the 
ground of this victory Yaroslav founded the Cathedral of S. Sofia, extending at 
the same time the boundaries of Kiev so as to include this building, and 
enclosing the city with a stone wall. Well might the Kievians rejoice as they 
watched the new works, which were alike the witness of their growing 


prosperity and a memorial of a past danger; they had at last grasped their nettle, 
and the might of the Petchenigs, which had hung so long like a menacing 
shadow ready at any moment to ride out of the steppe a grim reality, was for 
ever shattered. And as the new cathedral rose before them their hopes might soar 
to a point which would raise the mother of Russian cities to the level of 
Constantinople. 

Amid their own congratulations and complacency came news of the 
misfortunes of a neighbouring and rival state; possibly across the border, through 
Krobatian and Drevlian lands, more probably by a less direct route, by word of 
merchants from the Oder and Weichsel filtering down from Novgorod or 
Polotzk, tidings would reach them of wild doings in Poland. Mieceslav II. had 
“passed in battle and in storm”; and diminished though his territories were under 
stress of German, Russian, and Bohemian filchings, they were more than a 
handful for his widow and youthful son to manage. Richense, daughter of 
Ehrenfrid, Pfalzgraf of the Rhine, tries to play the Queen-mother with the 
support of a hierarchy itself not yet firmly established; but she is no Olga, 
moreover she is a German. The bishops are German too, and throne, hierarchy, 
new religion, and all are involved in the whirlwind of a reaction that scatters 
them in all directions, Richense to the court of the Emperor in Saxony, her son, 
Kazimir, to France, where he enters the service of Mother Church as a monk of 
the celebrated Abbey of Cluny. Yaroslav, taking advantage of the weakness of 
his western neighbour, began in 1040 a series of campaigns against the tribes 
which inhabited the dense marsh and river-sected forests lying to the north-east 
of Poland, between Russia and the Baltic. The Yatvyags first occupied his 
attention, though it is doubtful if he acquired more than a transient sway over 
them. He next turned the weight of his arms against the Lit’uanians, upon a 
section of whom at least he imposed a tribute. The year 1041 found him actually 
in Polish territory, in the province or palatinate of Mazovia, which had separated 
from the lands of the Polish crown — if such a designation can be used during 
an interregnum — under the rule of a heathen noble named Mazlav, from whom 
the province took its name. Meanwhile the force of the reaction in Poland had 
spent itself, the bishops retook possession of their dioceses, and Kazimir was 
fetched, with the Pope’s permission, from the peaceful seclusion of the 
Burgundian monastery to the management of a country smouldering with the 
embers of anarchy and religious persecution. Yaroslav seized the opportunity to 
form an alliance with the young Duke of Poland, by virtue of which the 
contested Galician or Red Russian March was definitely ceded to the Grand 
Prince, who on his part helped Kazimir to defeat the rebel Voevoda of Mazovia 
and reannex that province to his duchy. The good understanding between the 


princes was cemented by the marriage of Kazimir with Mariya, sister of 
Yaroslav. 

Russia was thus freed from the apprehension of trouble both on the Polish 
frontier and on the side of the steppes, where the power of the Petchenigs was 
effectively broken. A new war-cloud, however, rose in the south, emanating 
from a quarrel among Greek and Russian merchants at Constantinople, in which 
one of the latter was killed. 1043Yaroslav demanded satisfaction from the Greek 
Emperor, Constantine Monomachus, and not obtaining it, he sent an army 
against the Greeks, confiding its direction to his eldest son Vladimir and a 
boyarin named Vyatcha. Scorning the overtures for peace which came at late 
moment from the frightened Emperor, the Russians met their enemies in a naval 
fight, wherein the Greek fire and the inevitable storm played their accustomed 
parts. Six thousand of Vladimir’s men were forced to abandon their damaged 
vessels and attempt to make good their retreat overland, led by Vyatcha, who 
would not desert them in their extremity. Constantine, instead of resting content 
with the victory which fortune had given him, or following it up with a vigorous 
pursuit, satisfied himself with half-measures, returning in premature triumph to 
his capital while he sent the remainder of his ships to hunt the Russians out of 
the Bosphorus. Vladimir meanwhile had rallied his fleet and turned fiercely at 
bay, destroying twenty-five of the Byzantine vessels and killing their admiral. 
Consoled by this success he returned home, carrying with him many prisoners. 
The division which had attempted the land passage was less happy; overpowered 
by a large Greek force near Varna, the survivors were taken captive to 
Constantinople, where many of them, including the brave boyarin, were 
deprived of their eyesight. 

This was the last of the series of expeditions made by the early rulers of 
Russia against Constantinople, expeditions which suggest a parallel with those 
against Rome which exercised such a fatal fascination over the Saxon and 
Franconian Emperors of Germany at the same period. Not for many a long 
century were the Russian arms to push again across the blue waters of the 
Danube into the land of their desire. In 1046 peace was formally concluded 
between the two countries, and the blinded prisoners were allowed to return to 
their native land. 

The remaining years of Yaroslav were years of peace and prosperity within 
his realm. Allied with the Court of Poland by the double marriage of his sister 
with Duke Kazimir, and of the latter’s sister with his second son Isiaslav, he was 
in like manner connected with the house of Arpad by the marriage of his 
youngest daughter Anastasia with Andrew I. of Hungary; with Harold the Brave, 
afterwards King of Norway, who espoused his eldest daughter Elizabeth; and 


with the royal family of France by the marriage of his second daughter Anne 
with Henri I. And not only by court alliances was the Russia of this period 
connected with the other states of Europe. Commerce had made great strides in 
the last half-hundred years, and Kiev, in the zenith of her fortunes, attracted 
traders from many lands; besides her 300 churches she had 8 markets, there were 
separate quarters for Hungarian, Hollandish, German, and Skandinavian 
merchants, and the Dniepr was constantly covered with cargo vessels. Novgorod 
was another important centre of trade and foreign intercourse. A more 
convenient medium of exchange, always a stimulating factor in commerce, was 
gradually superseding the hides and pelts which were the earliest articles of sale 
and barter; the first step had been to substitute leather tokens cut from the skins 
themselves, called kounas, from kounitza, a marten (being generally cut from a 
marten pelt). These were replaced, as silver grew more plentiful in the country, 
by coins of that metal, stamped with rude representations of the reigning prince. 

Following the time-hallowed custom of his forbears, Yaroslav in his last days 
divided the lands of his realm among his surviving sons. (Vladimir, the eldest, 
had died in 1052.) Isiaslav became, after his father’s death, Grand Prince of 
Kiev, his four brothers being settled respectively in the sub-provinces of 
Tchernigov, Péréyaslavl, Smolensk, and Volhynia. Polotzk was still held by the 
other branch of the family. Yaroslav died at Voutchigorod on the 19th February 
1054. On a winter’s day his corpse was borne in mournful procession along the 
snow-clad road to Kiev, there to rest in a marble tomb in a side chapel of the 
Cathedral of S. Sofia. 


Under Yaroslav Russia enjoyed a prosperity and position that was lost in the 
partitions and discords of his successors, and this circumstance was probably 
responsible for the somewhat flattering estimate that was formed of his character 
by subsequent chroniclers. As patron of Kiev and benefactor to the Church he 
was naturally glorious and good in the eyes of Nestor, and by some writers he 
has been styled “the Russian Charlemagne,” on account of the code of laws 
which he formulated for his country. Concerning his piety, he lived in an age 
when much giving from the State treasury to church or monastery counted for 
such, and it is recorded of him that his dying words charged his sons to “treat 
each other as brothers” and “have great tenderness” one for another. His own 
brother still lay in the prison that was his living tomb for over a score of years. 


CHAPTER Ill. THE FEUDS OF THE HOUSE OF RURIK 


The history of Russia during the next two hundred years is little more than a 
long chronicle of aimless and inconsequent feuds between the multiple Princes 
of the Blood— “the much-too-many” of their crowded little world — overlaid 
and beclouded with strange-sounding names recurring and clashing in a 
luxuriant tangle of pedigree, and further embarrassed by a perpetual shifting and 
reshifting of the family appanages. Here and there the figure of some particular 
kniaz stands out for a space from the ravelled skein that the old historians 
painstakingly wove upon the loom of their chronicles, but for the most part the 
student searches in vain for glimpses of the real life-story of Russia during this 
barren and over-trampled period. 

The city of Kiev, carrying with it the dignity of the Grand-princedom and the 
nominal authority over the whole realm, was the key-stone of the body politic as 
Yaroslav left it, but the loosely-ordered theory of succession which obtained in 
the Slavonic world led to a perpetual dislocation of this local and ill-defined 
supremacy, and robbed the arch-throne of any chance of making good its 
claimed dominion over the other units of the State. Under Isiaslav I. and the 
brothers, son, and nephew who succeeded him in promiscuous order, Kiev 
became merely a focussing point for the profusion of quarrels and petty 
revolutions which were set in perpetual motion by the restless ambition of the 
neighbouring Princes of Polotzk, Smolensk, and Tchernigov. The last-named 
province passed into the possession of Oleg Sviatoslavitch (nephew of Isiaslav), 
and from him sprang the house of Olgovitch, which held the fief of Tchernigov 
for many generations and convulsed South Russia again and again in its attempts 
to grasp the throne of Kiev, this hereditary feud of the Olgovitchie with the 
branch of Vsevolod being the most understandable feature of the prevailing 
strife-storms of the period. A factor which might have been supposed to make 
for unity and self-help among the detached Russian rulers, but which instead 
frequently served to complicate the distresses of the country, was the appearance 
in the south-east, shortly after the death of Yaroslav, of a new enemy, rising 
phoenix-like on the ruin of the Petchenigs. The Polovtzi, or Kumans, a nomad 
race of Turko origin, were even fiercer and more cruel than the tribe they had 
replaced, and their fighting value was such that the princes, though frequently 
banding in short-lived leagues against them, were often tempted to invoke their 
aid in pressing family quarrels, and even stooped to mate with their chieftain 
women — a woful falling away from the bridal splendours of the Court of 
Yaroslav. 


During the reigns of Isiaslav’s three immediate successors two figures stand 
out prominently amid the bewildering plurality of princes, respectively playing 
the part of good and evil geniuses of the country. Vladimir Monomachus, son of 
Vsevolod, sometime Prince of Kiev, fulfils the former function with 
commendable assiduity, righting wrongs and averting national disasters after the 
most approved chivalric pattern, and ever ready to improve the occasion by the 
delivery of irreproachable sentiments — if these were not fathered upon him by 
the chroniclers of the time. Throughout the turmoil which distinguishes the close 
of the eleventh century he hovers in the background, like the falcon of Ser 
Federigo, with his air of “if anything is wanting I am here.” The other side of the 
picture — and picture it doubtless is, in a large measure, painted by the prejudice 
and ornamented by the fancies of the old-time annalists — is the wayward 
Prince of Polotzk, ever ready to devise new troubles for his groaning country, 
always managing to elude the consequences of his transgressions against the 
peace. Naturally he achieves the reputation of having more than human powers; 
rumour has it that he traversed the road from Kiev to Tmoutorakan in a single 
night, and the unholy wight could in Kiev hear the clock of the Sofia church at 
Polotzk striking the hours. The suddenness with which he would appear before 
the gates of some distant town gave rise, no doubt, to the belief that he assumed 
the form of a wolf on these occasions: “He sped, in blue obscurity hidden, as a 
wild beast, at midnight to Bielgrad, at morning ... opened the gate of Novgorod, 
destroyed the glory of Yaroslav, and hunted as a wolf from Dudutki to Nemiga.” 
Wonders of an evil nature were reported from his capital, where malevolent 
spirits rode on horseback through the streets day and night, wounding the 
inhabitants. What with the intermittent attacks of the princes of the house of 
Yaroslav and the eerie enemies within the town, it must have required 
exceptional nerve to be a citizen of Polotzk. In 1101 closes the eventful life of 
the wehr-wolf prince, who makes his last lone journey into the “blue obscurity,” 
where perhaps his “white soul” yet hies in wolf’s gallop over the eternal plains. 

Four years earlier (1097) an interesting gathering had taken place of the 
numerous princes of the line of Yaroslav, who were assembled together in the 
town of Lubetch, “on the same carpet,” and swore on the Holy Cross to live in 
peace and friendship with each other. With a limited number of fiefs and a 
superabundant supply of Princes of the Blood, many of whom were necessarily 
in the position of have-nots, it was scarcely likely that the public pact would be 
very long-lived, but a decent lull might have been looked for before the outbreak 
of new dissensions. David Igorovitch, cousin of the Grand Prince Sviatopalk, 
went straight from the council of peace, from the carpet-in-common and the 
bekissed cross, to stir up fresh strife in the West Russian country, and the series 


of wars which ensued was remarkable for the armed participation of Kalman, 
King of Hungary. The reason for this foreign intermeddling, which ended in 
signal discomfiture and a hurried retreat across the Karpathians, is not obvious. 
“What were the causes of this war,” wrote a Hungarian annalist, “are not to be 
ascertained.” It was, however, the opening of a long chapter of western 
encroachments in the affairs of the Red Russian provinces, while in the steppe- 
lands of the south, Tmoutorakan and other territory slipped into the hands of the 
Kuman tribesmen. 


1113 


The accession of Vladimir Monomachus to the dignity of Velikie Kniaz gave 
Kiev for the time being greater importance as the sovereign State, since the lands 
of Péréyaslavl, Novgorod, and Souzdal were also held in the monarch’s family. 
Under his son Mstislav the Novgorodskie pushed their arms into Livland and 
took the town of Odenpay (bear’s head), and later these hardy and enterprising 
folk swept the desolate Finnish northlands into their wide dominion. The 
character of Vladimir (who died in 1125, and was succeeded by Mstislav) 
exercised a lively hold on the imaginations of his countrymen, and he is yet 
reckoned among those sovereigns “whose earthly diadems beamed in 
anticipation of the crowns they were to receive in Paradise.” This much may 
fairly be said of him, that during his career, and particularly during his reign, 
Russia enjoyed a greater measure of cohesion than she experienced under his 
immediate successors, and that this was in no small measure the outcome of a 
carefully thought-out and scrupulously applied policy. But the greatest 
monument to Vladimir’s memory is the parchment document which he left for 
the guidance of his sons, and which is preserved in the archives of his country as 
a precious historical relic. 

“Bear in mind that a man ought always to be employed” is one of the 
admonitions of this remarkable homily, though if the persons addressed imitated 
the example therein displayed it was scarcely needed. “For my part I accustomed 
myself to do everything that I might have ordered my servants to do. Night and 
day, summer and winter, I was perpetually moving about. I wished to see 
everything with my own eyes.... I made it my duty to inspect the churches and 
the sacred ceremonies of religion, as well as the management of my property, 
my stables, and the eagles and hawks of my hunting establishment. I have made 
eighty-three campaigns and many expeditions. I concluded nineteen treaties with 
the Polovtzi. I took captive one hundred of their princes, whom I set free again; 
and I put two hundred of them to death by throwing them into rivers. No one has 


ever travelled more rapidly than I have done. Setting out in the morning from 
Tchernigov, I have arrived at Kiev before the hour of vespers.” (A feat surpassed 
by the goblin-post of the Prince of Polotzk.) “In hunting amidst the thickest 
forests, how many times have I myself caught wild horses and bound them 
together? How many times have I been thrown down by buffaloes, wounded by 
the antlers of stags, and trodden under the feet of elks? A furious boar rent my 
sword from my baldrick; my saddle was torn to pieces by a bear; this terrible 
beast rushed upon my steed, whom he threw down upon me. But the Lord 
protected me.” 

There is a suspicion of exaggeration in the number of campaigns enumerated, 
besides “many expeditions,” and the hunting reminiscences are almost too full of 
incident; neither do wild horses, as a rule, inhabit the thickest forests. Allowing 
for these enlargements of old age, however, the outlines are probably true. 

“Oh, my children,” the testator continues, “fear neither death nor wild beasts. 
Trust in Providence; it far surpasses all human precautions.” In order, 
presumably, not to risk all his eggs in one basket, he qualifies this pious 
aphorism with the following excellent advice: “Never retire to rest till you have 
posted your guards. Never lay aside your arms while you are within reach of the 
enemy. And, to avoid being surprised, always be early on horseback.” 

With the disappearance of Vladimir Russian political life lapsed into the 
distracting turmoil of family feuds, embittered now afresh by the jealousies of 
the elder and younger branches of his descendants, in addition to the existing 
elements of discord furnished by the houses of Tchernigov and Galitz and the 
sporadic turbulence of the people of Novgorod. 

It is interesting to compare and contrast the condition of the Russian State at 
this period with that of the neighbouring Germanic Empire, whose constitution 
and scheme of government was not widely different, and to examine the possible 
causes of the decay of the Grand-princely power in the one, and the survival of 
the Imperial ascendency in the other. The Western Empire had, like Russia, her 
periods of internal confusion, but however weak or unfortunate an individual 
Kaiser might be, his title and office always carried a certain weight of authority, 
a certain glamour of reverence with it, while in the Eastern State it is sometimes 
difficult to remember who was at any given time in possession of the arch-throne 
of Kiev. Probably the greater stability of German institutions was due to their 
greater complexity; side by side with the oligarchy of sovereign Dukes and 
Margraves there had grown up, fostered by the sagacious foresight of successive 
Emperors, a crop of free cities and burghs, enjoying a large measure of 
independence, while another element was introduced by the extensive temporal 
possessions and powers of many of the German prelates. These interwoven and 


antagonistic interests were naturally fertile of disputes and petty conflicts, in 
which events appeal was sure to be made, sooner or later, to the Emperor, whose 
intervention was seldom fruitless; for where a man, or a community, had many 
possible enemies, it was less easy to defy the sovereign power. If, therefore, each 
little fragment of the State was a law unto itself, the final supremacy of the 
Emperor was always in evidence, and in the same way some overweening vassal 
preparing to wage war on his sovereign liege might have his hand stayed by the 
irritating incursion of the Herrschaft of a mitred abbot or an aggrieved Burg 
upon his own dominions. In the Russian Weal, on the contrary, no such 
delicately adjusted conditions existed. With the exception of Velikie Novgorod, 
nothing was independent besides the princes of the house of Rurik; towns, 
clergy, and boyarins “went with” the various appanages to which they belonged, 
and shared the fortunes of the prince who for the time being ruled over them. 
Hence there was nothing beyond an empty title and the control of an uncertain 
quantity of treasure to advance the Grand Prince above the standing of his 
brothers and cousins. In consequence of this weakness of the central authority it 
follows that there was little to bind the mass together in a cohesive whole. 
Besides the kinship of the princes there were, perhaps, only two elements which 
prevented a splitting asunder of the federation: one was the physical aspect of 
the country, which presented no natural divisions which might have been 
resolved into political ones. As certainly as Denmark was destined to break 
away, in spite of artificial acts of union, such as that of Kalmar, from the other 
Skandinavian lands, so certainly was Russia likely to remain united. The wide 
plains, intersected by far-winding rivers, offered no obvious barriers which 
might have marked off a separate kingdom of Tchernigov or Polotzk, and each 
district was too dependent on the others to become permanently estranged. The 
other factor which made for unity was the bond of a common, and as regards 
their western neighbours, a distinct religion. The Greek-Christian faith, with all 
its attendant ceremonials and mysteries, had taken deep root among the Slavs of 
Russia, and had assimilated itself with the national life of the people. The 
beauties of the old cathedrals of S. Sofia at Kiev, S. John Theologus at Rostov, 
and S. Dimitri at Vladimir, bore evidence of the care that was lavished on the 
decoration of these temples of Christian worship. The Metropolitan of Kiev, as 
Primate over all the Russian churches, served as a link with the capital city 
which the Grand Prince did not always supply. 

Novgorod, which has been mentioned as an exception to the state of 
subserviency prevalent among the other Russian towns, derived her strength and 
importance from her situation, which commanded both the Baltic and the 
Russian overland trade. Although the Hansa League had not yet taken definite 


shape, the elements of the later organisation were already in existence. The 
commercial life of the Baltic centred in Wisby, capital of the island of Gothland, 
and to this convenient meeting-place came, twice a year, German, Swedish, 
Russian, Danish, and Wendish merchants to exchange their various wares and 
supply the needs of their respective trade-circles. After the Wisby markets were 
over many of the traders from Lubeck, Hamburg, Bremen, etc., made their way 
to Novgorod, where they early possessed a factory and a separate place of 
worship, even as the Novgorodskie, since the middle of the twelfth century, had 
their church and quarter at Wisby. The intercourse with enterprising merchant 
folk from other lands — and merchants needed to be adventurous in those days 
— infused a spirit of energy and independence into the inhabitants of Novgorod, 
while the wealth at their disposal enabled them to extend their domination far 
over the bleak, but by no means barren, northlands of Russia, even to the further 
side of the Ourals. This extensive over-lordship, again, gave them control of 
many sources of commerce, and the produce of Arctic seas and sub-Arctic 
forests filtered through their hands into the channels of Baltic trade. Walrus 
teeth, the blubber oil from seals, and the down of sea-haunting birds formed the 
harvest of the frozen ocean; forest and lake furnished their markets with furs, 
raw leather, tallow, fish, and tar; cultivated lands yielded flax and hemp, honey 
and wax — the latter an important commodity in the times when the Church kept 
tapers burning day and night in thousands of shrines throughout the greater part 
of Europe. In exchange for these products the merchants of Wisby and of the 
German “Hof” at Novgorod bartered metal wares and manufactured goods. Of 
raw metals came tin from the celebrated mines of Cornwall, copper from the 
Swedish uplands, and iron from Bohemia and the Netherlands. Spanish lead 
found its way through Bruges and Antwerp. Thus Novgorod was the staple of a 
flourishing and far-reaching trade, even though the rise of the Italian maritime 
republics had in a large measure diverted the commerce of the East from its old 
Russian waterway, and the wealth and importance of this world-faring traffic 
took the city out of the limitations of the Russian realm, even as Lubeck and her 
sister towns stood beyond the bonds of the Empire. To the other Russian cities 
their respective rulers were the mainspring of their being, and each prince might 
have locally adapted the boast of the great Louis; to the Novgorodskie their 
prince was only an incident in a busy existence. This spirit of liberty and 
impatience found vigorous expression in the year 1138 when the citizens of 
Novgorod, with those of the subject towns of Pskov and Ladoga, in Vetché 
assembled, solemnly deposed their prince on the following grounds: that he had 
no care for the poorer people; that he only loved pleasures, falcons, and dogs; 
that he had coveted the government of Péréyaslavl; that in a battle with the 


Souzdalians he had been the first to leave the field; that he had no fixed policy, 
but was at times on the side of the house of Tchernigov, at times on the side of 
its enemies. The citizens had a quaint and effective way of dealing with a 
troublesome minority in carrying through their frequent prince-purgings. 
According to an old Slavonic custom (retained in Poland till her downfall), the 
decisions of the Vetché or the Diet had to be of one voice; however, “the 
majority had the resource of drowning the minority in the Volkof,” and the 
bridge over that river was not unseldom the scene of violent party strife. The 
great bell of Yaroslav would clang out the curfew of the dethroned kniaz, who 
was thenceforth “shown the way” out of his erstwhile principality. On an 
occasion when the Grand Prince Sviatopalk II. wished to foist his son on the 
people of Novgorod, the elders of the city grimly sent him word to keep the 
young prince at home, “unless he has a head to spare.” 

With the onward march of days and deeds in the stormy times of the twelfth 
century two facts, indeed, begin to stand forth. One is the waning power and 
import of Kiev, consequent on the many changes of masters to which she was 
subject; “the Mother of Russian cities” passed into the keeping of one prince 
after another, like a dainty piece of carrion dropped and snatched and fought 
over by a parcel of kites or crows. Side by side with this decline of the southern 
city is to be marked the silent growth of a new principality in the lands of the 
north-east, where Urii “Dolgoroukie” (the Long-armed), son of Vladimir 
Monomachus, had nursed the savage, forest-choked marchland of Souzdal into a 
well-ordered province, enjoying from its very remoteness and seclusion a 
domestic calm which was to be found nowhere else in the wide Russian realm. 
Among the towns which he founded, or advanced from the position of tribal 
villages, was one on the banks of the Moskva, to which was given the name of 
the river that watered it, a name to be one day of first importance in Russian 
history. On the death of Urii (1157) his son Andrei, albeit one of a numerous 
family, succeeded him in the undivided sovereignty of Souzdal. Turning his 
back on glittering but unprofitable Kiev, with its thousand shrines and general 
odour of sanctity and its unhealthy political atmosphere, he established himself 
at Vladimir-on-the-Kliasma, strong in the possession of a bejewelled ikon of the 
Virgin, of Greek manufacture — if it were not, as was asserted, the handiwork of 
the Apostle Luke. From this vantage-ground of possession and authority the 
wary kniaz proceeded to sweep away with unsparing hand the gaping brood of 
his brothers and nephews, who were exiled wholesale, together with such 
boyarins as were suspected of favouring a splitting-up of Andrei’s dominion. 
The banished Urievitch princes retired to Constantinople, where they were 
honourably received by the Greek Emperor Manuel, who, amid the vigorous 


wars which he carried on with most of his neighbours, maintained terms of 
friendship with the princes of Russia. Shortly after this state-stroke the Prince of 
Souzdal became embroiled with the turbulent Novgorodskie, whose newly- 
elected Prince Roman was son of the then Velikie Kniaz of Kiev. Andrei was 
minded to show who really was master in the Northern Russian world, and 
turned his arms, not upon Novgorod, but upon Kiev. 1169Against the devoted 
city gathered, in obedience to the behest of Andrei, a mighty host of princes, 
with their boyarins and followers; Mstislav of Souzdal, Roman of Smolensk, 
Vseslav of Polotzk, Oleg of Sieversk, the Rostislavitches, and many another, 
banded themselves together, under the leadership of the first-named, to assist at 
the death of a fiction. The Grand Prince entrenched himself in his capital and 
defended the walls for two days against the assaults of his enemies. On the 8th 
March the walls were stormed and the “Mother of Russian cities” was given 
over to sack and pillage. In one wild moment all the reverence and religious 
piety of the Slavonic nature was scattered to the winds, and churches, 
monasteries, and the cathedrals of S. Sofia and the Dime shared the general 
disaster. Sacrilegious hands bore gleefully through the roaring streets a spoil of 
holy ikons, illuminated missals, crosses, priestly robes, and all the trappings of 
an outraged religion; even the bells were torn down from their campaniles to 
serve as plunder for the victorious invaders. 

Kiev still existed as a city, but on her Golden Gate the conquerors might fitly 
have hewed the epitaph, “Ichabod. Thy glory is departed from thee.” 

The Grand Prince made his escape from the toils of his enemies, and one of 
the sons of Urii succeeded to what was left of the submerged dignity; but the real 
centre of authority had shifted. Souzdal extended its influence over nearly the 
whole of the Russian land; the Princes of Galitz and Tchernigov and the republic 
of Novgorod alone maintained their independence. The latter government, 
indeed, despite the internal disorders with which it was from time to time 
afflicted, had risen to a power which might well cry halt to the most ambitious 
potentate. Not only had it held its own against the leagued princes of Northern 
Russia, but it had valiantly repelled the onslaught of a foreign enemy. The union 
of the crowns of Sweden and Gothland, the pact between the houses of Swerker 
and Jeswar, and the gradual dying out of the pagan minority had given the 
Swedes comparative domestic quiet, and at the same time leisure to turn their 
attention to attacks on their neighbours. Hence it was that Karl VII., in the year 
1164 (while Sviatoslav yet reigned at Novgorod), invaded the Russian 
northlands and besieged Ladoga, which was defended by the citizens with great 
spirit. The arrival of Sviatoslav with the Posadnik Zakharie and the 
Novgorodskie forces was followed by the complete defeat of the Swedish host, 


only a remnant of which, according to the city Chronicles, succeeded in making 
good its escape. This exploit gives some idea of the power and position of 
Velikie Novgorod, which at this period matches the standing of Lubeck in the 
days of the Kaiser Karl IV. Against so dangerous a rival it was inevitable that 
Andrei, dreaming of autocracy 300 years before its time, should bend the whole 
crushing weight of his resources and influence, and seek to whelm Novgorod in 
the same humiliation that had befallen Kiev. The inhabitants of the threatened 
city saw an ominous league of their enemies gathering together; the Princes of 
Smolensk, Polotzk, Mourom, and Riazan joined their forces to those of Mstislav 
Andreivitch, the conqueror of Kiev, under whose banner marched the men of 
Souzdal, Rostov, Vladimir, and Bielozersk. At the head of the citizens stood 
their _Kniaz, Roman, the Posadnik Yakun, and the Archbishop Ivan. These 
prepared by every means in their power to resist the formidable army whose 
skirmishers were ravaging the country for miles around and lighting the winter 
sky with the fires of hundreds of blazing villages. The doubt voiced by a poet of 
a later century — 

Though kneeling nations watch and yearn, Does the Primordial Purpose turn? 

found no expression in the minds of these early Russians, in whose civil 
discords the members of the Holy Family of heaven were supposed to take as 
keen an interest as the gods of Olympus in the skirmishes round Troy. 
1170When the attack closed in upon the city the Archbishop, attended by his 
clergy, carried round the ramparts, during the thick of the fight, a standard with a 
representation of the Virgin. An impious arrow struck the sainted ikon, which 
thereupon turned its face towards Novgorod and let fall a shower of tears upon 
the Archbishop; this was too much for the nerves of the Souzdalians, who 
seemingly were near enough to witness the miracle, and a headlong flight 
ensued, in which many were slain and many taken prisoners. In the words of the 
Novgorodskie Chronicle, “You could get ten Souzdalians for a grivna.” It is 
difficult to discern, under the mass of legend, what was the real cause of this 
panic. The warriors who had laid ruthless hands on the hallowed sanctuaries of 
the Russian capital were not likely to be cowed by a provincial representation of 
the Virgin; had they not their own apostle-wrought ikon of the Mother of God at 
Vladimir? Whatever the cause of defeat, it gave a serious check to Andrei’s 
projects of undisputed supremacy. Novgorod, however, was not secure from the 
enmity of the Prince of Souzdal, from whose province she drew her supplies of 
grain, and the Posadnik and Archbishop followed up their victory by timely 
overtures for peace, which was effected by the dismissal of Roman and the 
subsequent “free election” of a prince from the Souzdal family. Four years later 
the dreaded northern Kniaz suffered the penalty of being in advance of his times. 


The high hand with which he had ruled in his own province had inspired among 
his boyarins and courtiers a fear which might on occasion become dangerous. 
1177 And the occasion arrived, when one summer’s evening a band of twenty 
conspirators, including the chamberlain of his household, burst into the old 
man’s sleeping-chamber in his palace at Bogolubov (a suburb of Vladimir) and 
stabbed wildly at him in the uncertain twilight. Favoured by the dusk and 
confusion, Andrei managed to crawl away into hiding; a light was procured, and 
by the track of his streaming wounds he was hunted down and the assassins 
finished their task. Vladimir, which he had raised to the position of his capital 
over the older towns of Souzdal and Rostov, mourned the grim fate of her 
patron, but throughout the rest of the province the long-repressed feelings of the 
inhabitants ran riot in bloodshed and pillage. The affrighted clergy, clad in their 
priestly vestments and bearing the sacred ensigns of their religion, went in 
solemn processions through the towns, invoking the assistance of the Most High 
God to quell a revolt which threatened the submersion of their world. Andrei had 
tried to weld into a disciplined kingdom materials that were as yet only fitted for 
a modified anarchy, tempered by attachment to a loosely-ordered succession of 
princes; dreaming of despotism, he had at least died the death of a despot. 

And while they do to death the only prince who had shown them the way to 
the safety which lay in union and centralisation, far away on the banks of the 
Okon, in the desert region which borders Northern China and Manchuria, is 
growing from insignificance to an overmastering weight of supremacy the tribe, 
horde, locust-swarm of the swarthy Mongols. 

The disorders which marked the disappearance of Andrei’s overshadowing 
personality from the throne of Souzdal were soothed, after a long struggle 
between his reflucted kinsfolk, by the final establishment of Vsevolod, brother 
of the murdered prince, surnamed “Big-nest” in allusion to his large family. 
Applying himself to the ordering of his own province, he meddled but languidly 
in the seething troubles of the Dniepr-watered principalities, where the house of 
Olgovitch was enjoying a fitful revival of importance. A scion of that strenuous 
family at this time embarked on an enterprise which, though fruitless from a 
military point of view, was crowned with a halo of glory and immortalised in an 
epic poem of great beauty. “The Song of the Expedition of Igor, Prince of 
Sieverski,” or, more shortly, the Song of Igor, one of the earliest Slavonic folk- 
songs that has been handed down from the dead past, has been translated into 
many languages, but never before into English, so that it is well worth 
reproducing in part in a history of Russian development. It deals with a 
campaign undertaken by Igor Sviatoslavitch, Prince of Severski, and his brother 


Vsevolod, against the Polovtzi in their own country, of its disastrous result, and 
the ultimate return of Igor. 


Brothers, were it not well that we, after the old custom, began the song of the 
unlucky campaign of Igor, the seed of Sviatoslav? That we celebrate him in the 
heroic songs of our time, and not in the manner of Boyan? If the sage Boyan 
wished to tune to one a song, it was as if a squirrel sprang up the tree, or a gray 
wolf hied along the plain, or a blue eagle soared to the clouds... 

Igor looked forth and saw that the sun had hidden his face, and a mist had 
enveloped his warriors. Then spoke Igor to his army: “Brothers and soldiers, it is 
better to fall in battle than to yield one’s life; so will we mount our mettlesome 
horses and gain the Blue Don by daylight.” Yearning filled the soul of the 
Prince, and the wish to see the noble Don led him to forget many evil tokens. “I 
will break a lance,” cried he, “on the farthest verge of the Polovtzi land, or bow 
my head with you, Russians, and with my helmet draw water from the Don.” O 
Boyan, thou nightingale of the olden days, if thou hadst inspired these warrior- 
bands, alighting on the Tree of Thought and hovering in the spirit of the clouds, 
thou hadst, O nightingale, united this severed time (that which is Past with that 
which Is).... Not a storm-wind drove the falcons over the wide plain, nor hurried 
the flocks of daws to the glorious Don. Or thou mightest, sage Boyan, thus have 
sung: The steeds are neighing this side the Sula, the war-song resounds in Kiev, 
the trumpets are crashing in Novgorod. The standards wave in Poutivl, where 
awaits Igor his loved brother Vsevolod. And to him saith the bold, war-lusting 
Vsevolod, “O Igor, my only brother, my bright Sun, truly are we twain the seed 
of Sviatoslav. Brother, let thy spirited war-horses be saddled; already are mine 
saddled and waiting at Koursk, and my Kourskies are right warriors, born ‘neath 
the blare of the trumpets, and nurtured at the point of the lance. The roads are 
familiar to them; they know the passes, their bows are strung, the quiver is open, 
the sabres are burnished, and they themselves press forward, like gray wolves on 
the bleak wold, in pursuit of honour and princely renown.” Then set Prince Igor 
his foot in the golden stirrup and rode forth into the wide plain. The sun blurs the 
way through the gloom, the night groans in storm and wakes the birds, swells in 
chorus the howling of beasts, the evil Div shrieks down from the tree-tops and 
summons the strange lands to listen, from the Volga, and the sea-coast, and 
along the Sula and to the Suroz and Khorsun, to the idol at Tmoutorakan. The 
Polovtzi hastened by pathless ways to the glorious Don; at midnight shrieked the 
wheels of their carts, as though flight-circling swans screamed loud. Igor pressed 
with his war-men to the Don. But already the bird on the oak warned him of 


misfortune, the wolves set the ravines in alarm, the eagles with loud screams 
called hither the beasts to the banquet, the foxes barked at the purple shields. 

O Russian band, already art thou this side the hill! 

Long lasts the night, the twilight dawn not yet foretells the coming of the Sun, 
darkness clothes the fields, the flute of the nightingale is hushed, while the 
croaking of the daws resounds, but the Russians have bedecked the stretching 
plain with their purple shields, and strive after honour and the glory of princes. 

On Friday early have our warriors defeated the war-hordes of the Polovtzi, 
and they thenafter scattered with arrow-swiftness in the plain, bearing away the 
lovely Polovtzi maidens, and with them also gold and precious silken stuffs; 
with costly rugs, with cloaks and vestments the Polovtzi strewed the streams, 
marshes, and swamps. The golden standards with the white pennons, the purple 
horse-housings and the silver staff fell to the brave Sviatoslavitch. Oleg’s brave 
nest-brood slept on the field, thenafter they are flown afar; they were not born to 
suffer ill, neither from falcon, nor sparhawk, nor from these, heathen Polovitzi, 
the black ravens. Gsak sped like a gray wolf, and Kontchak followed him on the 
road to the glorious Don. 

Right early the other morning rose a blood-red promise of the sun, black 
clouds drew in from the sea, that would have darkened four suns, and torn were 
they by blue flashes; there was brewing a mighty storm of thunder, and bolts 
rained over the majestic Don; then at the stream Kayala, by the mighty Don, 
lances were broken and sabres blunted on Polovtzi helmets. 

O Russian band, still art thou this side the hill! 

There blew the Wind (Stribog’s grandchild) bolts from the sea against Igor’s 
brave fighters; the Earth shuddered, mournfully flowed the rivers, dew-drops 
spangled the fields, the banners rustled. 

Forth from the Don, from the sea, and from all sides around came the 
Polovtzi; they surrounded the Russian troop, with yells the children of the devils 
filled the plain, but the brave Russians guarded themselves behind the purple 
shields. Thou Wild-Bull Vsevolod, thou art in the rank that is foremost, slinging 
thy arrows at the fighters, and with thy sword of steel batterest the helmets, and 
where thou chargest, there where thy golden helmet glitters, there lie the heads 
of the Heathen and the Avaric helmets, smashed by thy hardened sabre, thou 
Wild-Bull Vsevolod, and there was thy grief so great at the wound of thy 
brother, thou hadst both honour and life forgotten, and the town of Tchernigov, 
and the throne of thy fathers, even as the caresses of thy sweet and beauteous 
wife Glebovna.... So is it ever in the time of fighting and war, but never yet has 
been heard of such a battle as this; from early morn till the even, from eve to red 
dawn, nought but flying arrows, and the clashing of sabres on helmets, and steel 


lances splintering in the far plain of the Polovtzi-land. The black earth under the 
hoofs of the horses is with bones emplanted, which spring up from the Russian 
soil watered with blood amid stress of grievous sorrow. What is the stamping I 
hear? What is it I hear ringing in the morning early before the red Dawn?... 

So for a day they fought, and for two days, but on the third, towards mid-day, 
sank the banner of Igor. 

There on the banks of the rapid Kayala the brothers were sundered.... 

The grass drooped its head in mourning and the tree bowed sorrowfully 
earthward.... 

The war of the princes against the Heathen had ceased, for one brother saith 
to another, “That belongeth to me, and this belongeth also to me.” And of each 
little thing the princes say, “A great matter,” and stir up strife with one another, 
while on all sides of the Russian land the warlike heathen press forward. 

But Igor’s brave war-men shall never wake again.... Loudly weep the Russian 
women, “Alas! that never more can our thoughts to our dear husbands be wafted, 
that our eyes shall never, never again behold them, and gold and silver never 
more be stored.” And therefore, brothers, Kiev groaneth aloud in sorrow and 
Tchernigov in grief; woe streameth through the land, and pain, in full flood, 
through Russia, but ever more and more were the princes growing in hatred, 
while the warlike Heathen raged through the land, and from every holding had as 
tribute a squirrel pelt.... 

[The despairing lamentations of the saga are changed to rejoicing over the 
unexpected return of Igor, who had made his escape from the Polovtzi land.] 

The Sun shines in the heaven since Prince Igor is on Russian land. The 
maidens sing on the Danube, and their voices reach over the sea to Kiev. Prince 
Igor rides through the Boritchev-ford to the Holy Mother-of-God of Pirogosha. 
The country is gladsome and the towns rejoice. 

This folk-song, apart from its intrinsic beauty, is valuable as a relic of Russian 
thought and feeling at a time when the old pre-Christian ideas were still blended 
with the sentiments of the newer traditions, and it is interesting to mark how the 
ghosts and gods of old Slavonic myth are mixed up with the saints and virgins of 
the Orthodox faith. Not unworthy of notice, too, are the sage strictures on the 
political evils of the day, the perpetual quarrelling among the Princes of the 
Blood, which, however, continued with unabated vehemence despite the 
common bond which existed in a common enemy. On the north and north-east 
the armies of Novgorod and Souzdal extended the Russian influence in the lands 
of the Finns and Bulgars, but on the south-east, south, and west occurred 
encroachments which the princes were too enfeebled by internal feuds to resist. 
The Kuman (Polovtzi) hordes held the banks of the Dniepr almost up to the 


walls of Kiev and Biel-gorod, as the Petchenigs had done before them; amid the 
dense forests of Lit’uania, on the border of Polotzk, was rising into importance 
the Lettish State which was to become a formidable factor in Russian and Polish 
annals; and the kings of Hungary cast greedy eyes on the fair province of Galitz, 
held in the feeble and precarious grasp of Vladimir, unworthy successor of a line 
of valiant Red Russian princes. 

The occupant of the throne of S. Stefan was not the only interested onlooker 
at the spectacle of misgovernment provided by the Prince of Galitz; his nearest 
neighbour on the Russian side was Roman of Volhynia, the same Roman who 
had held Novgorod against the might of Andrei, and who had been thrown over 
to procure for the city a substantial peace. This prince, whose forefathers in the 
direct line back to the first Igor had all been sovereigns of Kiev, was possessed 
of exceptional qualities of energy and enterprise, and saw himself fitted to 
replace the effete and impolitic Vladimir in the important and Magyar-threatened 
principality of Galitz. Between the warlike and strenuous efforts of this battle- 
loving kniaz, who was renowned for the eagle-swoop rapidity with which he was 
wont to hurl himself upon his enemies, the assiduous intrigues and invasions of 
Bela III. of Hungary, and the occasional intervention of the princes of Poland, 
the West Russian lands were kept in a continual ferment; in the words of the 
saga, “Men’s lives were shortened by the wars of the brother princes. Then 
seldom in the Russian land was heard the call of the husbandman, but often 
indeed the ravens croaking as they divided the corpse among them, and the cry 
of the corbies as they called to each other to come to the banquet.” Long time the 
clashing factions warred and schemed, but Roman at last broke down all 
opposition without and within. In dismal plight were then those notables of 
Galitz who had resisted his incoming; according to Polish accounts he treated the 
disaffected boyarins with a savagery unworthy of a brave prince. The 
unfortunate objects of his ill-will were dismembered, flayed, riddled with 
arrows, buried alive, and done to death in various other barbarous ways. “To eat 
a drop of honey in peace, one must first kill the bees,” was his explanation of 
this severity. This prince, who, in the words of the Russian Chronicles, “walked 
in the ways of God,” was soon called upon to defend his “drop of honey” against 
the Princes of Tchernigov and Kiev — a coalition brought together by jealousy 
and dislike of the vigorous Roman, for whom, however, it was no match. 
Gathering together his Galician and Volhynian retainers, and calling to his aid 
the Tchernie-Kloboukie (“Black-caps,” a name given to the nomads of the 
western steppes other than the Polovtzi), he threw himself with the famous 
eagle-swoop upon Kiev, the centre-point of his enemies. In vain did its Grand 
Prince Rurik and the Kniaz of Tchernigov apply themselves to repel his attack; 


the Kievians, who had a trained eye for the strongest side, threw open the 
Podolian Gate, and the redoubtable Roman swirled with his warriors into the 
lower city. His opponents did not stay to dispute the upper quarter with him, and 
the victorious Prince of Galitz was able, with the assent of Vsevolod of Souzdal, 
to bestow the time-worn capital on one of his own kinsfolk. 1202At the request 
of the Metropolitan, Alexis Comnenus, and on behalf of the Greek Imperial 
family, the indefatigable Roman made a diversion against the Polovtzi, who 
were ravaging the Thracian border. Having successfully drawn off their attack 
and destroyed their camps, he returned in triumph to Galitz. During his absence 
Kiev, which had betrayed the cause of Rurik, experienced in full measure the 
resentment of that prince; calling to his assistance the Polovtzi— “children of the 
devils,” but useful on occasion — he let them loose on the miserable inhabitants. 
The Kuman warfolk passed over the city like a swarm of locusts over a barley 
field; nothing escaped their devouring fury except the foreign merchants who 
defended themselves behind the stone walls of the churches, which became 
veritable sanctuaries in the midst of a blazing, blood-streaming Kiev. The 
cathedrals and monasteries suffered as severely from the heathen pillagers as 
they had done at the hands of the Christians at the previous sacking of the city: 
“They stripped the Cathedral of S. Sofia, the Church of the Dime, and all the 
monasteries, monks and nuns, priests and their wives, old and cripple, they 
killed, but the young and strong they drove into captivity.” 

The death of Roman in battle with the Poles near Zawichwost (1205) left Red 
Russia once more a prey to domestic strife and foreign inroad. 

On the 14th April 1212 came to an end the thirty-seven years’ reign of 
Vsevolod, the last days of which were clouded by a quarrel with his eldest son 
and natural heir, Konstantin. The latter, whether from statesmanlike motives or 
mere grasping ambition, refused to cede to his brother Urii the patrimony of 
Rostov designed for him, in consequence of which Vsevolod bequeathed to the 
injured younger son the succession to the grand principality of Vladimir- 
Souzdal, which would otherwise have been the share of Konstantin. Vsevolod, 
overweighted by the Russian chroniclers with the title of “Great,” shared in his 
youth the exile of his brothers on the accession of Andrei, and received his 
education amid Byzantine influences. In this connection it is interesting to note 
that the scheme of policy unfolded during his long reign bears some resemblance 
to that favoured by the Greek Emperors. Avoiding for the most part the 
employment of open force against Novgorod, he contrived, nevertheless, to be 
always to the fore in the affairs of the republic, in the aspect either of a bogey or 
a patron, in any case a factor to be reckoned with. Kiev he allowed to pass 
backwards and forwards from one hand to another, and in this way contributed 


to the decline of her importance and the consequent advancement of his own 
capital as the head-town of Russia. This pacific policy gave his Souzdalian 
subjects a measure of peace and tranquillity unknown to their brothers in the 
other provinces, but it permitted the dangerous aggrandisement of princes of 
lesser strength and more limited resources. 

The Grand Prince’s Greek upbringing and possible Greek sympathies may 
have influenced the Russian hierarchy in the decision they were called upon to 
make during his reign between adherence to or desertion of the distressed 
Church of Constantinople. For evil times had fallen upon the Orthodox 
communion; since the eastern and western Christians had solemnly and bitterly 
quarrelled over the merits of the respective formulas “proceeding from the 
Father by the Son,” and “proceeding from the Father and the Son,’ — the 
celebrated controversy of the Filioque, — the two Churches had drifted wider 
and wider apart, and the hatred existing between them found expression in the 
massacre of the Latin or Roman Catholic inhabitants of Constantinople in the 
year 1183, when young and old, sick and infirm of both sexes were 
indiscriminately slaughtered; when the head of the Pope’s Legate, severed from 
its legitimate body and tied to the tail of a dog, went bumping and thudding 
along the public streets to the accompaniment of hymns of praise and 
thanksgiving. Now (in the year 1204) it was the turn of the Latins to revenge 
themselves on the stronghold and headquarters of the rival religion; the French 
and Venetian Crusaders, turning aside from the pious object of their expedition, 
the rescue of the “Holy Land” from the infidels, had carried Constantinople by 
assault, replaced the fugitive Greek Emperor by a Latin prince, and sacked the 
Tzargrad with systematic thoroughness. The furniture and adornments of S. 
Sophia and other sacred buildings became spoil for the western soldiery, and the 
Lion of S. Mark waved triumphantly over the scene of pillage and desecration. 
Then did the head of the Roman Church, the splendid Lotario Conti (Innocent 
III.), beneath whose despotic sway chafed and trembled most of the princes of 
Christendom, follow up the triumph of the Latin arms by an attempt to draw the 
heretic Church of Russia into the Catholic fold. In a pastoral letter to the prelates 
and clergy of the Orthodox faith he pointed out the temporal ruin which had 
overtaken the heads of the schismatic religion, and invited the Russian Christians 
to attach themselves to the glories and benefits of Rome. The appeal fell on 
hostile ears, and the next Metropolitan was consecrated at Niceea, where the 
dispossessed Emperor had established his court. 

In other quarters the zeal and activity of the Roman Church brought her into 
contact with Russian “spheres of influence,’ to use a modern term. 
1201Albrecht, Bishop of the new Livlandish see of Riga, had instituted in that 


district the Order of the Warriors of Christ, or Sword Brethren, whose mission 
was to convert the pagan Livlanders by fire, and steel, and thong to the worship 
of Jesus, and teach them the lesson of peace on earth and goodwill towards men 
with which His name was associated. As the scope of their endeavours included 
a temporal as well as a spiritual ascendancy over the lands they were able to 
conquer, their arms soon clashed with those of Vladimir, Prince of Polotzk, who 
claimed the over-lordship of Livland. Reinforced by Danish warmen, sent to 
their assistance by King Waldemar at the instance of the Pope, the knights of the 
Order were able to hold their own against the Russian kniaz, and the Catholic 
Church scored another triumph in Europe to make up for her disappointments in 
Asia Minor. 

Vsevolod left to his successors the heritage of a ready-made feud, in which 
the members of his family took different sides, some supporting Urii, who held 
Souzdal and Vladimir, others ranging themselves with Konstantin, who kept his 
grasp on Rostov. After a campaign in which neither side could obtain a decided 
advantage, the brothers agreed to divide the principality between them, Urii 
retaining the largest share, which included Vladimir, Souzdal, and Moskva. 
Another brother, Yaroslav, became in an unlucky hour the choice of the people 
of Novgorod. In course of time they quarrelled with him, as was their wont. 
Yaroslav shook the dust of the ungovernable city off his feet, and settled himself 
down at Torjhok to starve it into submission. Its imports of grain were 
systematically cut off, supplies of every kind were intercepted, and famine 
stalked through the streets of Novgorod. Want, in its most fearful form, the 
starvation of an entire populace, tamed the spirit of the proud citizens. Pine-bark 
and moss were chewed in place of the bread that could not be bought for money; 
the bodies of those who died of hunger lined the streets — the dogs at least were 
fed. What manner of man was this who sat gloating, vampire-like, over the 
misery of a province which he would neither govern nor renounce? Vainly 
embassies and petitions were sent by the stricken citizens, who tendered their 
submission and besought him to take up his rule over them; the spokesmen were 
cast into prison and the dearth continued. Then like a god from the blue appeared 
to the famishing and despairing Novgorodskie their erstwhile prince, Mstislav of 
Toropetz. The bitter cry of their extremity had reached him in Southern Russia 
and drawn him to their succour. After vainly attempting to bring Yaroslav to 
reason, Mstislav took up arms against him. The first-named prince could count 
on the support of Urii, but on the other hand Mstislav had engaged Konstantin 
on his side, so that the province of Souzdal was drawn, town against town, into 
this local quarrel. The armies of the two leagues, burning with resentment 
against each other, met on the plain of Lipetsk. 1216After a desperate battle the 


troops of Rostov, Smolensk, and Novgorod scored a decisive victory and hewed 
down their scattering foes during an April afternoon with the fierce joy that a 
triumph in civil warfare inspires. Over 9000 of the vanquished are stated to have 
fallen in the fight and subsequent slaughter. Four days later the inhabitants of 
Vladimir, consisting for the most part of women, children, monks, and priests, 
and men too old to have marched to the war, saw in the gray distance a single 
horseman making with weary speed for the city — a courier, they fondly 
imagined, sent to announce their Prince’s victory. The Prince (Urii) himself rode 
in through the startled crowd, the forlorn herald of the disaster which had 
overwhelmed his army. The depleted province was in no plight to withstand the 
victors, and the Grand Principality was practically at the disposal of the upstart 
Kniaz of Toropetz. Konstantin, by his decree, became Prince of Vladimir- 
Souzdal, naming Urii, however, to succeed him at his death. Mstislav returned in 
triumph to Novgorod, where he was hailed with acclamations by the citizens, to 
whom he had been a friend in need. It was a bitter irony of circumstance that 
almost the only prince for whom they had had a lasting affection could not find 
it well to stay with them. Perhaps he was fearful of outstaying his welcome, or 
wished to secure for himself a more assured possession than the government of 
the fickle republic, and the foreign encroachments which disturbed Russia on her 
western marches attracted his adventure-loving spirit to play the rescuer in that 
direction. In Livland, Volquin von Winterstadt, Grand Master of the Sword 
Order, was ever seeking to push forward his military outposts; the Lit’uanians, 
harassed by Catholics on one side and Orthodox neighbours on the other, were 
drawing closer together in self-defence, and becoming more formidable to 
Polotzk and Pskov, while Red Russia was a prey to Hungarian domination and 
Polish interference. It was by invitation of the latter power, in the person of 
Duke Lesko, that Mstislav undertook to drive the Hungarians out of Galicia, and 
in consequence bade an affectionate farewell to the people of Novgorod, the 
tomb of his father, and the Cathedral of S. Sofia. 


While foreign war flamed lurid in the west, a peaceable restoration had been 
witnessed in the north-east, where Urii, on the death of his brother Konstantin 
(1219), had come into possession of the Grand Principality. In the north-west, 
again, important happenings were forcing themselves disagreeably on the notice 
of the border princes. Many causes contributed to complicate the struggle for 
mastery which was beginning to be waged in the pagan-inhabited lands at the 
mouth of the western Dvina and along the “Baltic gull-sought strand.” The 
institution of the Crusades and the erection of the Latin kingdom of Jerusalem 
had aroused a spirit of religious and temporal colonisation and conquest, of 


which the seizure of Constantinople was a symptom, while on the other hand the 
comparative failure of the Asiatic expeditions and the recapture of Jerusalem by 
the Moslems had modified the crusading fervour and disinclined the champions 
of the Cross to seek adventures so far afield. Hence many Catholic princes and 
knights were glad to avail themselves of the Papal permission to divert their 
pious raids from the valley of the Jordan to the shores of the Baltic, a more 
convenient locality, where they might gain, in addition to their eternal salvation, 
welcome pieces of earthly territory. Danes, Swedes, the Sword Brothers, and 
later (in 1230) the Teutonic Order, fought indiscriminately with the native 
pagans, with the Russians, and with themselves for the advancement of the 
Catholic religion and of their own interests. Estland, Kourland, Livland, 
Lituania, and Prussia became happy hunting-grounds for these various 
adventurers and military companies, and the unfortunate inhabitants, confronted 
with an embarras du richesse in the way of spiritual guides, knew not which 
way to turn for safety. A Tchoud notable was hanged by the Danes for having 
received baptism from the Sword Order, and the Latin and Orthodox Christians 
systematically destroyed each other’s churches and settlements whenever they 
had the opportunity. Of the knights of the two Orders, however, it may be said 
that the cruelties and oppressions with which they sought to harry the heathen 
into their particular fold were in some measure condoned by the splendid 
bravery and devotion which they displayed in carrying out their self-imposed 
task. Moreover, it was to these northern crusaders that the Baltic provinces owed 
many of their most important towns: Riga was the creation of the Knights of 
Jesus; Thorn, Kulm, and Elbing marked the rise of the Teutonic Order; Revel 
sprang into existence under Danish auspices. It was during a combat in the 
neighbourhood of the latter town that the Danes received “from the clouds” the 
red flag blazoned with a white cross which has since remained their national 
standard — a mark of Divine favour which did not, however, cause the 
immediate withdrawal of their Christian competitors. The cruelties and 
dissensions of the invaders moved the inhabitants of Northern Livland to throw 
off the Catholic yoke and call the citizens of Novgorod to their assistance, 
propitiating them with a portion of the spoil they had wrested from the Germans 
and Skandinavians. Novgorod, by a curious revulsion of feeling, had, after a 
succession of princes of the house of Souzdal, elected the same Yaroslav who 
had treated her people with such heartless cruelty. Possibly, in the turn affairs 
were taking on their west, the Novgorodskie saw an opportunity for employing 
his malignant genius against their obnoxious enemies. But the warlike efforts of 
the men of Lake Ilmen and their Souzdalian prince were neutralised by the fact 
that the Germans, fighting behind the walls of their towns, were more skilled in 


the handling of the slings and stone-hurling engines, the rude artillery of the day; 
the old Russian proverb, “Who can resist God and Velikie Novgorod?” had to be 
modified in the face of such weapons of precision, and the Westerners remained 
masters of the greater part of the disputed territories. 

Two hundred years of unending domestic strife, carving and shredding off 
into a crowd of incoherent provinces — Kiev, Tchernigov, Riazan, Souzdal, 
Smolensk, Polotzk, Novgorod, Pskov, Volhynia, Galitz, and others of less 
importance — had not fitted Russia to contend with the expanding powers of 
Catholic Christendom, or to show a solid front against the incursion of teeming 
Asiatic hordes on her east. 

The Chronicles of Russian history at this period were wholly in the hands of 
the monks who wrote them around the deeds of the princes or of the luminaries 
of the Church; hence little can be gleaned from them of the social life and 
condition of the people, who existed therein solely for the purposes of supplying 
raw material for a massacre or a pestilence. The history of Novgorod is valuable 
as yielding occasional glimpses of the life-pulse that beat beneath the over-crust 
of court or cathedral annals, but this city was too impregnated with outside 
influences to furnish a faithful picture of the inward state of old-time Russia. Of 
the towns it may be broadly stated that they were yet little more in scope than 
walled villages; universities or seats of learning other than the monkish cloister 
there were none, and much of the trade was in the hands of foreign merchants. 
The wealthy boyarins had their houses and palaces clustered within the walls, 
and often possessed in addition other houses in the sloboda, or detached village, 
without, where there was more space available for gardens, etc. Freemen as well 
as slaves (the latter captured in war or bought) were in their service, but the 
abject poverty of the lower classes of freemen bound them in almost servile 
dependence on their masters. Even more grinding was the normal state of 
poverty in which the peasants eked out their livelihood, and the name smerd 
applied to them was one of contempt, something akin to our “rascallion.” For the 
most part the peasants tilled the soil for the landowners under a system which 
allowed them a half, or other fixed share, of the harvest produced, the freeman 
having this distinction from the kholop or bondman that he was able to move 
from one estate to another at will. Under these conditions of hand-to-mouth 
existence farm-craft remained at a very low ebb; with axe, scythe, and plough 
the peasant won precarious roothold for his crops, which might be blighted by an 
untimely frost-coming or damaged by a too-late thaw, leaving him to propitiate 
his appeal-court of saints by an involuntary emptiness of stomach. With cattle- 
stock, horses, and horned beasts, the Russian lands, of the north especially, were 
ill-provided, and possibly this was partly the outcome of the unsettled state of 


the country, which discouraged the multiplication of movable property, even the 
heaviest church bells being now and again swept off in the wake of some 
pilfering kniaz-raid. 


CHAPTER IV. THE COMING OF THE MONGOLS 


As an advancing tide, engulfing in its progression the stretches of ooze-land 
which lie in its onward path, sends scurrying before it flights of waders and other 
shore-haunting birds, driven from their feeding grounds, so the great Mongol 
wave which was creeping upon Eastern Europe drove before it disordered troops 
of the Polovtzi nomads, seeking among their old enemies the safety which their 
desert fastnesses no longer afforded. Into the principality of Kiev poured the 
fugitives, bringing with them droves of horses, camels, cattle, and buffaloes — a 
wonderful and misgiving sight to the staring Russians, who saw their fierce, 
untamable foes, the incarnation to them of all that was barbarous, outlandish, 
and terrible, cowering and fleeing from some unseen horror behind. That the 
wolf of the steppes should come to lie down, panting and trembling, with the 
lamb, boded the advent of anything but a millennium. The accounts given by the 
Polovtzi khans of the Mongol hordes which had swept the tribes of Western Asia 
before their advancing host, roused the Russian princes to a sense of the danger 
they courted by their disunion, and gathered them together in the old capital to 
deliberate on a common action in opposition to the threatened invasion. Mstislav 
of Galitz, erstwhile of Toropetz, Mstislav Romanovitch (of the house of 
Smolensk), Prince of Kiev, Daniel of Volhynia, Mstislav of Tchernigov, and 
other princes of less importance, held high counsel between them, and debated 
the means of averting the Mongol advance; and as they paused in their 
deliberations to mark the unwonted caravans and uncouth brutes of the desert 
that thronged the streets and approaches of Kiev, it must have been borne in 
upon them that already Asia had overflowed her limits and swept the Russian 
lands into her embrace. And while, taking heart of grace from the assemblage of 
sO many important princes and the leadership of the redoubtable Mstislav of 
Galitz, they consider how best to oppose these fearsome enemies, it will be of 
interest to learn something of the history of this Mongol horde, this mushroom 
growth that had over-spread the northern empire of China, made a desolate 
waste of Persia, carried its arms into Hindostan, and risen to be the greatest 
power in Asia, and which was now threatening to attack the outskirts of 
Christendom. 

In the dreary steppe-land of the Gobi desert, south of the Baikal Sea, where 
flows the Onon, a tributary of the Amur, history first locates the Mongols, in the 
sixth century, under the name Mongu, possibly derived from the word “mong,” 
signifying bold, daring. At that period they are indicated as a sub-tribe of the 
Shi-wei, who dwelt to the north-west of Manchuria, and did not enjoy any 


considerable importance. This insignificance continued till the accession, in 
1175, to the Mongol Khanate, of Temudjin, known later under the world-famous 
name of Jingis Khan, when the number of his subjects did not exceed 40,000 
families. A series of successful wars with the tribes in his immediate 
neighbourhood paved the way for more ambitious undertakings, and he soon 
carried his victorious standard, the Tuk with nine yak tails, into the northern 
empire of China, which was ruled over by the Kin, or Tartar dynasty (South 
China being separately governed by the Sung dynasty). From this point Jingis 
carried on campaign after campaign with almost uniform success, till the greater 
part of Asia grovelled beneath his yoke. Pitilessly cruel, this “cormorant of 
conquest” marked each fresh advance, whether resisted or unopposed, with 
wholesale massacres, which, after allowing for Oriental exaggeration, swell to a 
ghastly total. “From 1211 to 1223, 18,470,000 human beings perished in China 
and Tangut alone at the hands of Jingis and his followers,” a record which would 
have turned the early kings of Israel green with envy. The Mongolian policy was 
to scatter, ruin, and, if possible, exterminate existing civilisations and 
communities wherever their victorious armies passed. The terror which the 
Mongol cruelties inspired unnerved their opponents and disinclined nations with 
whom they were at peace from combining against them, while their hardy desert 
horses, light equipment, and powers of endurance enabled them to travel 
enormous distances in all conditions of weather. Powerful empires like those of 
China and Persia writhed beneath their yoke; lesser states, such as Great 
Bulgaria and Georgia, were almost wiped out of existence. The conquest of this 
latter country by a division of the Horde, under the leadership of Chepe and 
Subatai, two of the Mongol chiefs, was followed by an incursion into the land 
occupied by the Kumans, or Polovtzi, which brought the destroying hosts on to 
the verge of the Russian dominion. Southward the flying Kumans were pursued 
as far as the Krim peninsula, at which point the Mongols first came into contact 
with Western civilisation, burning Sudak, where the Genoese had a flourishing 
commercial station. Now were ten ambassadors sent to the alarmed Russian 
princes, assuring them that they had nothing to fear from the Horde, but warning 
them against showing any support to the Polovtzi. Fear and resentment made the 
princes forget the customs of civilisation, and the messengers were put to death, 
an inauspicious opening for the coming struggle. Having thus defied the 
gathering storm, the Russians crossed the Dniepr and marched to the banks of 
the Kalka, where they prepared to meet these new foes from the east, as they had 
aforetime met the Polovtzi and the Petchenigs before them. But even at this 
critical moment the princes were not in complete accord; each was jealous of the 
other, each fought for his own hand. Mstislav of Galitz thought he could win the 


fight with his own forces and the assistance of the Polovtzi, but the latter were 
unable to withstand the Mongol onset and broke in wild confusion. The Russians 
fought well, but they fought apart and without cohesion, and were only united in 
one overwhelming ruin. The battle of the Kalka, on the 31st May 1224, was a 
terrible catastrophe in Russian history, and fitly heralded a disastrous epoch in 
her annals. An army of over 80,000 men was scattered like chaff before the 
exulting Mongols, and to add to the horror of the flight the treacherous Polovtzi, 
on behalf of whom the Russians had entered into the quarrel, slew and plundered 
as they fled. From the fatal banks of the Kalka to those of the Dniepr raced the 
broken bands of Russians, the laggards falling beneath the lances and sabres of 
their grim pursuers. Six princes, many boyarins, and thousands of soldiers were 
numbered among the slain. The young Daniel Romanovitch of Volhynia escaped 
wounded from the woeful field, while Mstislav of Kiev with two other princes 
defended themselves for three days in a fortified camp on the bank of the Kalka. 
Deluded by a false promise of security, they at length fell into the power of the 
Mongols, who slaughtered the men and smothered the princes under planks, 
holding wild carousal over their swollen bodies — a scene which recalls the 
“night of Cannae’s raging field.” Southern Russia lay helpless at the pleasure of 
these merciless enemies, who ravaged unchecked in the villages and homesteads 
near the scene of their victory. Then they did a most unexpected thing; they 
went. Retiring through Great Bulgaria, they vanished as suddenly as they had 
come; of their arrival and departure might almost be said what was said of their 
attack on Bokhara: “They came, dug, burnt, killed, robbed, went.” The Russian 
lands awoke as from a nightmare to find their unwelcome guests had departed. 


In the midst of their conquests the separate Mongol bands turned as if by 
common instinct back to their native haunts in the remote valley of the Onon, 
where they hunted and hawked after swans and cranes, antelopes and wild asses, 
in the odd moments when they were not engaged in hunting men. Then occurred 
that picturesque gathering which Howorth has so eloquently described, when the 
old Khan held his simple court surrounded by his family and chieftains, a little 
knot of desert nomads who between them had conquered half the known world. 

The Russians meanwhile, delivered from the desolating presence of the 
Mongol hosts, resumed the uneven tenor of their ways; the citizens of Novgorod 
continued to displace and re-elect their princes, archbishops, and posadniks; the 
boyarins of Galicia to plot and intrigue with Hungary, Poland, and the house of 
Romanovitch; the princes to quarrel over the eternal readjustment of their 
appanages. And here is a fit moment to review the unfolding spectacle of 
national development among the Russian Slavs since their focussing under the 


early princes, and examine the drift and purpose underlying the chronicle of their 
doings. Frankly the result is not edifying. It is an unpleasant accusation to hurl 
against a people, but in these early centuries of their history they may be aptly 
likened to the “gray apes” portrayed by Kipling’s magic pen, — always setting 
out to do some great thing, never quite remembering what it was they had meant 
to do, holding fast to a thing one moment, letting it go the next, restless and 
ambitious, without any clear idea of what they desired, such is the character that 
must reluctantly be given them. These blind devotions to the Princes of the 
Blood, these aimless rebellions against their authority, these fervid worshippings 
of Mother-of-God and saints, these impious plunderings of cathedrals and 
monasteries, these kissings and swearings on the cross, these shameless breaking 
of oaths, these holy wars against the Polovtzi, these frequent military and 
matrimonial alliances with them, these sacrifices to keep in touch with the Greek 
Empire and the south, this abandoning of the south lands to Turko nomads and 
Italian merchants, these internal complications, revolutions, banishments, recalls, 
leagues, and counter-leagues, shifting as the sands of a river-bed, what do they 
bring to mind but a family of children squabbling and loving and squabbling 
again in ever-varying combinations, or, nearer still, the former simile, the gray 
apes. Other countries and peoples were, it is true, going through the same period 
of anarchy and disorder, but there was at least some method in their madness. In 
Italy, amid the wild chaos of republics, principalities, and imperial cities, there 
can plainly be discerned in the as yet scarcely named factions of Guelph and 
Ghibelline the Papal power seeking to extend itself on the one hand, and the 
Imperial interest striving to establish itself on the other, and a third party playing 
off one against the other for the attainment of its own independence. In 
Germany, Emperor, electors, prince-bishops, free cities, and the other 
constituents of the commonweal are balanced one against the other in an 
intricate but perfectly understandable whole, each working to a definite and 
rational end. In France and England king and barons fight out the old battle of 
monarchy against aristocracy, which is to be merged one day in a conflict with a 
newer force — if anything is new under the sun. But where is the aim or interest 
in these minutely-recorded Russian struggles? Hidden away in the forests of 
Souzdal, perhaps, lies the embryo or germ of a state policy, if it ever be hatched 
into life. Meanwhile Russia is losing ground, literally and metaphorically, in 
many directions. Southward, as has been noticed, a broad zone of steppe, 
inhabited by Turko tribes, shuts her off from the coast cities of the Black Sea, 
where the pushing Genoese have ensconced their factories. Galicia, with its 
population of White Kroats, is becoming less Russian every day. Lit’uania, no 
longer held under by the neighbouring provinces, threatens to expand at their 


expense. The Baltic lands are drifting into Teutonic and Catholic hands. Velikie 
Novgorod herself, absorbed in the details of parochial administration, has let her 
magnificent foreign trade slip into the grip of strangers. For Novgorod was not, 
as Howorth imagines, “a famous member of the Hanseatic League”; the League, 
now beginning to play an important part in the annals of Northern Europe, 
merely had a factory and station there, as it had at London and Lisbon, and this 
factory speedily monopolised the oversea trade of the great Russian emporium; 
“during three centuries the Hanseatic League concentrated in her own hands all 
the external commerce of Northern Russia.” Finally, on the eastern marches 
hovered the shadow of the late incursion, an incursion which might at any 
moment be repeated. 

While the war-clouds were lowering dark and ill-boding over the land, sank 
in the west that day-star of Russian chivalry, Mstislav Mstislavitch, more or less 
Prince of Galitz. 1228Brave as a boar in battle, in council he was about as 
intelligent; “nothing is sadder than victory, except defeat,” and with him 
certainly a success was almost as expensive as a reverse could have been. His 
brilliant achievements gained no advantage for his family or for Russia, and on 
his death Andrew, son of the Hungarian king of that name, stepped into the 
vacant sovereignty. This border province, with its involved political conditions, 
had a magnetic attraction for the more adventurous spirits among the Russian 
princes, and a candidate was ready to hand to dispute its possession in the person 
of Daniel Romanovitch of Volhynia. Just such another knight-errant as Mstislav, 
Daniel possessed more of the ability to seize the contested throne than the 
address to establish himself firmly on it. The son of an imperious and 
overbearing father, he had many enemies. Vladimir Rurikovitch of Kiev, for 
instance, had not forgotten that Roman had made his father assume the tonsure 
against his inclinations, and in pursuance of this bequeathed quarrel formed a 
league against Daniel, which included the Princes of Tchernigov and Pinsk, and 
of course the Polovtzi. By detaching Kotian, the celebrated Polovtzi Khan, from 
this confederation, Daniel was able to gain a complete victory over his enemies. 
Scarcely was this accomplished than he whirled away, as his father had done, 
into the troubled affairs of Poland, where he supported Duke Konrad of Mazovia 
against the party opposed to his regency, his murdered brother, Duke Lesko V., 
having left his son and heir, Boleslas V., in his charge. 1229Elate with the 
success which attended his arms in this direction, on his return he flung himself, 
with the hereditary eagle-swoop, on to the city of Galitz, which fell into his 
hands, together with the person of Prince Andrew. This advantage he threw 
away by permitting his valuable prisoner to retire to Hungary, whither had 
already fled Soudislav, one of the most active of the boyarins who favoured the 


Magyar dynasty. The reward of this clemency was a new attack on Galicia by 
the Hungarians, led by Prince Bela (afterwards Bela IV.) The elements were 
unpropitious; torrents and floods damaged and hindered the invading army, and 
contributed to its defeat, and the Hungarians recrossed the Karpathians in evil 
plight. The position of Daniel was, however, too precarious to withstand for long 
the resources of Hungary, the disaffection of his subjects, and the enmity of 
some of his brother princes. Foremost among the latter was his cousin and 
inveterate enemy, Aleksandr of Belz, who, having been implicated in a plot 
which miscarried, fled to Hungary and roused the king to a new attempt on this 
fair and coveted province. The boyarins, who saw themselves, doubtless, of 
more authority and importance as the courtiers of a foreign prince than under the 
personal rule of a vigorous Russian kniaz, deserted to the Hungarian standard, 
and the young Andrew became once more “King of Galicia.” His death in 1234 
paved the way for the restoration of the Romanovitch, and the boyarins of the 
Magyar party had to seek safety beyond the mountains. Less concerned, 
however, in strengthening his hold upon this slippery fief than in carrying his 
arms into quarrels which did not concern him, Daniel rushed to the assistance of 
his late enemy, Vladimir of Kiev, who was embroiled in a war with Mikhail of 
Tchernigov. Daniel ravaged the latter province, but disaster overtook him and 
Vladimir in the shape of a defeat by a Polovtzi army, led by Isiaslav, grandson of 
the immortalised Igor of Severski — a strange combination. 1236Kiev and 
Galitz both fell into the hands of the victors, Mikhail establishing himself in the 
latter principality, while Isiaslav held Kiev. On the departure of the Polovtzi he 
was obliged to restore the city to Vladimir, who in turn ceded it to Yaroslav 
Vsevolodovitch, prince and sometime persecutor of the Novgorodskie; he, on 
leaving Novgorod, placed in his stead his son Aleksandr, afterwards celebrated 
as “Nevski.” Daniel flitted about the neighbouring lands like a restless ghost, 
seeking aid against the intruding Olgovitch, even in Hungary, where Bela had 
succeeded his father Andrew (1235), and where the exile could obtain nothing 
more than promises, which were scarcely likely to be fulfilled. Nor did he 
receive warmer support from Duke Konrad. 

In the north-west things were in a somewhat chaotic condition; the year 1236 
was marked by a disaster to the Sword Brethren, in which Volquin von 
Winterstadt and a large proportion of his knights lost their lives, having ventured 
rashly into the Lit’uanian country, where they were surrounded by the enemy 
and cut to pieces. The following year the Order was amalgamated with that of 
the Teutonic Knights, who had established themselves in Prussia under the 
Grand-Mastership of Herman von Salza. This province had been formally 
presented to them by the Emperor Frederick II., by the Duke of Mazovia, and by 


Pope Gregory IX., finally by Pope Innocent IV., notwithstanding which, the 
inhabitants of this much-bestowed country offered a vigorous resistance to their 
new masters. 

Out of their fools’ paradise of fancied security on their eastern border the 
Russians were rudely aroused by the news that the Volga lands were being 
devastated by the Mongols, that Bolgar was in ashes, that the heads of the Tartar 
horses had been turned west, and that their hoofs were now scoring broad tracks 
through the forests towards Riazan. 12370On before them journeyed an eerie 
harbinger of ill, a woman (described in the Chronicles as a sorceress), with two 
attendants, and bearing a demand from Batu, the Mongol Khan, for a tenth part 
of the princes’ treasures. Batu, nephew of Ogotai Khan, who had ruled the Horde 
since the death of his father Jingis (1227), may well have been astonished at his 
own moderation, since he was followed by an army estimated at 300,000 men. 
But the Princes of Riazan and Mourom refused his demand with a defiance of 
the true heroic ring: “When we are dead you can have it all.” “Just as it 
afterwards happened,” as the old Saxon Chronicles used to say. No aid was 
forthcoming from the Grand Prince Urii in response to the urgent appeals from 
Riazan, and the devoted principality received the full shock of the Mongol 
attack. The town was taken by assault after six days’ incessant fighting round the 
walls, and a “blood bath,” to use an appropriate German expression, ensued in 
the streets, houses, and churches. The Prince of Riazan and many of his family 
perished in the general slaughter. This was in the month of December, but, 
undeterred by the snow which choked the forest roads and filled the valleys, 
Batu turned north towards Souzdal, leaving behind him a banquet of frozen 
corpses for the wolves and foxes, ravens and vultures. Moskva, Tver, Souzdal, 
and Vladimir fell one by one into the power of the Mongols and experienced 
their cruel fury. Feb. 1238In the latter city perished Vsevolod and Mstislav, sons 
of Urii, who had retreated to the banks of the Sit, where he turned to bay against 
the ravagers of his province. Here, on the 3rd March, was fought a battle big 
with importance for Russia, the West fighting against the East, the forest-lands 
against the steppe, Christianity against Shamanism. Urii had deferred the 
decisive moment too long, and paid with his life the penalty of his mistake; his 
disheartened soldiers broke before the overwhelming numbers of the Mongols, 
and left them undisputed masters of the Grand Principality. The East had won. 
Not for many a long century, if ever, would Russia shake off the Oriental 
influences which the Mongol victory imposed upon her. From her history the 
shadow of the Horde, one is tempted to forebode, in the words of Poe, “shall be 
lifted nevermore.” 


The Bishop of Rostov, haunting the scene of desolation, found the headless 
body of the Grand Prince, and conveyed it to the church of the Virgin at that 
town, where it was afterwards joined by its recovered head and interred, together 
with the corpse of Vassilko Konstantinovitch, who also fell on that fatal field. 
The triumphant Mongol host marched towards Novgorod, but turned aside on 
seeing the fastnesses of swamp and lakelet with which that town was girdled, 
and to which it owed its safety. Less fortunate were Volok-Lamskie, Torjhok, 
and Kozelsk, which drooped one by one before the blight of conquest and 
devastation. To the latter town, which resisted the enemy for two months and 
slew of them four thousand, the Mongols gave the name of “the evil city.” 
Vasili, its defending kniaz, fighting to the last, was said to have been drowned in 
blood — an end worthy of the war-lusting vikings of the twilight past. 

Careful not to leave a foe behind him, Batu withdrew his forces to the basin 
of the Don, to hunt out the Kumans once more from their hiding-places, and to 
rest his warriors and their horses in the steppe-lands to which they were 
accustomed. Yaroslav seized this opportunity to hasten from Kiev to the 
evacuated Souzdalian province, of which desolated region he was now 
sovereign. To him fell the task of restoring order to a distracted country and 
courage to an affrighted people. Despite the terror which loomed in the deserts 
near the Don, he was able to give his attention to the succour of Smolensk, over- 
run by the Lit’uanians, whom he brilliantly defeated. In the south, far from 
making common cause against the national enemy, or seeking to revenge the 
cruelties which had been meted out to so many of the Russian cities and towns, 
the Romanovitch and Olgovitch princes renewed their private feuds and fief- 
grabbings. Mikhail of Tchernigov and Galitz left the latter province in the 
keeping of his son Rostislav, while he seized on Kiev, vacated by the new Prince 
of Souzdal-Vladimir. While Rostislav and his boyarins were absent on an 
expedition against the Lit’uanians, the ever-imminent Daniel made the inevitable 
eagle-pounce on Galitz, and despite the opposition of its bishop, was received 
with acclamation by the people, who buzzed around him, in the words of the 
Chronicle, “as bees swarm about their queen.” 

Meanwhile, in the deserts of Astrakhan, Kotian, the old Polovtzi Khan, had 
been defeated by the Mongols, and fled, he and his, along the wild steppe 
country till he came to the Karpathian range and sought refuge in the Hungarian 
kingdom. Russia no longer offered a safe retreat. Swiftly and remorselessly the 
death-dealing Horde bore down on the middle provinces, and throughout the 
length and breadth of the land bishops and priests and people knelt in agonised 
supplication to their all-powerful God to deliver them from their savage enemies. 
From cathedral, church, and roadside shrine wails the pitiful litany, “Save us 


from the infidels!” Candles burn and incense swings, and anguish-stricken hearts 
yearn out their prayer, “Save us from the infidels!” Call Him louder. Perchance 
He sleepeth. 

Tchernigov and Péréyaslavl experienced the common fate, the general ruin; 
town and country alike suffered the affliction of fire and sword and rapine. 
Shuddering villagers, lying awake around their flickering hearths at night, would 
hear the uneasy barking of their watch-dogs, scenting or seeing something not 
yet palpable to human senses; and later the house-pigeons would fly far and 
wildly over a landscape lit up by a glow that was not the dawn. 

After a short respite, while the destroyers had turned aside again to the deserts 
of the Don, Central Russia once more became the scene of their ravaging. It was 
now the turn of Kiev to become the miserable victim of their attentions. Around 
the mother of Russian cities (a very Niobe under present circumstances), the 
sacred site of the tombs and relics of the grand old princes, the resting-place of 
“all the glories,” gathered a host that blackened the face of the country for miles 
round. Batu himself, Mengu and Kujuk, sons of Ogatai (the Grand Khan), and 
five other princes of the family of Jingis, came to help the city on the Dniepr to 
its doom. Mikhail of Tchernigov fled to Hungary on the approach of the enemy, 
and even the daring Daniel Romanovitch preferred not to shut himself up like a 
trapped rat in Kiev or Galitz, and sought refuge with King Bela, leaving, 
however, in the former town his voevoda Dimitri to direct the defence. Happy 
had it been for the inhabitants had they all fled from the death-trap. Within the 
walls men could scarce hear themselves speak for the floating din of creaking 
carts, bellowing oxen, groaning camels, neighing and stamping horses, and 
yelling Mongols which resounded on all sides. 1240Against the Polish gate day 
and night the battering-rams crashed and splintered, till a breach was effected by 
which the besiegers entered. S. Sofia had become the last refuge of the 
defenders, but the roof, crowded with fugitives, gave way beneath the pressure, 
and forestalled the vengeance of the Mongols. Men, women, and infants, houses, 
churches, tombs, and shrines became a prey to the children of the desert, a vast 
hecatomb to grace the funeral pyre of the old Russia. The famous monastery of 
Petcherski, where the monk Nestor wrote his Chronicle, shared the general 
destruction, and from amid its crashing ruins the pagans seized the massive gold 
cross which had adorned its cupola. 

From this victory the Horde pressed on through Volhynia and Galicia; 
Vladimir, Galitz, and other Red Russian towns fell beneath their attack, and then 
the conquering host branched off into two divisions; one, under the command of 
Batu, invaded Hungary; the other, led by Baidar and Kaidu (sons of Jagatai), 
carried desolation into the Polish provinces. The storm, sack, and burning of 


Lublin, Zawikhost, Sendomir, and Krakow, and the ravaging of the province of 
Breslau led up to the pitched battle of Liegnitz, where the might of Poland 
measured itself in desperate struggle with the Mongol wave. On the Christian 
side stood Duke Henry II. of Silesia; Boleslav, son of the Markgraf of Moravia; 
Miecislav, Duke of Ratibor; and Poppon d’Osterna, Provincial Master (in 
Prussia) of the Teutonic Order. Outnumbered by the Mongols, the Poles fought 
valiantly and with effect, till at last their spirit failed them; the great Tuk banner, 
lurid with flaring naphtha, and decorated with two gleaming sheep bones, 
transversely crossed, seemed to reproduce, amid unholy goblin flames, their own 
mystic symbol. The powers of darkness and the seething masses of human foes 
were too formidable a combination to fight against, and the chivalry of Poland 
broke and fled. Duke Henry on that awful night fought savagely as he fled, but 
was torn down at length by his untiring pursuers. Many a count and palatine 
shared his fate; from every corpse the savage victors cut an ear, and nine sacks 
full were sent to the Grand Khan, together with the head of Duke Henry, as a 
record of the slain. In tracing the Mongol march of devastation through Silesia, 
Moravia, and Transylvania into Hungary, it is only necessary to observe that 
wholesale slaughter, destruction, and sweeping victory continued to characterise 
the advance of the Horde. In Hungary men had awaited with cold and anxious 
hearts the onfall of the Mongols. Had they not heard with sorrow and foreboding 
at Christmas-tide last year the doleful intelligence of the fall of Kiev? And the 
wild stories of each fresh batch of fugitives — Kumans, Russians, Poles, 
Silesians — increased the terror of the Mongol name and brought their armies 
nearer. The King rallied his nobles round him (none too well-affected though 
they were) in a determined effort to stem this swarthy torrent that threatened to 
submerge the country. The prelates of the realm, good old fighting churchmen as 
they were, led their vassals in person to the fight. On the field of Mohi (name 
strangely like that of the other fatal battle in their history), on the banks of the 
Sajó, the cross of S. Stefan went down before the yak-tailed Tuk, and the nomad 
warriors triumphed over the Magyar chivalry. Hemmed in on all sides, the 
Hungarians were powerless; “it was not a battle, but a butchery.” Bela fled to the 
Karpathians, thence to Austria; his brother Kalman reached Kroatia, where he 
died of his wounds. Among the slain were the Archbishops Mathias of Gran and 
Ugolin of Kalocza, the Bishops of Raab, Neutra, and Siebenbiirgen, and counts 
and nobles galore, the flower of Hungarian aristocracy. Surely not to be 
reckoned as “the weak and the false,” “the fool and the knave.” Bela, betrayed 
by the Duke of Austria and hunted from one refuge to another by the remorseless 
enemy, took ship from the Dalmatian coast and left his kingdom in the hands of 
Batu. Southern Hungary, Servia, Dalmatia, and parts of Bulgaria were ravaged 


by detachments of the Horde, but south of Albania and west of Austria they do 
not appear to have penetrated. The news of the death of the Grand Khan Ogatai, 
and possibly the increasing difficulty of supporting so large a body of men ina 
devastated country, determined Batu to withdraw his hosts from the scene of 
their conquests, and the Mongol swarms melted away from the erstwhile fertile 
lands which they had turned into a howling wilderness. Bela returned to take 
possession of his stricken kingdom, confronted on all sides by evidences of the 
great calamity; “the highways were grown with grass, the fields were white with 
bones, and here and there for more than a day’s journey round, no living soul.” 
In distant comers of Europe men shuddered at the tales that were told of these 
fearsome sons of the desert; in marvel-loving Constantinople it was gravely 
averred that they had the heads of dogs and fed upon human flesh, and the dread 
of their coming kept the fishermen of Sweden and Friesland from attending the 
herring-market on the English coast, thereby demoralising prices. 


CHAPTER V. “THE YEARS THAT THE LOCUST HATH 
EATEN” 


While the Golden Horde was dealing out death and destruction in the 
neighbouring western kingdoms, Russia was exerting her powers of recuperation 
to regain some of the life that had been crushed out of her. Like unscathed 
pheasants stealing back one by one to the coverts from which the beaters had 
sent them whirring forth, the fugitive princes returned to the wrecks of their 
provinces. Daniel re-established himself at Galitz, Mikhail at Kiev; Tchernigov 
was still infested by roving bodies of Mongols. Meanwhile the Novgorodskie, in 
their own little world in the North, pursued as usual a political existence isolated 
from that of Central and Eastern Russia. On the top of their quarrels with the 
German knights they became involved in a question of frontier lands with the 
crown of Sweden. Under the command of the Skandinavian Prince Birger, an 
army of Swedes, Norwegians, and Finns disembarked at the mouth of the Ijhora, 
an affluent of the Neva, and threatened an attack upon Ladoga. 1240Aleksandr 
Yaroslavitch, the young Prince of Novgorod, gathering together the few men at 
his disposal, flung himself on the Swedish camp and gained a brilliant victory, 
wounding Birger himself in the face with his lance. In honour of which battle he 
ever after bore the added name of Nevski (“of the Neva”). 

While the young Yaroslavitch waged brilliant, if not particularly fruitful, 
campaigns against German and Lit’uanian enemies, matters were settling down 
in gloomy mould in the other Russian provinces. The great Mongol inundation, 
which had submerged the Palearctic region (no less comprehensive definition is 
adequate), from the basin of the Amur to the Dalmatian sea-board, had receded 
so far as to leave the Polish, Hungarian, and Bulgarian lands high and dry, 
though strewn with the wreckage of its violence. But here the shrinkage stopped. 
The conqueror Batu halted his retiring hordes in the steppe-land of the lower 
Volga, on the left bank of which river he established his camp-city, Sarai. From 
here he was able to maintain the ascendancy which his arms had won him over 
the Russian princes, and to guard the supremacy of the great Mongol Empire in 
the western portions of its extensive territory. And now comes perhaps the 
saddest period of Russian history — certainly the meanest. The locust-plague 
that had swept through the land had blighted the fair promise of its growth; 
Russia was no longer free, and her princes ruled, not by the grace of God, but by 
favour of the Grand Khan, Kuyuk, last heard of before the crumbling walls of 
Kiev. To the peasantry, perhaps, it mattered little in whose name they were taxed 
or pillaged, whether they beat the forehead to Russian kniaz or Mongol khan; but 


to the Princes of the Blood, proud of their heirship of the throne of Rurik, 
treasuring their religion as a personal glory-reflecting possession, jealous of their 
standing with the royal houses of Europe, it was a terrible and bitter humiliation 
to have to own allegiance to this desert chief, this Asiatic barbarian, as he must 
have been in their eyes, this pagan sun-worshipper, who derived his authority 
neither from the keys of S. Peter nor from the sceptre of the Cesars. Yet, so 
adaptable to altered circumstances is nature, that even this galling yoke ceased 
after a while to deaden the political energies of its wearers, which found vent, 
unhappily, not in struggles towards emancipation, but in a renewal of the old 
miserable squabbles between prince and prince. In this internal strife the power 
of the Khan was even invoked to overwhelm an opponent, a state of things 
which, however degrading it may appear, is not unique in the history of peoples, 
and proud peoples moreover. The Jewish factions in the days of Josephus, 
groaning under the abhorred dominion of Rome, expended their energies in 
fighting each other with any weapon that came to hand, including the Gentile- 
wielded authority, and in this same thirteenth century the Scottish nobles did not 
scruple to turn the English suzerainty to account in their party schemes and 
feuds. 
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The first to tender his submission at the Court of the Mongol chief was Yaroslav, 
Grand Prince of Souzdal, whom Batu confirmed in his principality and added 
thereto that of Kiev. Two years later, however, Yaroslav was required to present 
himself at the headquarters of the Grand Khan, in the Amur valley, where he 
bowed the knee before his Mongol master and obtained permission to return to 
his province, dying, however, before the weary homeward journey was 
accomplished. Mikhail of Tchernigov, forced to undertake the same humiliating 
pilgrimage, died at the hands of the Mongol priests, a martyr to his religion. His 
son Rostislav, a voluntary exile in Hungary, became Ban of Sclavonia and of 
Makhov in Bosnia. Daniel of Galitz, farthest removed from the power of the 
Khan, was one of the last to surrender his independence and journey across 
Russia to the tent of Batu, who received him with more consideration than had 
been shown to the other princes. Little indeed might such humouring avail to 
gild the bitter pill, that the proud Romanovitch, whose favour had been sought 
by princes and Pope, should go forth from the Mongol presence wearing the 
title, “Servant of the Grand Khan.” The enormous fighting-strength at the 
disposal of the conquerors, the rapidity with which it could be put in motion, and 
the terror inspired by a long succession of victories and attendant cruelties, 


helped to uphold their authority as it had contributed to the ease of their 
conquests. “In Asia and Eastern Europe scarcely a dog might bark without 
Mongol leave, from the borders of Poland and the coast of Cilicia to the Amur 
and the Yellow Sea.” Even the hero of the battle of the Neva found it expedient 
to toil through some thousand miles of desert to the habitation of the Grand 
Khan, and pay the same distasteful homage to the great barbarian. In his absence 
important events were happening at Souzdal. 1248His uncle, Sviatoslav, who 
had succeeded to the Grand Principality on the death of Yaroslav, was chased 
out of this dignity by Mikhail, Aleksandr’s younger brother. The same winter 
Mikhail lost his life in battle with the Lit’uanians. His place was filled by 
Andrei, another brother, who had just returned with Aleksandr from the eastern 
pilgrimage. While the greater part of Russia was passing into the hands of the 
Souzdal family, Daniel was leaning more and more towards Western Europe and 
dallying openly with the Pope. No stone was left unturned by the strenuous 
Pontiff (Innocent IV.) to tempt the Galician Prince into the Roman communion, 
and Daniel certainly nibbled at the bait. Russia had become a province of 
Tartary; Constantinople no longer harboured the Orthodox faith; only in Catholic 
Europe did the worship of Jesus and the glory of princes go hand in hand. Hence 
it is not to be wondered at that a Russian prince should lose heart in the faith of 
his fathers, and seek for support against the Mongols in an alliance with the Holy 
See and neighbouring Catholic powers. In 1254 matters had so far progressed in 
this direction that, after much beating about the bush on both sides, the Abbot of 
Messina, in the capacity of Papal Legate, placed on Daniel’s head a royal crown 
and hailed him King of Galicia. Innocent followed this up by an appeal to the 
sovereign Princes of Bohemia, Poland, etc., to unite with Daniel in a crusade 
against the Mongols; but Catholic Christendom was at that moment too divided 
against itself, in the strife of the Papacy with the Hohenstaufen emperors, to 
show a united front to any enemy. The Russian Prince, who had not definitely 
committed himself to a change of creed, saw that he was not likely to obtain any 
substantial support from the western princes, and broke off relations with Rome. 
In the north Aleksandr was seeking to conserve his power and that of his family 
by a different policy — by cultivating a good understanding, namely, with the 
rulers of the Horde. Had he chosen the more heroic line of resistance, and 
sacrificed his religious scruples to the Latin Pope rather than to the Mongol 
Khan, he might, with the alliance of the Swedes and Teutons, have defied the 
armies of the desert from behind the swampy forests which girdled Novgorod. 
This would have meant, however, abandoning Kiev and Souzdal as well as the 
Orthodox faith, possessions which he was able to retain by acquiescing in the 
Mongol supremacy. (1252)His less subservient, or less tactful brother, Andrei, 


had found it necessary to depart hurriedly from the Grand Principality, before 
the advent of the Horde’s agents, sent to punish him for insubordination to the 
Grand Khan; Aleksandr, by a friendly visit to Sardak (son of Batu), obtained the 
reversion of the escheated fiefs, and thereby sealed his obligation to his Tartar 
masters. Five years later he had to acquiesce in another humiliation, the 
numbering and taxing of his provinces by the agents of the new Khan Berke. 
This was followed in due course by a command that Novgorod should submit to 
the same operation, and Aleksandr, who had defended that city against all 
comers, had now to undertake the unpleasant task of reconciling the citizens to 
this indignity. Velikie Novgorod hummed like a hive at the shameful proposal. 
Alone of all the Russian lands she had kept her liberty; she had checked the 
encroachments of Sweden and the missionary efforts of the German military 
Orders; had kept the House of Souzdal on its good behaviour, and dismissed 
princes, posadniks, and archbishops with a prodigality of independence; and 
now, at the hands of her well-beloved Nevski, this hateful thing was thrust upon 
her. No wonder the “proud city of the waters” throbbed with indignation, and the 
great bell of Yaroslav echoed the popular tumult. 1259But the insistence of the 
Khan, coupled with the Grand Prince’s influence, wore down the noisy 
opposition, and the Novgorodskie, spent with fury, admitted the Mongol 
assessors into their houses, and became the tributaries of the Golden Horde. 
While Aleksandr had been employed in linking the northern province on to 
the Mongol chain, Daniel had been making tentative experiments in the direction 
of freedom, which brought a considerable detachment of the Horde galloping 
into his territory. The Galician Prince averted the storm by a hasty submission, 
and had the satisfaction of seeing the monster he had called up vent its fury on 
his doubtful allies, the Lit’uanians. (1258)But the conquest of a people who had 
no towns worth speaking of, and who were adepts in the art of eluding pursuit, 
did not exhaust the Mongol craving for loot and slaughter, and the following 
year found them still on the war-path, this time in Polish territory. “From Lublin 
they circled round to Zavikhvost, passed across the Vistula, captured Sendomir 
and the town of Listz.” Then, having given Daniel an object-lesson in obedience, 
the Horde melted away into the steppe — and the Lit’uanians issued anew from 
their fastnesses and renewed their border warfare in the surrounding lands. The 
attack of the Mongols adds another item to the long list of enemies against 
whom these irrepressible people had to battle for their liberty and their existence. 
Livlandish knights, the citizens of Pskov and Novgorod, the Princes of Polotzk, 
Souzdal, and Galitz, the palatines of Mazovia, and now the nomads of the desert, 
battered and smote perseveringly upon this pre-eminently “buffer State,” whose 
security lay partly in the nature of its physical conformation, partly in the 


disunion of its enemies. In the fierce struggle for life and growth which was 
going on in this corner of Europe the result would necessarily be a survival of 
the fittest, and which that fittest was (under the conditions then obtaining) a 
glance at a graduated political map of the region will demonstrate. The very 
stress of external attack which bore upon them from all sides, drove the 
Lit’uanians into closer fusion and welded them together under the leadership of a 
single chief. In the person of Mindovg appears the first historically reliable Duke 
of Lit’uania, and under his auspices spring up the towns, or strongholds, of 
Kernov and Grodno. A few years later his nephew Tovtivl is installed, whether 
by conquest or election is not clear, in the neighbouring Russian kniazdom of 
Polotzk. In 1262 occurs the first recorded aggressive alliance between the 
Russians and Lituanians; during one of Aleksandr Nevski’s frequent 
pilgrimages to the Mongol headquarters, his son Dimitri and his brother 
Yaroslav (Prince of Tver), in conjunction with Mindovg and Tovtivl, banded 
their forces together in an attack on Uriev, called by the Germans Dorpat. This 
town, which had long been a bone of contention between the Knights of Jesus 
and the north Russian princes, and had experienced more than once the fate of a 
border burg, suffered considerably on this occasion, and its blazing outworks lit 
home the booty-laden raiders — roused also to vengeance, according to some 
accounts, the Landmaster Werner von Breithausen, who led his knights, burning 
and plundering, into Russian land till failing strength constrained him to return 
homewards. 

The return of Aleksandr from Sarai, where he had for several months been the 
guest — or prisoner — of the Khan, was soon followed by his death, in 
November 1263 — an event which, according to some of the older Russian 
historians, was universally wept and deplored by his bereaved subjects. The 
people of Novgorod, with whom he should have been especially popular, seem 
to have successfully dissembled their grief, and marked their attachment to his 
memory by expelling his son Dimitri, killing Mikhail Stefanovitch, the posadnik 
of his choosing, and electing to that office Mikhail Thedorovitch, a boyarin 
opposed to the late Prince’s interests. 1264Having thus thoroughly broken “off 
with the old love,” they dispatched their new posadnik and a deputation of 
citizens to offer their allegiance to Yaroslav, who had succeeded, with the 
consent of the Khan, to the grand princedom; Andrei, who lay under the 
displeasure of the Horde, having further disqualified himself by dying a few 
months after his brother. The terms of the deed by which Yaroslav was invited to 
assume the sovereignty of Novgorod are interesting as throwing valuable light 
on the position occupied by the city at that period. The Prince was to swear by 
the cross to govern Novgorod “conformably to her ancient laws”; to content 


himself with presents from the country districts and dependencies, in place of 
levying tribute; to govern them only by Novgorodian magistrates, chosen with 
the assent of the posadnik; he was only permitted to visit the vassal town of 
Staraia Rousa in the autumn, while Ladoga was out of bounds for himself or any 
member of his household, except his fisherman and brewer; his judicial and 
domestic officials were to pay “with money” for the use of horses on their 
travels, but the military couriers were permitted to impress what they wanted in 
this respect for their service; on the other hand, it was engaged that Novgorodian 
merchants journeying in the Grand Principality were to pay “two squirrel-skins 
for boat, cart, and measure of flax or hops.” “In consequence, and for guarantee 
that you execute these conditions, kiss you the holy cross in presence of the 
ambassadors of Novgorod: on that, Prince, we salute you.” 1265This document, 
which was made out in the name of the Archbishop, posadnik, boyarins, and 
people of Novgorod, “from the oldest to the youngest” (a Russian equivalent for 
high and low, or great and small), was subscribed to by Yaroslav, who thereon 
became Prince of Novgorod. Among other things to be gleaned from this 
covenant is the fact that the Prince was supposed to be supported “by voluntary 
contributions”; that minute fiscal and domestic regulations (similar in nature to 
those existing in some of the Swiss cantons in the Middle Ages) were enforced 
in the lands of the republic and in relation with other Russian provinces; and that 
fur-pelts had not yet been wholly displaced, as a medium of payment, by the 
circulation of money. The petty and irritating nature of some of these restrictions 
may have been the effect, rather than the cause, of the long series of quarrels 
between princes and citizens, but they could hardly fail to produce friction under 
the most favourable circumstances. Yaroslav soon had proof of the independent 
dispositions of his northern subjects, who peremptorily thwarted his design for a 
campaign against the sister republic of Pskov, which had elected a Lit’uanian 
chief as its ruler without consulting the Grand Prince. The latter soon after 
returned to the more congenial atmosphere of Vladimir, leaving as his 
representative his nephew, Urii Andreievitch. Relieved of the presence of the 
Velikie-kniaz, the Novgorodskie, allied with Dovmont, the aforesaid Prince of 
Pskov, marched with an army 30,000 strong, furnished with battering-rams and 
other siege engines, into the charmed region of the Baltic provinces, where 
German knights, the Archbishops of Riga, Danes, Swedes, Lit’uanians, and 
Russians disputed over and over again, with never-flagging zest, every corner of 
that most debatable land. The objective of the Russ-Lit’uanian army (with which 
marched Dimitri, the whilom Prince of Novgorod), was the Dane-held town of 
Rakovor (Wesenberg), in Estland; as they approached the town, however, the 
Russians found themselves confronted by a strong force of “the gentlemen of 


God” (as they magnanimously, or satirically, styled the Teutonic knights), under 
the command of their Landmaster, von Rodenstein — the last people they were 
anxious to meet. The dark winter day (18th February 1268) was all too short to 
decide the furious combat which ensued, and many a noted leader, many a 
thousand men-at-arms, fell on either side without the issue being settled one way 
or the other. The Novgorodskie lost their posadnik and the tisyaszhnik Kodrat, 
while on the other side Alexander, Bishop of Dorpat, was among the slain. 
Better armed and better disciplined, it is probable that the knights of the Order 
inflicted the heavier loss on their opponents, and the Russians had to abandon 
their projected attack on Rakovor. The spring of the next year brought von 
Rodenstein and his pied-mantled warriors into the territory of Pskov, where they 
burnt Izborsk, the old pre-Rurikian town on the Lake Peipus, and stormed Pskov 
itself. Its Lituanian Prince was a match for the Teutons, and for ten days steel 
and iron and stone clashed and hurtled round the tottering ramparts. Dovmont 
himself wounded the Landmaster, and held the enemy at bay till the bear- 
blazoned standard of Velikie Novgorod waved in the distance and warned the 
knights to retire beyond the border. The Order, however, by a treaty with the 
powerful Hanse city of Lubeck, was able to strike Novgorod in a more 
vulnerable spot than the shores of Lake Peipus, and a combination directed 
against her shipping caused her to conclude a peace with her German 
neighbours. 

This war, in which both sides had lost heavily in men, while neither had 
gained any distinct advantage, had been sustained by Novgorod without the 
assistance and without the sanction of the Grand Prince, and now that it had 
come to a lame conclusion mutual recriminations were indulged in by the 
citizens and by Yaroslav. 1270The sins of the father were visited on the child, so 
to speak, and Urii, like so many of his forerunners, was “shown the way” out of 
the city, and the old quarrel between the Princes of Souzdal and the great 
republic broke out anew. In all the misery and humiliation of their subject 
position the Russians clung to the luxury of their private feuds, as a fate-cursed 
man takes to a soothing narcotic. Yaroslav even rose to the brilliantly despicable 
idea of turning the national misfortune to account by employing the Mongol 
hordes to bear upon the defensive array of the turbulent city. A boyarin sent by 
him to Sarai depicted the attitude of the citizens as one of revolt against the 
Grand Prince and the authority of the Horde, and invoked the aid of the Khan to 
quench this dangerous disaffection. Fortunately for the men of Novgorod they 
had a friend at court in the person of Vasili, the Grand Prince’s youngest brother, 
who stated their side of the case and obtained the recall of the punitive force 
which had been dispatched against them. The credit of restoring good relations 


between the proud republic and the irritated Prince rests with the Metropolitan 
Kirill, who was ever ready to exert the influence of his office in the interests of 
peace. 

While these events had been passing in the north, Daniel Romanovitch had 
quietly slipped out of existence, the date of his death being vaguely fixed 
“between 1264-1266.” Taking into consideration the very open question which 
the possession of his province had been when he first enforced his claims upon 
it, the scant notice which his death attracted was rather a compliment to his 
statecraft. “King of Galitz,” where his forerunners had been simply princes, he 
was probably the only sovereign in Europe who had outwitted Innocent IV., and 
swallowed unconcernedly the bait which was to have lured him into the Catholic 
fold. Of his four sons, Roman (who had been successively dazzled, utilised, and 
disillusioned by Bela IV. in the expectation of the reversion of the contested 
Austrian lands) had died before him, and the remaining three — Lev, Mstislav, 
and Shvarn — were established at Pérémysl, Loutzk, and Galitz respectively, 
while their uncle Vassilko reigned at Vladimir. The influence of the latter, who 
had loyally supported his brother in all his vicissitudes, prevented the province 
from falling to pieces, and an unlooked-for event gave Galicia new importance. 
Voeshelk, son of Mindovg, who had succeeded to a reduced share of his father’s 
dominions and authority, had adopted the Christian religion, and displayed from 
time to time the uncomfortable zeal of a convert; already he had tasted the 
sweets of monastic retirement, and after the short interval of a rule which was 
not remarkable for over much mercy towards his subjects, he wished again for 
the solitude of the cloister. It was necessary to appoint a successor, and as a 
Christian prince was preferred in that capacity, his choice fell upon Shvarn 
Danielovitch, who possessed the further recommendation of having married the 
Lituanian chief’s daughter. Thus Galitz and the greater part of Lit’uania became 
united under one ruler, and it seemed possible that in this direction was to be 
looked for the building up of a Russian monarchy — a development from the 
West rather than from the East. The union of the States, however, was followed 
by a dark and ill-omened deed, when the Prince of Pérémysl, incensed by the 
preference shown to his youngest brother, murdered the monk-prince Voeshelk 
after a banquet in the city of Vladimir. The sudden death of Shvarn (1270) ended 
the union so inauspiciously inaugurated; Lev succeeded to the fief of Galitz, and 
Lituania was wrested from Russia and Christianity by the heathen Prince 
Troiden. 
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Two years after this event died Yaroslav-Yaroslavitch, Grand Prince of Souzdal- 
Vladimir and Prince of Novgorod. In the former province he was succeeded 
peaceably by his brother Vasili; at Novgorod, naturally, affairs did not pass off 
so smoothly. Dimitri Aleksandrovitch was chosen by the posadnik and many of 
the citizens in opposition to Vasili, and another contest between Novgorod and 
Souzdal seemed imminent. The peace party in the former province averted the 
threatened rupture by out-voting the adherents of Dimitri, and Novgorod was 
once more united with the Grand Principality. It is interesting to note that the 
rulers of the republic were being chosen more and more exclusively from the 
reigning family of Souzdal-Vladimir, and here may be seen for the first time 
since the death of Vladimir the Holy a reliable hint of the germ-growth of “all 
the Russias.” With Pskov and Polotzk in Lit’uanian hands, Kiev and the steppes 
little more than Mongol outposts, and Tchernigov enjoying but a shadow of its 
former importance, Novgorod, Souzdal, and Galitz between them make up very 
nearly the total of the Russian-ruled lands; and of these three provinces the two 
largest have settled down under one family. Like the acorn-seed, Russia had to 
decay and shrivel to a certain extent before she could begin to grow; but the 
process of decomposition and denudation was not yet arrested. 

Again did the Russian Princes of Galicia, Volhynia, and Smolensk call in the 
aid of the Mongols — this time against the Lit’uanians, who were becoming 
more and more uncomfortable neighbours. In two campaigns the latter held their 
own against the combined Tartar-Russian attack, and the idolaters of Grodno and 
Novgorodek successfully resisted the forces of Christianity and Islam — to 
which latter creed the Mongols had a few years previously been converted. 


In 1276 Vasili Yaroslavitch was gathered to his fathers, and Dimitri came in, 
as peacefully as the proverbial lamb, to the possession of the Grand Principality 
and of Velikie Novgorod. Not long had he been on the throne ere the wildest 
anarchy broke out in his dominions; scarcely had the inevitable quarrel with 
Novgorod been smoothed over than civil war desolated the grand province. 
Andrei Aleksandrovitch, kniaz of the appanage of Gorodetz on the Volga, was 
brother to Dimitri — by the accident of birth a younger brother; an accident 
which he proposed to correct with the assistance of the Horde. In league with 
these formidable warriors and with his uncles Thedor and Mikhail, Andrei let 
slip the dogs of war on the unhappy province, and drove Dimitri from the field. 
After the Mongols had worked their will on the wretched inhabitants, and 
established Andrei as Grand Prince of a ravaged and depopulated territory, they 
retired with their booty and captives and left the two princes to fight out their 
own quarrels. 1283Andrei soon had to call them in again, and Dimitri, not to be 


outdone, played Mongol against Mongol, and secured the support of Nogai, the 
almost independent Khan of the Oukrain steppes. The people, as usual, suffered 
heavily at the hands of the nomad squadrons: the “Scourge of God” has a way of 
falling on the most innocent shoulders. The condition of the Russian peasant and 
tiller of the soil was at this time deplorable. Debarred from exercising his labour 
on the fertile, but robber-haunted lands of the south, he was obliged to struggle 
patiently with the mighty forces of the northern forests, like the Indian ryot 
fighting against the encroachments of the jungle; only in place of elephant, boar, 
and sambur, which ruin from time to time the fruits of the latter’s toil, the former 
had periodically to bewail the devastations of Kuman, Mongol, and, not seldom, 
Russian raiders. 

With intervals of exhaustion, the war of the brothers dragged on for many 
years, kept alive, now by intrigues at the Mongol Courts, now by raid and rapine 
in the lands of Souzdal and Péréyaslavl. Out of this seething incoherent dust- 
storm rises one tangible fact, the independence of the province of Tver; born of 
anarchy, this little principality shall contribute its quota to the red page of 
Russian history ere it sinks back into obscurity. Under its young Prince, Mikhail 
Yaroslavitch, it has taken advantage of the weakness and embarrassments of 
Dimitri to secure for itself a separate existence, and to impair the solidity of the 
grand province. The Novgorodians, but languidly attached to the interests of the 
rival princes, started a domestic war of their own, one of those vigorous, 
exuberant burgh-strifes peculiar to the free cities of Northern Europe in the 
Middle Ages — a strife in which the whole population took part, from the 
Archbishop, posadnik, and boyarins, down to the “youngest people”; a strife 
which has been handed down blurred and sketchy, devoid of meaning and 
purpose, if it ever had any, but still instinct with life and movement. Wild 
crowds skirling through narrow streets, hunting the posadnik into the protection 
of the Archbishop, hammering on the closed door of the sanctuary, the Cathedral 
of S. Sofia; tumultuous gatherings in the great square, angry dooming of 
citizens, hurlings of struggling victims from the bridge into the Volkhov; and 
above all these scenes of disorder, the great bell of Yaroslav clanging and 
dinning, like some evil spirit of unrest prisoned in its owl-tower. The picture 
lives. 

Western Russia also had its own troubles, or rather it had become involved in 
those of Poland, where, the scruples of Boleslas “the Chaste” having prevented 
him from reproducing his species, his death in 1279 was followed by a scramble 
for his throne. Where there is no heir there are many, may not be a proverb, but 
it has all the qualifications for one. The Dukes of Mazovia, Krakow, Silesia, and 
Kujavia put forward their interests, and the cousins Lev of Galitz and Vladimir 


of Volhynia entered into the fray without any more substantial claim than a 
backing of Mongol horsemen, borrowed from the Horde. Even this powerful 
argument broke down when the supporters of the new Duke, Lesko the Black, 
defeated the Russ-Mongol army near Sendomir with great slaughter (1280). The 
following year Galicia and Volhynia received return visits from the Poles, but 
the dissensions which soon after broke out in the palatinate of Mazovia again 
gave the Red Russian princes the opportunity of interesting themselves in Polish 
affairs. 

In Eastern Russia Andrei had practically established his authority in the 
Grand Principality; the Tartar-hunted, fate-cursed Dimitri, driven even from his 
beloved domain of Péréyaslavl, was compelled at last to seek refuge with his 
cousin and erstwhile enemy, Mikhail of Tver, and renounce his claim to the 
grand province, stipulating only for the possession of his hereditary fief. This 
was conceded him, and the wanderer turned his weary steps towards his burnt 
and plundered Péréyaslavl, which he was not to see. 

The dead man rode through the autumn day To visit his love again. 

12940On the road to Volok died Dimitri Aleksandrovitch, and Ivan his son 
reigned at Péréyaslavl in his stead. 

Andrei’s position as Grand Prince was more than ever assured, but the long 
struggle had sapped the authority formerly attaching to that dignity in the lands 
of Souzdal; not only Tver, but Moskva and Péréyaslavl had taken unto 
themselves a greater measure of independence — apart, that is to say, from their 
subjection to the Horde. Unable to overawe this dangerous coalition by superior 
force, Andrei laid his griefs at the feet of the Khan, hoping to establish his 
ascendancy by the same means with which he had overthrown his brother’s. 
1296The result of this move was a renewal of the old “council on the carpet”; 
most of the princes interested, with the Bishops of Vladimir and Sarai, gathered 
at the former city in obedience to the summons of the Khan’s deputy, who 
presided with Oriental gravity over their somewhat heated deliberations. Even 
this significant reminder of their servitude could not depress the princes into the 
decencies of debate; angry words flashed out, and swords leapt from their 
scabbards, and had not the Vladuika Simeon, Bishop of Vladimir, parted the 
combatants, the blood of Rurik might have been squandered on the carpet. In the 
end Andrei had to accommodate himself with the vassal princes, who were too 
strong for him to subdue, and a peace was effected in 1304 between the two 
parties. Two years previously Ivan Dmitrovitch, dying without issue, had 
bequeathed his province of Péréyaslavl to his uncle, Daniel of Moskva — a 
circumstance which added considerably to the importance of the latter 
principality. 


Thus drew to a close a century which had witnessed a vital dislocation in the 
course of Russian history, which had been fraught with important changes in 
Europe generally. The House of Hohenstaufen, which had played so bold a part 
in the affairs of Germany, Italy, and Palestine, had gone down in the death- 
struggle with the Papacy, and out of the ashes of its ruin had risen, phoenix-like, 
the House of Habsburg, which one day was to prove the surest bulwark against 
the enemies of the Holy See; in Rudolf, petty Count of Habsburg and Kyburg, 
the Empire had found the strongest master it had known since the death of its 
founder. In that other Empire, whose luxurious capital seemed to enervate and 
paralyse the manhood of its rulers, the Catholic dynasty had drooped and 
shrivelled, and when the trade jealousies of Genoa led her to strike with the 
Greeks against the Latin allies of her hated rival, Venice, the end was at hand; 
the House of Courtenay gave way to that of Paleologus, and the formula 
“proceeding from the Father by the Son” re-echoed once more in the high places 
of S. Sofia. In Hungary died out with the century the male line of the princely 
House of Arpad, which had given sovereigns to that country since the first 
erection of the Magyar State; from this point the crown of S. Stefan became the 
ambition and prize of the surrounding princes, a fate similar to that which 
overtook the neighbouring kingdom of Bohemia a year or two later. The 
Livlandish debatable lands still seethed and bubbled with the wars of the rival 
immigrants. The gentlemen of God maintained a vigorous contest with the See 
of Dorpat, with the city and Archbishop of Riga, and with the Lit’uanians. In 
Riga the burghers burnt the church and chapel of the Order and killed sixty of 
the convent brothers (1297). On the other hand their Archbishop, Johann of 
Schwerin, was besieged in his castle of Treiden and taken prisoner by the Order, 
to the scandal of Pope Boniface VIII. The heathen Lit’uanians, headed by their 
Prince, Viten, and allied with the Church troops of Riga and Dorpat, fought 
against the knights “in eighteen months nine bloody battles.” In 1298 they won a 
decisive victory over the Landmaster Bruno, in which the latter and many of his 
knights lost their lives. The Komthur Berthold, with reinforcements from 
Prussia, wiped out this reverse by a victory at Neuermiihlen, and later the new 
Landmaster ravaged the archiepiscopal territory. Ultimately the release and 
withdrawal of the militant Archbishop and the appointment of Isarnus Tacconi, 
the Pope’s chaplain, to the See of Riga, relieved the situation and gave some 
measure of peace to this over-apostleised land. 

In 1300 the Novgorodians witnessed a descent of the Swedes upon the banks 
of the Neva, where they built the fortress of Landskron, which position was 
promptly attacked and destroyed by the troops of the republic, supported by 
those of the Grand Prince. 1304Four years later the death of Andrei involved 


Northern Russia in a contest between Mikhail of Tver and Urii Danielovitch of 
Moskva for the vacant sovereignty. Novgorod and the greater number of the 
Souzdalskie boyarins declared for the former, but both candidates hastened to 
put their respective cases before the tribunal of the Khan, leaving their followers 
meanwhile to fight the matter out between themselves. A march of the Tverskie 
boyarins against Péréyaslavl was intercepted by Ivan, brother of the Prince of 
Moskva, and their voevoda Akinf (Hyacinth) perished in the battle which 
ensued. The decision of the Khan in favour of Mikhail did not end the contest. 
The town of Moskva twice repelled the attack of the Prince of Tver, who was, 
however, successful in establishing his authority in the remaining portions of the 
grand province and at Novgorod. The accession of a new Khan, by name Usbek, 
necessitated the departure of Mikhail to Sarai, where he remained long enough 
to lose the affections of the Novgorodskie, who transferred their allegiance to the 
Prince of Moskva, grandson of their champion Nevski. This readjustment of the 
political balance enabled Urii to reopen the contest with the Grand Prince; long 
time the struggle dragged on, indefinitely protracted by the shifting policy of the 
Khan. For the practice of appealing to Sarai to reverse the decisions of Souzdal 
had become with the Russian princes a habit, confirmed, like opium smoking, by 
constant indulgence. Both candidates for the Grand Principality were constantly 
to be found at the Court of the Khan, or devastating their opponent’s provinces 
with Tartar troops; Urii even contracted a matrimonial alliance with the sister of 
Usbek. Nor were the princes the only competitors for the Mongol favour; the 
Metropolitan Petr, in 1313, sought and obtained from the Khan an exemption 
from taxes for the priests and monks, and a confirmation of the clerical 
privileges, — concessions which would seem to indicate that the Mongols united 
with their Mohametanism the toleration which distinguished their early 
Shamanism — or did the wily Khan gauge the measure of Holy Church, and 
conciliate her on her most susceptible side? Whatever the clergy might gain by 
the Mongol patronage, to the princes it brought nothing but disaster. 
1319Mikhail himself was destroyed by the agency he had invoked, and Urii had 
the miserable triumph of seeing his rival stabbed to death by the officers of the 
Khan. Six years later Dimitri Mikhailovitch avenged his father’s death by 
spitting Urii on his sword in the Tartar camp, an affront which was punished by 
the strangulation of the offender. Aleksandr, another son of the ill-fated Mikhail, 
succeeded to the principality of Tver and to the dignity of Grand Prince, but a 
mad act of fear-impelled violence drew down on himself, his family, and 
province the consuming fury of the Khan. A harmless, or at any rate customary, 
visit from a Mongol envoy to the city of Tver, roused the apprehensions of 
Prince and people, who feared that an attempt was to be made to convert them 


forcibly to Islam. Taking courage from the fact that the stranger had but a feeble 
escort — a circumstance which should have confuted his suspicions — 
Aleksandr roused his subjects, (gathered in great numbers at Tver for the Feast 
of the Assumption), to fall upon and annihilate the Mongol band. 1327The 
Russians can scarcely be condemned for an act of treachery towards an enemy 
who had never shown a scrupulous regard for honour and good faith, but the 
deed was one of criminal folly, and even its heroic aspect is blighted by the fact 
that Aleksandr had remained subservient to the Khan despite the murder of his 
father and brother, and was only roused to rebellion by an alarm of personal 
danger. The vengeance of Usbek took a cynical turn; instead of sending his 
hordes killing and harrying into the devoted province, he entrusted the 
vindication of his outraged majesty to a Russian prince and Russian troops. Ivan 
Danielovitch of Moskva, with his own forces and those of Souzdal, reinforced 
by a strong detachment of Mongols, marched, nothing loth, into the domains of 
his rival, and scattered desolation around him with a thoroughness which left the 
Khan nothing to complain of. 1328The Prince of Tver did not wait to share with 
his people the chastisement he had drawn down upon them, and Ivan obtained 
permission to assume the well-earned title of Grand Prince. 

So completely had the centre of Russian interests shifted eastwards towards 
the valley of the upper Volga, that the lands of the Dniepr basin, Kiev, Volhynia, 
Galitz, etc., once the heart of the confederation, were now scarcely to be ranked 
as outlying members of it. The influences which were responsible for this 
gradual alienation from the main body, and for the apathy with which the Grand 
Princes regarded this rounding-off of their dominions, may probably have arisen 
from the same cause, namely, the Mongol over-mastery. On the one hand, so 
bound up had the East Russian princes become with the neighbouring khanates, 
that intercourse with Souzdal meant intercourse with Sarai, and all its attendant 
humiliations; on the other, the rivalries which existed in the Grand Principality 
and the necessity its rulers found for frequent and prolonged visits to the Mongol 
Court, precluded them from giving much attention to the affairs of the western 
provinces. Thus it fell out that, failing the arising of an exceptionally vigorous 
local prince, a Roman or a Mstislav, these fertile Russian lands were at the 
mercy of the boldest bidder. The exceptional personality was at hand, but he was 
not a Russian. Gedimin, Prince of Lituania, whom the early historians depicted 
as having risen from the position of a court official to that of prince by the 
murder of his sovereign and master, attained that dignity by the more prosaic and 
respectable method of hereditary succession, being son of Lutouvier (1282-93) 
and brother of Viten (1293-1316). Under the latter the Lit’uanians had been 
united in large and well-disciplined armies, as the Poles and the Order knights 


knew well, and in the direction of both these neighbours their frontier had 
remained intact. This in itself was no small achievement, considering how the 
kindred lands of Prussia, Kourland, Livland, Estland, etc., had fallen beneath the 
persistent proselytising and colonising attacks of the western invaders. By 
Gedimin was carried into operation a policy of expansion in the detached 
Russian lands to the south and east, — a policy effected, like that of the Angevin 
kings of England in France, and of the Habsburgs in Austria, Bohemia, 
Karinthia, and the Tyrol, by a combination of conquest and matrimonial 
alliances. But it was not only by the absorption of neighbouring territory that 
Gedimin signalised his reign; he lifted the land which he had inherited from the 
position of an obscure chieftaincy to that of a formidable State. At war nearly the 
whole of his reign with the German knights, he nevertheless did not permit 
himself to be influenced by the cruelty and treachery which accompanied their 
religious zeal, but displayed on his part a toleration for different creeds and 
nationalities which might have been imitated with advantage by other European 
princes. From his stronghold at Vilna, where the ruins of his castle still mantle 
the heights above the town, he sent letters to Lubeck, Stettin, Rostok, and other 
cities of the Hansa league, offering the rights and privileges of that organisation 
and of the town of Riga, to all artisans, mechanics, and traders who should care 
to settle in his principality — an invitation which was eagerly responded to. In 
the wars waged by him against the Order, both in Prussia and Livland, one figure 
is very conspicuous — that of David, starosta of Grodno, who appears in the 
Teutonic Chronicles under the picturesque title of Castellan von Garthen. It was 
this boyarin who held the troubled border against the incessant attacks of the 
Knights of Mary, and led many a foray into their territory. One of the most 
notable of these was in the winter of 1322-23, when the cold was so severe that 
even the forest trees were nearly killed, and men erected inns on the ice of the 
Baltic Sea for the travellers to and from Germany and the nearest Skandinavian 
lands — this self-same winter came the Lit’uanians following hard on a raid- 
march of the Cross Brethren, burning and wasting from Dorpat to Memel, and 
returning through the bleak and frozen march-lands with great spoil of cattle and 
5000 prisoners. Truly a winter to be remembered. Victory did not blind Gedimin 
to the advantages of a durable peace with the Order, to secure which he was even 
ready to adopt the faith of the foes he had so often conquered. 1323Accordingly, 
at his initiative, a peace was compacted between the various units which existed 
side by side in the East sea provinces; the Archbishop of Riga, the Bishop of 
Oesel, the towns of Riga, Revel, and Dorpat, the Teutonic Order, and the 
principality of Lit’uania, entered into a religious, territorial, and commercial 
treaty one with another, and Gedimin wrote to the Pope (John XXII.), to inform 


him that he was ready to become a Christian and to recognise the supremacy of 
the Holy See. Gladly did the French Pontiff prepare to receive this important 
lamb into the Catholic fold, and at the same time put a limit to the Teutonic 
conquests in the Baltic lands, and two legates (the Bishop of Alais and the Abbot 
of Puy) were dispatched forthwith to Vilna. But in the meanwhile Gedimin had 
had a lesson as to the value of “the true faith of a Christian,” and informed the 
disconcerted churchmen that he intended to die in the beliefs of his fathers, and 
would have none of their religion or their Pope. “Where,” he demanded, “will 
you find more crime, more injustice, violence, corruption and usury, than with 
the Christians, particularly with the priesthood and the Knights of the Cross?” 
Travel is said to enlarge and educate the mind, but it was scarcely necessary to 
come all the way from Avignon to learn that. 1324The Order had not considered 
itself bound by a compact with a pagan, and, in alliance with the unwilling 
Bishops of Oesel and Dorpat, had burst into the Lit’uanian lands and plundered 
the capital, Vilna; in return for which treachery, or elasticity of honour, Gedimin 
sacked the town of Rositter and renounced the creed of the Christmen. Catholic 
Europe was angry at this backsliding, if one may judge by the epithets showered 
on the half-saved soul; a depth of sorrowing wrath is revealed in the expressions 
“double-headed monster, abominable mockery of nature, precursor of 
Antichrist.” Much mud might they throw, bitterly might they anathematise in 
those far-off days, yet not thus does history remember the grand old pagan 
whose castle ruins crown the heights above the Vilia. 

In the year of Gedimin’s accession (1316) died Urii Lvovitch, of Galitz and 
Volhynia, who was succeeded in those fiefs by his sons Andrei and Lev 
respectively. Colourless princes, these latter representatives of the Roman- 
Mstislavitch family, known only to history by the alliance which the instinct of 
preservation led them to make with the Teutonic Order. That they both died in 
the year 1324 appears from a letter of the Polish King Ladislas to Pope John, in 
which that fact is mentioned; the two provinces devolved upon Urii 
Andreievitch, the last Russian Prince of Galicia, the last for many a hundred 
years who ruled Volhynia. His death (about 1336) ended the male line of his 
family, and left as heiress of Galitz his sister Mariya, who married the Polish 
prince, Troiden of Tchersk. By the marriage of another heiress, the daughter of 
Lev of Volhynia, with Loubart, a son of Gedimin, that province was brought into 
the Lit’uanian dominion, which was further extended by the succession of 
Olgerd (Gedimin’s eldest son) to the fief of his wife’s father the Prince of 
Vitebsk. The annexation of Kiev, attributed by many historians to Gedimin, was 
undoubtably of a later date, as the Chronicles make mention of a Russian Prince 
Thedor, ruling in that city under Mongol supervision, as late as 1361. Even so, 


the Russian lands owning the sovereignty of Gedimin — Polotzk, Pinsk, Tourov, 
Volhynia, Loutzk, and Vitebsk sufficiently justify his title, rex Letwinorum et 
multorum Ruthenorum, and the Grand-duchy of Lit’uania might claim to be 
more Russian than the Grand Principality of Souzdal, with its Slav-Finn-Turko 
population. 

But here, under the fostering care of Ivan Danielovitch, the new Russia, the 
Russia of the East, was germinating amid the decay of shedded provinces and 
lost liberties. Pocketing his pride and leaving outlying lands to take care of 
themselves, the Grand Prince sought to secure for his family and for his capital a 
preponderance over the other Souzdalian fiefs. His first step was to secure the 
Church, in the person of the Metropolitan, to grace with its presence the city of 
Moskva; lured thither from the now unfashionable Vladimir by the erection of a 
magnificent new church of the Assumption (fit dedication, for had not Tver 
wrought her ruin on the date of that festival?) the sainted Petr not only lived, but 
died and was buried in the budding capital; where also the succeeding 
Metropolitan, Theognost, took up his residence. In cultivating the good graces of 
the Khan Ivan was equally successful, but he had to work hard for the attainment 
of his object. Konstantin Mikhailovitch had been recognised by all parties as 
Prince of Tver, but Usbek was anxious to possess himself of the person of 
Andrei, and the Grand Prince had to go seek at the Khan’s behest, and bring the 
wanderer home. Andrei preferred to remain at Pskov rather than visit Sarai, to 
which place the princes of Tver, like the animals who ventured into the lion’s 
den of the fable, went oftener than they returned. The burghers of Pskov refused 
to give up the fugitive, and Russia beheld the spectacle of the Grand Prince, the 
Archbishop Moses of Novgorod, and the Metropolitan Theognost, hurling 
threats, reproaches, and excommunication at the defiant republic on behalf of the 
Mongol Khan, — the latter weapon all the more terrifying in that it was here 
used for the first time. Yet the result of all this chiding and banning was not 
commensurate with the energy expended; Andrei sheltered himself in Lit’uania, 
and again at Pskov, and not till ten years later did the homing instinct lead him to 
submit to the pleasure of the Khan, and receive at his hands pardon and 
restoration (1338). In the absence of his rival, Ivan had steadily and placidly 
pursued his fixed policy of Moskovite aggrandisement, and gradually established 
his authority over the neighbouring Princes of Souzdal, Rostov, and Riazan. 
With Novgorod he had the usual differences, unavoidable between a prince with 
high ideas of authority and a people with wide views of independence, but the 
restless citizens grew tired of quarrelling with a man who was always dangerous 
yet never struck; also they had an absorbing feud on hand with the Pskovitchi, 
who presumed to have a bishop of their own, instead of depending for spiritual 


guidance upon Novgorod. On this account the Archbishop of the latter city, the 
strenuous Vasili, was able to effect a reconciliation between prince and people. 
Thus things worked smoothly with the smoothly-working kniaz, Ivan Kalita, as 
they called him, from the kalita (bag or pouch) which he carried at his girdle, 
and from which he was wont to distribute alms to the needy. Some have 
unkindly suggested that the bag was intended for receipts rather than 
disbursements, in which case, if parsimony is to be added to his piety, 
superstition, and unscrupulous politics, he may well pass for a Russian edition of 
Louis XI. 


The return of the exile Andrei, restored to his principality and to the favour of 
the Khan, was a disagreeable interlude in the harmony of Kalita’s reign. 
Following an instinctive habit, he went to Sarai. Shortly after his return to 
Moskva, his cousin of Tver was summoned to present himself at the Horde. It 
did not need the pale faces of his courtiers and family, nor the ill-boding 
presages which their fancy conjured up, to warn the doomed prince of his 
impending fate; down the broad current of the Volga he drifted, to “Sarra, in the 
Londe of Tartarie,” where “dwelt a king that werried Russie.” 1339The 
judgment of Usbek removed the source of disquietude from Ivan’s path, and the 
headless corpses of Andrei and his son Thedor, arrived at Tver one winter’s day, 
grim flotsam of a perished freedom. To complete the object-lesson of their 
subjection, the citizens beheld the great bell of Tver removed from their 
cathedral and transferred to Moskva. 1341Not long, however, did its iron- 
throated music soothe the pride of Ivan-with-the-money-bag, whose death-knell 
it tolled some twelve months later. And while they conduct the dead prince to his 
rest, with aid of chant and litany, wailing dirge and gleaming taper, and 
invocations to saints, archangels, and all the glorious host of Heaven, in different 
wise are they helping that other master-builder of kingdoms into the Unknown; 
with pagan rite, with blazing pyre, favourite horse and faithful henchman, goes 
great Gedimin to his fathers, to his dreamt hereafter, where “on the distant plain 
the warrior grasps his steed again.” Each to his own; at any rate both are dead, 
and whether they ride over a boundless plain or stand by a tideless sea, in “blue 
obscurity” or in a “great white light,” their place knows them not, and Lit’uania 
and Moskva must have new masters. 

In both countries the drift towards cohesion and centralisation is strong, but 
custom is stronger; Gedimin’s realm is for the present parcelled out among his 
seven sons and his brother Voin; the lands of Moskva are divided between the 
three surviving sons of Kalita, Simeon, the eldest, having the capital city and the 
title of Grand Prince subject, of course, to the consent of the Khan. It was a 


critical moment in the fortunes of the House of Moskva, when the young prince 
presented himself for approval at Sarai, with a respectful appeal for a renewal of 
past favours. The news of the death of Ivan had sent more than one kniaz in 
eager haste across Russia to the picturesque city on the Volga’s shore; the two 
Konstantins (of Tver and Souzdal) hoped to undermine the Mongol support 
which propped up the ascendancy of Simeon, and ruin their rival by the same 
means with which his father had kept them under. But the Prince of Moskva, 
with the treasures of the Grand Principality and the tribute of Velikie Novgorod 
at his disposal, was able to put his case in the most favourable light before the 
Khan and his officers, and the inherited instinct of almsgiving helped him no 
doubt to retain the hereditary dignities. 


CHAPTER VI. THE GROWING OF THE GERM 


Never since the overthrow on the Sit had a Russian ruler been as emphatically 
and unquestionably Grand Prince as was Simeon Ivanovitch, yclept “the Proud.” 
Some of the most valuable provinces had indeed fallen away from the realm, but 
if the title Prince “of all the Russias,” which Simeon was the first to adopt, was 
little justified by the facts, at least he was, among his compeers, master of what 
remained. The very qualification of his powers which the over-lordship of the 
Khan implied, was in fact an added source of authority, for the Russian mind had 
come to accept the Mongol dominion with the same submissiveness, if with less 
enthusiasm, that it displayed towards the paternal tyranny of the Church. 
Supported by the double certificate of Heaven and Sarai, with the iarlikh of 
Usbek in his hands and his compliant Metropolitan at his side, the Grand Prince 
stood head and shoulders above his brother princes and would-be competitors. 
And here may be noted an advantage which the builders of the Russian Empire 
possessed over the continuators of the Germanic one, and indeed over most of 
the princes of Catholic Europe. The Church “went with” the secular authority. In 
western Christendom the popes, after having entreated the services of emperors 
and kings as their surest agency for the destruction of the heathen religions, 
kicked down the ladder by which they had climbed to their high position, and 
convulsed Europe for many centuries by a bitter strife with the temporal 
sovereignties; till the up-springing of a new enemy, questioning the Divine 
authority of tiara and crown alike, drew Pontiff, Kaiser, and absolute monarchs 
together, like cattle herding in a storm. In Russia no such schism endangered the 
sanctity of the ruling forces, possibly because no such prosperity had been 
attained by either. “The palace rubbed shoulders with the Church and the 
monastery, and was scarcely distinguishable from them.” The Grand Prince was 
holy and Orthodox, the Church was national and official. Ban and interdict, 
those bogies of medieval west Europe, were here familiar sprites which worked 
at the bidding of the Grand Prince against his enemies. As the worship of the old 
Slavonic gods Peroun and Volos, Daszhbog, Stribog, etc. gave way by degrees 
to that of the One-in-Three and the dependent galaxy of saints, so did the old 
veneration for a crowd of Rurik-descended princes merge gradually into awe of 
one Heaven-born sovereign and a satellite-band of his officials, amongst whom 
were the hierarchy of the national Church. And in another respect the Russian 
rulers had their task simplified for them, namely, in the long-suffering docility of 
the bulk of their subjects. Here were no defiant goat-herds such as chased the 
might of the Habsburgs from the Graubunden Alps, no Bauernkriegern kindling 


the fires of civil war throughout an empire, no Jacquerie distracting an already 
distraught kingdom. The Slav peasant took all the added ills of life, droughts, 
famines, Polovtzi, Mongols, grasshoppers, and pestilences, tithes and taxes, with 
a fatalism he had brought with him from the East, a stoicism learnt possibly from 
the camel in his nomad days. A man who, in addition to the privations incidental 
to his poverty, will at the bidding of his Church fast “during the seven weeks of 
Lent, during two or three weeks in June, from the beginning of November till 
Christmas, and on all Wednesdays and Fridays during the year,” can have little 
of the bread-rioter or throne-shaker in his constitution. The very placidity, 
however, with which he received the dispensations of Providence in whatever 
shape they chose to assume, rendered his allegiance a matter of circumstance 
rather than principle. He would accept the mastery of the Lit’uanians, for 
instance, as he had accepted the Mongols, as he had accepted the Varangians; 
like a dog of too accommodating disposition, he wagged his tail to whichever 
master shouted loudest, and just now the Lit’uanian princes were shouting loud 
indeed. Chiefly as yet among themselves. The death of Gedimin had left his 
country in a position which required skilful handling, while at the same time the 
division of the State into eight portions precluded any one prince from having a 
controlling voice in the direction of affairs — an arrangement which could only 
lead to disaster. Fortunately for Lit’uania the political foresight and energy of 
her defunct Grand Duke had descended in full measure upon one at least of his 
sons, Olgerd of Vitebsk. He, while engaged in ravaging the Order territories in 
Livland, watching for an attack from across the Polish border, or casting his eyes 
over the tempting Russian provinces ready to fall into his clutches, saw clearly 
that to live and expand, to prey and not be preyed upon, Lit’uania must have a 
guiding hand, one head instead of many. In order to attain his eagle-soaring 
ambition he borrowed the habits of the cuckoo, and ousted his brothers 
unceremoniously from the hereditary nest. An exception was wisely made in 
favour of Kestout, who equalled him in energy and military achievement, and 
without whose help the coup d’etat could scarcely have been effected. Acting in 
concert, the brothers seized on the capital, Vilna, and re-established the grand- 
dukedom; by a happy division of labour Kestout became warden of the Polish 
and Order-land marches, leaving Olgerd to pursue his conquests and acquisitions 
in the south-east — an arrangement which enabled the Grand Duke to add 
Briansk, Seversk, Kiev, and the surrounding district to his possessions, and to 
retain Volhynia against the King of Poland. With the Prince of Moskva pursuing 
a policy of cautious inaction, the only safe course open to him under the 
circumstances, Olgerd was able not only to stretch his dominion from a foothold 
on the Baltic coast to the shores of the Black Sea, but to obtain a solid influence 


over the governments of Smolensk, Pskov, and Velikie Novgorod. As early as 
1346 he appears to have had a hold on the councils of the latter city; the 
posadnik Evstaf (Eustace) had spoken unwisely and not well of the great 
Lituanian, — had in fact called him a dog. The indiscreet expression reached 
the ears of Olgerd, who demanded the death of the offending dignitary. The 
Vetché armed the city in defence of the posadnik, reconsidered the matter, and 
ended by sacrificing Evstaf to the resentment of the Grand Duke. An action so 
opposed to the traditional temper of the proud republic that it is only to be 
explained by a strong motive of political expediency. And in fact an alliance 
with Lit’uania was valuable to Pskov and Novgorod, both as a bulwark against 
German aggression and as a counterpoise to the encroaching power of Moskva. 
In the former relation, the resisting power of the leagued principalities of the 
North was severely tested by the warrior monks of the Order; able to draw 
unfailing supplies of men and marks from the States of the Empire, the knights 
had bought Estland from the King of Denmark (1347), had inflicted a severe 
defeat on the Lit’uanian army (1348), and later carried war and desolation into 
the lands of Polotzk, Pskov, and Novgorod (1367). With the help of Olgerd the 
Russians were able to make a diversion upon Dorpat, and peace was at length 
effected with the Order in 1371. From this it will be seen that the Grand Duke of 
Lit’uania was a far more prominent figure in the land than the Grand Prince “of 
all the Russias.” But of the policy of these two contrasted state-workers it may 
be said that while Olgerd built, the son of Kalita dug. Intrenching himself around 
the unit of Moskva, the last-named silently and persistently undermined the 
power of the neighbouring princes, and established his own authority on a sure 
foundation. Novgorod might wait; Lit’uania might wait; the Horde might wait. 
Thus delving and waiting ruled Simeon, so quaintly named “the Proud,” till 
death swept him into his cherished cathedral — a victim, possibly, to the terrible 
Black Pestilence which was then desolating Russia. 

1353-1359 

The succeeding Grand Prince, Ivan Ivanovitch, who found favour in the sight 
of the new Khan Tchanibek, displayed all his brother’s patience without any of 
his policy. His weakly pacific reign marked a partial thaw in the iron frost of 
Moskovite supremacy, which had bound North-east Russia in its grip under the 
rule of his three immediate predecessors. Souzdal, Riazan, and Tver blossomed 
anew into independence, and enjoyed a S. Luke’s summer of importance and 
anarchy. The Novgorodians, who had exerted themselves to obtain the election 
of Konstantin of Souzdal to the grand princedom, only recognised Ivan on the 
death of the former (1354), and were little troubled by the interference of their 
sovereign. Their own domestic affairs were sufficiently exciting to absorb their 


attention; the election of a posadnik in the spring of 1359 gave rise to a fierce 
quarrel between the inhabitants of the Slavonic quarter and those of the Sofia 
ward, and for three days the hostile factions fought around the famous bridge, 
and were only separated by the intervention of their Archbishop and ex- 
Archbishop, whose combined exhortations at length restored peace to the 
agitated city. 

If Novgorod owed much to the well-directed influence of her prelates, the 
House of Moskva was even more indebted to the exertions and services of the 
Metropolitan Aleksis, who loyally supported its interests under the most 
discouraging circumstances. When the weary Ivan had closed his inglorious 
reign, when “having failed in many things,” he had “achieved to die,” the 
foundations painfully hewn out by his forerunners were almost swept away; a 
new Khan had arisen who knew not Moskva, and Dimitri Konstantinovitch of 
Souzdal entered Vladimir in triumph, with the iarlikh in his hand. Souzdal, 
Riazan, Tver, and Velikie Novgorod exulted in the downfall of their ambitious 
neighbour, and the work of generations seemed undone. Then was it that 
Vladuika Aleksis, seeing in Dimitri Ivanovitch more promising material than 
had existed in his father, took advantage of the chaos existing at the Horde — 
where Khan succeeded Khan in a whirlwind of revolutions — to obtain a 
counter-iarlikh for the young Prince of Moskva. Thus Dimitri was opposed by 
Dimitri, each boasting the favour of Sarai, but the Moskovite enjoying the 
support of Holy Church. New intrigues gave the Souzdal kniaz once more the 
countenance of the Horde, but Dimitri Ivanovitch dared to disregard the 
displeasure of a Khan who was here to-day and might be gone to-morrow; riding 
forth at the head of his boyarins and followers, long accustomed to be uppermost 
in the land, he drove his rival from Vladimir and carried the war into the 
province of Souzdal, besieging the capital. The Konstantinovitch submitted, and 
the grand princely dignity returned to the House of Moskva. 1362Well had 
Aleksis earned his subsequent canonisation. 

A few years later the Black Death, brought into the district of Nijhnie- 
Novgorod by travelling merchants, recommenced its ravages throughout Central 
Russia. Its victims were counted by thousands, and though the account of its 
sweeping effect at Smolensk, in which city there were said to remain but five 
survivors, is probably an exaggeration, an idea can be formed of its destructive 
nature by the number of princes who were stricken down in a single year. 
1365The Grand Prince’s brother Ivan, Konstantin of Rostov, Andrei, brother of 
the Prince of Souzdal, and four of the Tverskie family, were victims of the dread 
pestilence, more wholesale even in its work than the Mongols in the first fury of 
their invasion. In its wake sprang up a crop of quarrels, the result of such a 


legacy of vacant fiefs. Boris of Souzdal having seized on his deceased brother’s 
appanage (Nijhnie-Novgorod), to the despite of his elder, Dimitri, the latter was 
driven to throw himself into the hands of his namesake and rival, the Grand 
Prince of Moskva, who forced the supplanter to disgorge his prey. In Tver, 
likewise, the death of Simeon had brought his brother Ieremiya, his uncle Vasili, 
and his cousin Mikhail, into competition for his territorial possessions. The last- 
named was pursuing in Tver the same policy of aggrandisement and 
centralisation that had obtained such successful results for Moskva; naturally his 
proceedings were watched with jealous eyes by Dimitri, the Metropolitan, and 
the Moskovite boyarins, who took up the cause of Mikhail’s opponents and 
drove him more than once from his province. Mikhail invoked the aid of his 
wife’s father, Olgerd. 1369The great Lit’uanian, whose arms had checked the 
tide of Teutonic conquest and driven the Tartars from the Western steppes, who 
had wasted the outskirts of Revel and laid classic Kherson in ashes, marched 
now against the might of Moskva, his rival in the Russian lands. With him came 
his loyal brother Kestout, and, because he must, the Kniaz of Smolensk. The 
might of Moskva contracted within the high stone battlements of its Kreml, 
which, in the depth of winter, was too strong a hold for the Lit’uanians to attack. 
Olgerd contented himself with sacking the surrounding country, and carried back 
a spoil of cattle and church furniture as witness of his triumph. 1370The 
following year, however, Mikhail, again driven from his hereditary dominions, 
again appealed to Olgerd for assistance, and with the first November snows 
came the Lit’uanian-Smolenskie host against Moskva. History repeated itself; a 
second time the Kreml, rising fair and glittering in its sheen of white stone and 
silvery frost, above the blackened ruins that lay around it, defied the force that 
gathered against its walls. Olgerd hovered in vain around the impregnable 
obstacle to his crowning triumph. Russian troops, under Vladimir Andrevitch, 
the Grand Prince’s cousin, were gathering on his flank, those pied crows, the 
Knights of Mary, were croaking ominously on his northern frontier, while an 
early thaw threatened to impede his line of retreat through the snow-banked 
forests. Under these circumstances the old warrior slacked the rigour of his 
onslaught and made an honourable peace with the enemy whom he could not 
crush. 1371The indomitable Mikhail continued, nevertheless, to wage a fitful 
war with his hereditary foe, now invoking the support of Mamai Khan, the new 
master of the Golden Horde, now calling in the Lit’uanians, till at length, hotly 
besieged in his city of Tver, he was obliged to submit to the victorious Dimitri 
and recognise the supremacy of the House of Moskva. 1375Secure in his own 
dominions, the Grand Prince was able to turn his attention to the hostile forces 
which weighed on him on either side. In the West the crushing pressure of the 


Lettish power was for a time relaxed. 1377The Grand Duke Olgerd, “one of the 
greatest statesmen of the Middle Ages,” the clangour of whose arms had 
vibrated round Polish castle and Order keep, had roused the echoes of the 
Moskva Kreml, and startled the pirates of the Black Sea coast, was now among 
“the quiet people”; of his many sons, Yagiello succeeded him in the Grand 
Ducal dignity. Hampered by a large circle of brothers, half-brothers, cousins, 
and other inconvenient relatives, he set to work vigorously to weed out his 
superfluous kinsfolk; the aged Kestout, the companion-in-arms and faithful 
supporter of Olgerd, was one of the first victims of the son’s purging operations. 
Lured into his power, he was immured within the castle of Kreva, where he was 
found one day strangled; his son Vitovt escaped the same fate by a flight into the 
Order territory, while Andrei Olgerdovitch, Prince of Polotzk, sought at Moskva 
shelter from his half-brother’s hostility. Dimitri had the satisfaction of lending 
his support to this malcontent, as Olgerd had aided the Prince of Tver. But while 
Moskovite troops ravaged the Russian territories of Yagiello, Dimitri from his 
capital was watching the storm-clouds that had been slowly piling in the East. 
Nursed into their position of authority by the favour and support of the Horde, 
the Princes of Moskva had become too important and too exalted to continue 
their former humble attitude towards the Khans; like a wasp entangled in a 
spider-web, the Velikie Kniaz was over-big a captive to be held comfortably in 
the meshes of a degrading thraldom. Hence the altered relations between 
Moskva and Sarai, which had resulted in a series of desultory engagements, not 
openly avowed at the headquarters of either side, but tending steadily towards a 
more pronounced rupture. Nijhnie-Novgorod had twice suffered the fate of a 
border town in troublous times, and been laid in ashes by the Mongols; Riazan 
had experienced the like misfortune. On the other hand a more important 
collision had taken place on the banks of the Vodjha, where Dimitri had repulsed 
an army of raiders sent against Riazan by the Khan himself (1377). For three 
years the vengeance of Mamai had loomed, black and menacing, on the eastern 
horizon, like a slowly gathering storm that gains added horror from the 
unmeasurable approach of its outburst; at Moskva men watched for the 
horsemen who should one day ride out from the forest and clatter into the city 
with the news that the Hordes were coming. In the summer of 1380 the storm 
burst; Dimitri learned that the Khan was moving against them with a large army, 
that Yagiello, “who had small cause to love the Moskva Prince,” was in league 
with the Mongol, and that Oleg of Riazan was secretly preparing to throw in his 
lot with the invaders. Was this to be the end of all the delving and striving? Was 
Moskva to lie in ruins, like another Kiev, a victim to her own renown? At least 
she should fall fighting. The Velikie Kniaz gathered under his standard the 


princes and soldiery of such Russian lands as he could command. From 
Bielozero, Rostov, Mourom, Souzdal, Vladimir, and other quarters, came 
pouring in the fractions of the first national army that had assembled in Russia 
since the old wars with the Polovtzi. Beneath the towers of the stately Kreml 
they mustered, 150,000 strong, to hail the birth of the new Empire, or, who 
knew, to share its ruin. Deep-mouthed clanged the bells of Moskva over the 
humming city, palely burned a thousand tapers before the shrines of good S. 
George and Mikhail the archangel; even the holy Sergie, founder of the famed 
Troitza lavra, left his beaver-haunted solitudes to give his blessing on the high 
enterprise. Forth to the banks of the Don rode Dimitri Ivanovitch with his mighty 
army; before him went a sable banner, from whose folds gleamed the wan white 
Christ of Calvary; behind him came serried ranks of princes, the descendants of 
Rurik, save two who were the sons of dead Olgerd. On the wide plain of 
Koulikovo, the field “of the woodcocks,” by the blue waters of the Don, the 
might of Moskovite Russia crashed headlong against the strength of the Golden 
Horde, and fought through the red September day till wounds and weariness 
numbed their failing arms. Then through their ranks flashed the unpent reserves, 
led by young Vladimir Andreievitch, whirled the wild charge into the Mongol 
hosts, swept into rout the swarthy horsemen of Asia, swelled the hoarse shouts 
for S. George, for S. Glieb, and S. Boris, drowning the pealing war-yells for 
Allah; they break, they are killed, they are conquered, the God of the Christians 
has wakened, the Prince of the Russias has won a new title for ever, Dimitri 
Ivanovitch Donskoi! Dimitri of the Don. 

Possibly the result of the battle was not so one-sided as the glowing accounts 
of the Russian historians painted it, but the immediate effect gave fair hope for 
the future. Yagiello withdrew his forces into Lit’uania, and thither fled the 
traitorous Oleg of Riazan; the Mongols vanished across the Oka, and the 
enemies of Dimitri seemed melted like snow before the summer of his victory. 
The Russians dreamed that they were free. Not so lightly were they to be rid of 
these dusky wolf-eyed warriors, who teemed in the wide, arid plain-land of Asia 
like rats on an old threshing-floor. In the East had arisen a new star of battle to 
lead them in the footsteps of the mighty Jingis, Timur the Lame, “conqueror of 
the two Bokharas, of Hindostan, of Iran, and of Asia Minor.” At the Golden 
Horde appeared one of his captains, Tokhtamitch, who routed and hunted to 
death the ill-starred Mamai, and seized upon his khanate. Following on this 
revolution came a message from the new Khan to the Russian princes, couched 
in friendly terms, but requiring their presence at his Court. This was too much 
for the Grand Prince and his proud Moskovites to stomach, and Dimitri returned 
an answer befitting the victor of Koulikovo. But the defiance of the capital found 


no echo in the other Russian lands; not a second time did they care to face in 
doubtful conflict foes who were so terrible in victory, so easily recruited after 
defeat. Too many brave boyarins and bold spearmen had perished on the field of 
the woodcocks, too many gaps had been made in their ranks which could not be 
filled at such scant notice. Dimitri of Souzdal sent his two sons to the Horde; 
Oleg, pardoned and restored to his province, intrigued once more with the 
enemies of Moskva. 1382Against that city marched the Khan with his Tartar 
army, guided thither by the traitorous Kniaz of Riazan, and bearing in his train 
the young princes of Souzdal. Dimitri took the prudent, if unheroic part of 
leaving his capital to defend itself, and seeking meanwhile to gather an army 
capable of threatening the Mongol flank. The flight of the Metropolitan, Syprien 
(successor of S. Aleksis), was not open to so favourable an interpretation. The 
Kreml, ably defended by its garrison, under the command of Ostey, called in the 
Chronicles a grandson of Olgerd, held the enemy at bay for three days; on the 
fourth the defenders weakly opened the gates to a ruse of the wily Khan, and the 
capital of the new Russia received a baptism of blood. When the invaders 
withdrew, bearing with them all that was worth removing, it was a silent city that 
they left behind them — a city peopled by 24,000 corpses, meet gathering 
ground for wehr-wolf, ghoul, and vampire, a wild Walpurgis Nacht for the 
Yaga-Babas of Slavonic lore. Nor was Moskva alone in her desolation; 
Vladimir, Zvenigorod, and other towns were sacked and burnt by detachments of 
the Mongol army. The defeat of one of these bands by a Russian force under 
Vladimir of Moskva checked the ravages of the invaders, and Tokhtamitch led 
his hordes back across the Oka, leaving Dimitri to repair as best he might the 
woes of his province, and to revenge himself on those who had betrayed or 
deserted him in the hour of his need. If his kingdom was in ruins, at least he was 
master of what remained; the Metropolitan was deposed, Oleg was forced to fly, 
and his fief, already ravaged by the Mongols, was harried anew by the Grand 
Prince’s followers. Burning with indignation against the enemy whom he had 
thought crushed for ever on the banks of the Don, Dimitri had yet to realise that 
he must return to the policy of his fathers, and wear again the yoke he had 
thrown so proudly off. Mikhail of Tver, who bore him an undying hatred, had 
shared neither in Moskva’s triumph nor in her distress, and now was plotting 
openly to obtain for himself the Grand Principality. With all his losses Dimitri 
was still the wealthiest of the Russian princes, and a timely submission enabled 
him to find grace in the eyes of the Khan. 1384A new impost was exacted 
throughout the land, and the young princes — Vasili of Moskva, Aleksandr of 
Tver, Vasili and Simeon of Souzdal — were held as hostages at Sarai. Russia 
awoke from her dream of liberty to find that her God still slept. 


While mourning their relapse into a state of dependence, and involved in a 
quarrel with the troublesome republic of the north, the Moskovites learned a 
disquieting piece of intelligence; Yagiello, their formidable neighbour on the 
west, who held more Russian lands almost than did Dimitri, had added the 
kingdom of Poland to his possessions. 1386 The long succession of princes of 
the House of Piast had come to an end, in its direct line, with Kazimir the Great, 
who since 1370 had lain in a side chapel of the Cathedral at Krakow, where his 
effigy in red brown marble yet reclines under its fretted canopy. Louis, the 
Angevin King of Hungary, who succeeded him on the Polish throne, had died in 
the year 1382, leaving a daughter, Yadviga, to uphold her right as best she could 
in a country already marked by the intractability of the crown vassals. Yadviga 
only obtained the support of the Diet (composed of the nobles and higher clergy 
of the realm) by leaving in its hands the selection of her husband and consort. 
The choice of the assembly fell upon the Grand Duke of Lit’uania, whose 
election would at the same time remove a possible enemy from their eastern 
border, and furnish them with a protector against the hated Teutonic Order on 
their north. For this monster of their own creation (a Polish duke had been the 
first to give the knights a foothold in Prussia) was gradually squeezing them out 
from touch with the Baltic and displacing their authority in Eastern Pomerania. 
One of the indispensable conditions attached to the betrothal and election of 
Yagiello was that he should adopt Christianity of the Roman Catholic pattern; 
“no cross, no crown.” The prospect of a peaceable accession to the Polish throne 
effected what all the endeavours, spiritual, diplomatic, and militant, of priests, 
popes, and grand masters had been unable to accomplish; Yagiello became the 
apostle prince of Lit’uania, and Catholic sovereign of Poland. In his new 
character of a zealous son of the Church, the Grand Duke set to work to bring 
Lituania within the pale of the official religion; the pagan groves were cut 
down, the sacred fires that burned in the castle of Vilna extinguished, the mystic 
serpents killed, and the people baptized by battalions. According to a Russian 
historian, those who already professed the Greek faith were forcibly converted, 
and two boyarins who clung obstinately to Orthodoxy were put to death by 
tortures. 

If Rome swept this valuable State into her fold, the Russian Church, despite 
the rather depressing circumstance of a confused succession to the Metropolitan 
office, was not without the triumph of extending her rites over heathen lands. A 
monk of Moskva carried the light of the Gospel into the lorn and benighted lands 
of the Permians, a Finn tribe which dwelt in the northern valley of the Kama, 
beneath the shadow of the Ourals. Supported by the authority of the Grand 
Prince, he overthrew the worship of the Old Golden Woman, a stone figure with 


two infants in her arms, before whose shrine reindeer were annually sacrificed; 
had she been more restricted in her family arrangements she might have been 
quietly incorporated in the new religion. 

In 1389 Moskva mourned her prince, Dimitri Donskoi, who died while yet in 
his prime. A variant from the type of cold, stern princes who had built up the 
power of his house, Dimitri was a throw-back to the old light-hearted Slavonic 
kniaz, before the Norse blood had died out of his veins, or ever that of Turko or 
Mongol had crept in. And if he gained no fresh ground for Moskva, and left Tver 
and Souzdal and Riazan still under independent masters, at least he gave Russia 
a spasm of liberty and renown in an age of gloom and bondage, and obtained for 
his eldest son the undisputed succession to the Grand Principality. 

Vasili Dmitrievitch Moskovskie, to give him his distinguishing title (since 
1383 there had reigned a Vasili Dmitrievitch at Souzdal), ascended the throne 
under more favourable circumstances than had a few years earlier seemed 
probable. On the west, Vitovt, son of the murdered Kestout, had placed himself 
at the head of the Lit’uanian malcontents in opposition to the King of Poland, 
who in cultivating the goodwill of his new subjects had lost that of his old ones. 
Thus in that direction the threateners of Moskva’s existence were at strife among 
themselves. In the east Tokhtamitch was contemplating a rebellion against the 
authority of his lord and protector, Timur, a circumstance which lifted the 
position of the young Prince of Moskva at the Horde from that of a humble 
vassal to that of a desired ally. His father would probably have taken advantage 
of this fact to sever once more his dependence on the Khan; Vasili turned it to a 
more practical use. 1391 With costly presents, and probably promises of future 
support, the Grand Prince bought an iarlikh which gave him possession of 
Nijhnie-Novgorod, a fief long since granted to Boris of the House of Souzdal. 
Vasili was received with acclaim by the inhabitants, and Boris, deserted on all 
sides, had to bow to the decree of fate, represented in this instance by the iarlikh 
from Sarai. 1394On the death of the ousted prince his nephews, Vasili and 
Simeon of Souzdal, attempted to reunite Nijhnie-Novgorod with their hereditary 
appanage, with the result that Vasili of Moskva seized on both provinces and 
drove his cousins into exile. Many and fruitless were the efforts made by the 
brothers to recover their lost principalities; Vasili had developed a Habsburgian 
tenacity in holding to whatsoever he acquired, and the ex-princes of Souzdal had 
in the end to acquiesce in their spoliation. Events in the West meanwhile had 
taken an unforeseen and not altogether favourable turn. The Teutonic Order had 
been placed in an awkward position by the wholesale entrance of the Lit’ uanians 
into the bosom of the Church, which event left the crusaders no more heathen to 
convert; hence the joy which they shared with the angels over the salvation of 


their long recalcitrant brothers was tinged with resentment towards the Poles, 
and especially towards Yagiello. The Grand Master sulkily refused to stand 
sponsor to the latter at his baptism, and the Order prepared, from motives of self- 
defence, to give active support to the pretender Vitovt, who was enabled with its 
assistance to continually harry the domains of his royal kinsman, till at length 
Yagiello, set upon by Catholics, Orthodox, and pagans alike, ceded to him the 
grand duchy, under the direct suzerainty of the Polish Crown (1392), an 
arrangement which did not bring repose either to the Order or to Moskovy. The 
Grand Duke Vitovt was another edition of his uncle and grandfather; his arms 
swept far beyond the ample limits of his principality, and under his vigorous rule 
Lit’uania attained her greatest extent, and perhaps her greatest power. Father-in- 
law to Vasili, he did not hesitate to continue the slow absorption of Russian 
territory commenced by his predecessors; Smolensk dropped from the feeble 
hands of its hereditary princes into the actual possession of the Grand Duke, who 
thus brought his dominions into contact with the principality of Tver, long the 
hatching-ground of disaffection to the supremacy of Moskva. Vitovt would 
probably have accomplished even more in the way of conquest and annexation if 
his ambition had not given too wide a scope to his efforts. While Vasili watched 
anxiously for the next move of this exciting father-in-law new troubles sprang up 
in the East; it seemed, indeed, as if Moskva was to reap no advantage from the 
dissensions of her neighbours. The vengeance of Timur the Lame had at length 
overtaken his o’erweening vassal, and Tokhtamitch had fled before the storm 
which his imprudence had raised. The conqueror did not seem disposed to 
confine his destroying wrath to the actual territories of the Golden Horde, but 
crossed the Volga and commenced to devastate the easternmost Russian lands. 
Moskovy quaked before the coming of another Batu; the churches were filled 
with wailing crowds, and the celebrated Mother-of-God of Vladimir was 
removed from thence to the capital. 1395By a train of reasoning not easy to 
follow, to this change of quarters was attributed the sudden turning aside of 
Timur Khan, who diverted his destructive abilities to the razing of Sarai, 
Astrakhan, and Azov, and left the Russian lands without further hurt. By modern 
historians this retreat has been set down to other causes than the translation of 
the Bogoroditza; “accustomed to the rich booty of Bokhara and Hindostan, and 
dreaming of Constantinople and Egypt, they found, no doubt, that the desert 
steppes and deep forests only offered a very meagre prey.” However, the credit 
of the affair remained with the Bogoroditza, and what was more to the point, this 
respectable and extremely valuable ikon remained at Moskva — no mean asset, 
for that time and place, in the political importance of a city. 


The enfeeblement of the Golden Horde seemed to the Lit’uanian Grand Duke 
a favourable opportunity to extend his influence in the Tartar steppes and 
constitute himself the heir of the dying sovereignty. Concluding for the moment 
a perpetual peace with the Order, against whom he had scarcely ceased to fight 
since his accession to the Grand Duchy, he mustered a formidable army to 
support him in this mighty enterprise. Poles, Lit’uanians, and Russians marched 
under his banner against the Tartars, and Konrad von Jungingen, as a guarantee 
of good faith, sent five hundred of his knights to do battle against the infidels. 
13990n the banks of the Vorskla (a tributary of the Dniepr), Vitovt came in 
contact with the lieutenant of Timur and suffered a disastrous overthrow, losing 
two-thirds of his army and seriously damaging his military reputation. 
Notwithstanding this victory the new master of the Horde, Koutluk Khan, had 
his power disputed by more than one competitor, and Vasili took advantage of 
this fact to discontinue payment of the annual tribute. 1408The temerity of his 
action, overlooked for many years, brought on him at last the chastisement of the 
Mongols, who, under the leadership of Ediger, the victor of the Vorskla, made a 
sudden inroad upon Russian territory. Vasili imitated the tactics of his father on 
a similar occasion; leaving Moskva with a strong garrison to defend the Kreml, 
he betook himself to the northern districts of his realm to raise what forces he 
might against the invaders. The assault on Moskva was weakened by the want of 
siege engines (cannon were just beginning to be used by the Russians and 
Lit’uanians), and Ivan Mikhailovitch, Prince of Tver, was summoned to support 
the Khan with his artillery. For once hereditary hatred gave way to patriotic 
instincts, and Ivan withheld the demanded assistance. The troops of Ediger 
ravaged and burnt far and wide over the Russian plain, and sacked many a town 
and village in the Grand Principality, but they could neither force Vasili into a 
combat nor make an impression on the walls and towers of the Kreml. A 
threatened revolution at the Horde made the Khan anxious to retreat, and his 
offer of withdrawal on receipt of a war levy was gladly accepted by the 
Moskovites, who were dreading a famine; 3000 roubles purchased the departure 
of the Mongol army, and the Velikie Kniaz was able to return to his rejoicing 
capital. 


Hemmed in on east and west by two powerful and aggressive neighbours, 
with the slumbering volcanoes of Tver and Riazan ready to burst into activity at 
any moment within his own dominions, the politic Vasili could do little more 
than assert from time to time his authority over Novgorod. The republic, indeed, 
was at the height of its independence, and played its own game in the shifting 
balance of Order and Hansa, Grand Duchy, Grand Principality, and Golden 


Horde, which made up the round of its political compass. In 1392 it had closed a 
period of commercial strife by a treaty with the towns of Lubeck, Wisby, Revel, 
Dorpat, and Riga, compacted in the border burgh of Izborsk, where “ys gekomen 
her Johan Neibur van Lubeke, her Hynrik van Vlanderen unde her Godeke Cur 
von Godlande, van overze, van Rige her Tydeman van der Nienbrugge, van 
Darpte her Hermen Kegheller unde her Wynold Clychrode, van Revale her Gerd 
Witte,” and “hebben gesproken myt dem borchgreven van Nougarden,” — the 
posadnik of Novgorod — and so on in quaint old low-German wording that 
brings to the mind a glimpse of red gabled roofs, narrow streets and quays, a 
whiff of salted herrings, pine timbers, and pungent stoppered drams. This treaty, 
concluded without reference to the Grand Prince, had been a source of friction 
between him and the Novgorodskie, and a further grievance was that the 
Archbishop and clergy of the northern city chose to be a law unto themselves 
rather than show a proper dependence upon the Metropolitan of Moskva. Yet 
another matter for complaint was the depredations of bands of free-lances from 
Novgorod and her offshoot settlement Viatka (an independent territory lying to 
the north of Great Bulgaria), who, under the name of “Good Companions,” 
carried on a series of freebooting and piratical campaigns in the Volga valley. 
More than once these points of dispute led to open rupture between Vasili and 
his intractable subjects, but Great Novgorod was able to hold her own against the 
hampered efforts of the Velikie Kniaz. 


Eighteen months after Ediger’s winter campaign against Moskva the eyes of 
all Russia were turned towards the impending struggle between the rival powers 
of the Baltic lands, the Order and the dual Polish-Lit’uanian State. Vitovt, 
recovered from his reverse at the hands of the Tartars, was moving again, and 
had set his lance against the black cross shield of the German knights. A dispute 
anent the Order province of Samogitia furnished a pretext for a recourse to arms, 
and both sides gathered their hosts to fight out the deadly quarrel. No hole and 
comer combat was to decide the mastery of the Baltic basin; 163,000 men 
marched in the train of Vitovt and Yagiello, 83,000 rallied round Ulrich von 
Jungingen. At the famous battle of Tannenberg (15th July 1410) the iron-mailed 
knights of Mary went down in splendid ruin before the unstayable onset of the 
Slavic warriors; the White Eagle of Poland and the Charging Horseman of 
Lituania gleamed on their blood-red standards over the stark and gory corpses 
of the Grand Master and the flower of his chivalry, 600 knights and 40,000 men- 
at-arms; the sun went down on the hard-fought field, where Ulrich von 
Jungingen and his staunch comrades held their last pale Chapter, and the might 


of the Black Cross Order faded into the shadows of the past. 1411The Peace of 
Thorn, by yielding to the conquerors all they demanded, gave a temporary 
respite to the Teutons, but their power was broken for evermore. 

The latter years of the reign of Vasili Dmitrievitch are distinguished by a 
dexterous peace with the several items which threatened at every moment to 
combine against and crush his struggling principality. The ambition of his father- 
in-law, the frowardness of Novgorod, the dissatisfaction of Tver, the exacting 
arrogance of the Horde, were successfully ignored or adroitly played one against 
the other. In like manner the Grand Prince’s brothers were studiously kept in the 
background, and the boyarins of Moskva and the allied fiefs were taught to look 
upon Vasili’s surviving son, who bore his father’s name, as future head of the 
State. 1425Thus scheming and contriving went the Prince of Moskva on his way, 
till one winter’s day the bells knelled for his passing soul, and Vasili Vasilievitch 
reigned in his stead. 

The late prince had guided the flood of monarchical principles and hereditary 
right in the desired direction; his successor had to struggle for the greater part of 
his reign with the back-wash of reaction. Moskva had been placed by persistent 
effort high above the position of her neighbours, but the elements of discord and 
disunion lay among her own princes, and it was inevitable that the surviving 
sons of Dimitri should seek to annul an order of succession which passed them 
over in favour of a mere boy. Nor had the young Vasili the support of a strong 
Metropolitan to sustain him in the stormy days that were coming. The Greek 
Photius who held that office did not exercise in the State the same influence as 
his forerunners Theognost and Aleksis had done, and even in his own 
department his authority was not undisputed. For Grand Duke Vitovt, an 
amateur dabbler in religions, had established at Kiev a Metropolitan of his own, 
and the faithful in the Russ-Lit’uanian lands paid their homage, and what was 
worse, their tithes, to this unauthorised rival. Hence Vasili had to depend on the 
protection of the Horde and the affections of his Moskovite subjects to defend 
him against the ambition of his uncle Urii. 1430The death of his powerful 
relative, the Lituanian Grand Duke, removed another possible supporter, and 
two years later the young prince had to appeal to the decision of the Khan 
Makhmet against the pretensions of his rival. By a grovelling affectation of 
submissiveness Vasili was able to emerge triumphant from the contest, and on 
his return was solemnly crowned at Moskva — the first coronation of a grand 
prince that had taken place in that city. 

The iarlikh of the Khan possessed, however, none of its old finality, and 
Vasili had to sustain a civil war against his uncle, and after his death (1434) with 
his sons, Vasili the Squinting, Dimitri Shemiaka, and Dimitri the Red. Although, 


apparently, not wanting in courage or energy (both of which deficiencies have 
been freely attributed to him), he possessed little skill in utilising his resources, 
and again and again suffered defeat, deposition, and imprisonment. The loyalty 
of Moskva brought him through many vicissitudes, and the tables were turned 
more than once upon his hostile relatives. 1436Repulsing an attack made upon 
the capital by Vasili the Squinting, the Grand Prince secured the person of that 
rebel, and supplemented the defect bestowed by nature by blinding the eyes of 
his hapless prisoner. The leadership of the disaffected party devolved henceforth 
upon Shemiaka, who became the implacable enemy of the Grand Prince, and 
roused for many a long year the fires of discord in the land. Meanwhile the 
bosom of the Church was heaving with agitation as profound as that which 
disturbed the State. 1437The new Metropolitan, Isidor of Salonika, had scarcely 
entered into his new duties when he was obliged to set off, by way of Novgorod, 
Riga, Lubeck, Braunschweig, Nurnberg, and the Tyrol, to attend the great 
Council which was to be held at Ferrara — subsequently at Florence — to unite 
the two Christian Churches in one communion. The immediate cause of this 
drawing together of the Latin and Greek rivals was the danger which was 
threatening the headquarters of the latter sect at the hands of the Infidel Turk. 
The Ottoman dynasty, rising upon the ruins of the Seljuk Empire, had slowly but 
steadily engorged the provinces which made up the dominion of the eastern 
Cesars. Asia Minor, Bulgaria, Thessaly, Thrace, had been assimilated one by 
one, and now there remained but Constantinople, “a head without a body,” to 
resist the hitherto irresistible invader. Without substantial and speedy aid from 
Catholic Europe there was little probability that the city could long maintain its 
defence against the Ottoman armies, and Catholic Europe could not be expected 
to interest itself in the fate of a community which differed from itself in so many 
vital points of doctrine. The sole hope for Constantinople lay in the possibility of 
a reunion with the dominant factor of Christendom. 1438This was the motive 
power which had drawn to the Italian town men from Moskva, Trebizond, and 
the isles of the Adriatic, to discuss the vexed question of the genesis of the Holy 
Ghost, the exact degree of bliss and torment allotted to the souls of the departed, 
whether it was permissible to use leavened bread in the sacrament, and whether 
Pope or Patriarch should occupy the chiefest seat at feasts. These were the main 
points which separated the Churches, and on each of them the Greek prelates 
(Mark of Ephesos excepted) gave way — not that the arguments of the Latins 
had become suddenly convincing, but the looming vision of the Turk inclined 
the minds of the Orthodox to surrender. “Ils ne croyaient pas, mais ils 
craignaient.” 


Foremost among the complaisant Greeks was the Metropolitan Isidor; 
already, before leaving Russia, he had shown a “scandalous predilection for the 
Latin faith” — had he not at Dorpat kissed the Catholic cross before saluting the 
Greek ikons? 1440Hence on his return to Moskva prince and prelates assembled 
in gloomy suspicion to receive him in the Church of the Virgin, and hear the 
result of the council’s deliberations. The Roman cross demurely preceding the 
Metropolitan, and the Pope’s name cropping up in the prayers, prepared them for 
the surrender set forth in the Act of Council. When Isidor had finished reading 
the unpalatable document there was an ominous silence, amid which Vasili rose 
to his feet and commenced to hurl invectives at the disconcerted Vladuika. 
Heretic, false shepherd, corrupter of souls, the mercenary of Rome, were among 
the epithets applied to the would-be reformer, who was promptly bundled off to 
a monastery, from which he was glad to escape back to Rome. John Paleologus 
might, for pressing reasons of his own, tolerate this accursed change of dogmas, 
but the Velikie Kniaz of Moskva would have none of it, and hastened, after the 
example of Vitovt, to consecrate a Metropolitan on his own responsibility, 
without reference to the tainted source of Constantinople. Jonas, Bishop of 
Riazan, was chosen for the post, but was not formally consecrated till 1448. 


The energy and reckless daring of the Prince’s character showed itself soon 
after in a struggle with a new enemy. On the ruins of the Great Bulgarian State 
had sprung up the Tartar khanate of Kazan, independent of the Golden Horde, 
and a source of uneasiness for Eastern Russia. In an attempt to repel an invasion 
of the province of Souzdal by the forces of this upstart power, Vasili, deserted by 
his cousin Shemiaka, could only muster 1500 men, a shadow of the mighty hosts 
that had followed the banner of Moskva aforetime. With this handful, however, 
he joined battle with the Kazanese, and fell, covered with wounds, into their 
hands. At the news of this disaster the enemies of the Grand Prince raised their 
heads throughout the land; Boris of Tver raided the possessions of the Moskovite 
merchants at Torjhok, Shemiaka stretched out his hand for the vacant 
princedom. The sudden release of Vasili by the Khan Makhmet sorely 
embarrassed the position of the would-be supplanter, and Shemiaka was driven 
to make a bold bid for the mastery. 1446A sudden move put the Kreml in his 
hands, and the hapless Grand Prince, while returning thanks in the Troitza 
monastery for his deliverance from the hands of the Infidels, experienced the 
worse fate of falling into the clutches of his Christian cousin, who put his eyes 
out. Thus after ten years came home to roost the wrong inflicted on Vasili the 
Squinting, and the Grand Prince was thenceforth Vasili the Blind. This 
barbarous requital of an “unhappy far-off” deed was perpetrated in the names of 


Shemiaka, Ivan Aleksandreivitch, and Boris of Tver, and in their hands remained 
the person of Vasili and the possessions of the Grand Principality. The first- 
named usurped the Moskovite throne and enjoyed for a space the power of 
Grand Prince without being able to gain the affections of the people. 1447In the 
darkness which had descended on Vasili Vasilievitch the loyalty of boyarins, 
town-folk, and clergy still burned bravely for the captive prince; the popular 
clamour and the representations of the Metropolitan forced Shemiaka to restore 
him to liberty and bestow on him the town of Vologda as a residence, and not 
many months had passed ere the exile came marching back in triumph to his 
beloved and faithful Moskva — whose dazzling walls, indeed, he might never 
again behold, but whose pealing bells and hoarse-shouting populace spoke music 
to his darkened soul. Scarred and mutilated in the long struggle, in which he had 
tasted the bitterness of defeats, imprisonment, banishment, blinding, the Grand 
Prince had triumphed over all his misfortunes, had wearied down all opponents, 
had won. A final victory dispelled the power of Shemiaka (1450), and three 
years later he died at Novgorod, not without suspicion of poisoning. From this 
turning-point Vasili the Darkened reigned peaceably and prosperously on the 
throne he had laboured so hard to retain. 

As the Moskovites settled down to their long-estranged placidity, rumours 
reached them of the terrible thing which had befallen the city of the Caesars; 
rumours which soon grew into creditable news and made them doubt but that the 
bottom of their world had fallen out. 

Little fruit had been born of the vaunted Council of Florence; the Churches 
were as far apart as ever. In vain might the Byzantine Emperor and the Greek 
hierarchy conform with the decisions of the act of union; the lower clergy and 
the bulk of the populace would have no dealings with the unholy ordinance. 
“Better Turkish than Papish,” the motto of the Water-Beggars in a later age, 
would fitly have described the sentiments of the people of Constantinople at this 
period. Thus they fought and squabbled over their beloved dogmas, while the 
enemy was slowly gathering his toils around the doomed city. The Pope, 
mortified at the miscarriage of his plans, sent no legions rolling across Europe to 
the assistance of the last of the Constantines; his legate, indeed, was on the 
scene, arguing and expostulating, with the rhetoric which gained him applause in 
the council-chamber at Florence, but failed him in the cold, grim Church of the 
Virgin in the Kreml — for this plausible Roman cardinal is no other than Isidor, 
sometime Metropolitan of Moskva. But while the Pope hesitates the Sultan acts. 
On every side the city is beset by an army that blackens the face of the earth. 
Cannon and ram and scaling-ladder are plied against the massive walls and 
heavy gates. Day after day the assault is urged; the city is bravely defended, for 


the most part by foreigners — for the greater proportion of the citizens are in the 
churches praying for deliverance from the unbelievers. 1453But the wonder- 
working Virgin, weary of well-doing, or recognising the superior insistency of 
the attackers, makes no move to save the holy city; the faltering wail of “kyrie 
eleison” is drowned by the fierce roar of “Il Allah illah Allah,” the scarlet banner 
of the Yeni-Tscheri waves in the breach at the Gate of Romanos, the young 
Sultan Mahomet II. bursts in upon his prey, and Constantine Paleologus, 
wounded and trampled on in the rush of the victors, dies amid the ruin of his 
empire. The purple and gold of old Byzantium are lost in the pall of night, and 
the rising moon salutes another crescent that gleams forth upon the dome of S. 
Sophia. The cry of the muezzins peals through the startled city; the eternal 
speculations upon the economy of self-begetting Trinities dies away before the 
new dogma, “There is one God and Mahomet is His prophet.” This is the end of 
the Crusades; this is the fall of the Tzargrad. 

After the first feeling of stupefaction and regret produced by these doleful 
tidings had passed away, the Moskovites might gather some little satisfaction 
from the overthrow of their spiritual headquarters, their one link with southern 
Europe. More than ever isolated, the Russian principality gained in importance 
by becoming the sole resting-place of the official Greek religion and of Greek 
ideas. Not at once did Moskva realise, or invent, the pleasing idea that she had 
succeeded to the heritage of the Caesars; yet to her, still struggling with the 
competition of other cities, with Tver, and Vladimir, even with faded Kiev, it 
was no small gain to have her churches and high places adorned by the art and 
sanctified by the presence of the Greek monks and artists, sages and artificers, 
who sought refuge within her gates. And the last years of her Prince, the evening 
of his stormy day, were ones of great progress for the white city, and for the 
monarchy which was rising around this corner-stone. The forces of reaction 
seemed for the moment to have spent their fury on the person of Vasili, and his 
unbroken spirit might now pursue its way unquestioned. 1456Novgorod, long 
the resort and refuge of his enemies, had at last to reckon with the armed 
expression of his resentment; its messengers were refused hearing, its army of 
5000 mail-clad knights was routed near Rousa, its posadnik was a captive in the 
Grand Prince’s hands, his forces occupied Torjhok. Peace had to be bought by 
the disbursement of 8500 roubles, by submission to a princely levy, and by other 
sacrifices of pride and pelf. The same year died Ivan Thedorovitch of Riazan, 
leaving his infant son Vasili to the guardianship of the Grand Prince, who took 
good care of the orphan — and of his province. Viatka, that turbulent colony, 
which outdid its parent Novgorod in rebellion and disorder, was forced to pay a 
tribute to the Prince of Moskva and to respect his arms. 1459Pskov, long time 


but a Lit’uanian outpost, received his second son Urii as governor. Thus the 
grand principality, at peace once more within itself, was beginning to quicken its 
dormant authority in the farthest limits of its extent. 1460In the year 1460 Vasili 
paid a long and gracious visit to Velikie Novgorod, to set the seal of his 
sovereignty on his northernmost city and dazzle the proud republicans with his 
imposing retinue. Much might they marvel at this grim groping figure, who had 
buffeted his way through so many storms, who had wrested victory from defeat, 
had thwarted the designs of Pope and Council, had taught the bells of S. Sofia 
Novgorodskie to jangle in his honour, had made Moskva mistress over long- 
resisting provinces. Scarred and worn with the traces of his life-struggle, Vasili 
the Darkened was a meet type of the Russia he ruled over, but just beginning to 
grope its way into the paths of unity and dominion. When in 1462 he went to his 
well-earned rest, he left his son Ivan in assured possession of the sovereignty in 
which he had been already for some time associated. The old mad folly of 
dividing the hardly-cemented territories between the dead Prince’s sons was still 
persisted in — Vasili’s eyes had not been opened even by being put out — but 
Ivan was emphatically Grand Prince of Moskva. 


CHAPTER VII. THE LAST OF THE PALEOLOGI AND THE 
FIRST OF THE AUTOCRATS 


With the accession of Ivan III. to the throne of Moskva, Russian history takes 
new shape and direction. This dark, watchful, brooding kniaz was but the 
continuator of a dynasty of like princes “of gloomy and terrible mien, whose 
foreheads were marked by the seal of destiny.” “Time and circumstance and 
opportunity paint with heedless hands and garish colours on the canvas of a 
man’s life; so that the result is less frequently a finished picture than a palette of 
squeezed tints.” Time and circumstance and opportunity gave Ivan the title of 
Great, and his principality an importance it had never before enjoyed. That he 
made the most of his possibilities will not be denied, but in the nature of things 
this might scarcely have been otherwise. The whole character of the man 
dovetailed into the part he was required to play. 

The growth of Moskovy had been marked by a life-struggle with three hostile 
factors — internal disruption, the aggression of the Horde, and the aggression of 
the Lituanian Princes; the first had been nearly stamped down by the 
forerunners of Ivan, circumstances enabled him to deal successfully with the two 
latter. The Golden Horde had already, in the reign of Vasili, fallen apart into 
independent khanates, that of Astrakhan representing the parent branch, while 
those of Kazan and of the Krim Tartars bordered the grand principality on the 
east and south respectively. The latter khanate was wedged in between the lands 
of Astrakhan and Lit’uania, and Ivan was able to turn its resources to good 
account against both these neighbours, as a counterpoise to the concerted action 
which they were ever ready to take against him. With the Kazanese he carried 
on, in the early years of his reign (1467-69), a scrambling war, in which, if his 
armies more than held their own, he personally showed little courage or 
determination. Possibly, however, he was reserving himself for the inevitable 
struggle with Novgorod, on the result of which indirectly hung the question 
whether Vilna or Moskva should be the centre of the Russian state. “Under 
which King?” was undisguisedly the issue which was before the Novgorodskie 
at this juncture, and the answer threatened to be unfavourable to Moskva. For 
once the faction motives that agitated the citizens of the great republic are 
plainly understandable: on the one side was hostility to the growing and griping 
power of the Grand Prince, and a desire to seek the protection of Kazimir and the 
spiritual guidance of the Metropolitan of Kiev; on the other, aversion to a foreign 
suzerainty and a heresy-tainted Church. Since Olga had lighted the torch of 
Christianity in the land, since Anastasie of Galitz had furnished an illumination 


of a different nature, women had rarely mingled in the national politics, and 
“cherchez la femme” would scarcely hold good with regard to Russian troubles. 
Now, however, at the head of the Lit’uanian-leaning faction appears a woman, 
one Martha, widow of the posadnik Isak Boretzki, and mother of two of the city 
notables. The encroachments of Vasili on the liberties and domains of the 
republic had thoroughly alarmed the citizens, and Martha’s party had little 
difficulty in rousing a spirit of defiance towards the new Prince, who was held to 
be of weaker fibre than his father. An alliance with Kazimir was openly 
projected, and the Moskovite agents were treated with studied disrespect. Ivan 
expostulated, the Novgorodskie persisted. Still expostulating, the Grand Prince 
set in motion a formidable array of troops; Pskovskie, Moskovite, Viatkian, 
Tverskie, and Tartar contingents converged on the lands of the republic, defeated 
and drove in the forces sent against them, and hemmed the city in on every side. 
Ivan, breathing peace and goodwill, wound his coils slowly round his prey, and 
waited. Want, the old enemy of Novgorod, began to fight against the Boretzki 
faction; “Ivan is at our gates, and your Kazimir, where is he?” demanded the 
“younger folk,” the first to feel the pinch of famine. Couriers had been sent to 
invoke the assistance of the King of Poland, but the Land-Master of Livland had 
turned them back. And this mild-mannered Grand Prince, still breathing 
goodwill, had taken to cutting off the heads of the most notable of his prisoners; 
among others, one of Martha’s sons had been so treated. Clearly this was not a 
man to be trifled with; the city capitulated. 1471Bitter were the terms to which 
the Novgorodskie had to submit: a fine of 15,000 roubles, the surrender of 
several contested dependencies, the payment of a tribute to Moskva, an 
engagement to hold no intercourse with the King of Poland or the Metropolitan 
of Kiev or any of the Grand Prince’s enemies, the annulment of the acts of the 
Vetché, and the recognition of Ivan as appeal judge in their civic litigation. 
Velikie Novgorod had found her master. 

The next and most important event of an important reign was produced by an 
outside circumstance. The tidal wave of Islam which had swept over the cradle 
of the Orthodox faith, had also cut short the sphere of Papal influence, and 
threatened to make still further inroads on the Catholic lands of South-Eastern 
Europe. As Venice mourned her damaged trade so Rome sighed over her 
abbreviated authority and diminished Peter’s Pence. Pope after Pope cast 
anxious eyes around the sovereigns of Christendom to discover a possible 
champion against the Turk; but the days of the Crusades were over. One card 
there remained for the Vatican to play. Brought up in dependence on the Papal 
Court, and in conformity with the Latin faith, were the heritors of the dead 
empire; Sophie Paleologus and her two brothers, children of Thomas, brother of 


the last Emperor, were, body and soul, at the disposal of the Pope (Paul II.). Of 
the young Princes obviously nothing could be made, but by proclaiming Sophie 
as heiress of Constantinople a husband might be found for her who would be 
willing to break a lance with Mahomet for the possession of his wife’s 
inheritance. Ivan of Moskva, whose remote ancestors had turned their eyes so 
persistently towards the Tzargrad, seemed a likely candidate for the hand of the 
orphan exile, and an embassy from Paul sounded the Grand Prince on the 
subject. Ivan, whose first wife, Mariya of Tver, had died in 1467, lent favourable 
ear to the suggestion, and matters were satisfactorily arranged between the high 
contracting parties. The question of religion does not appear to have been raised 
as an obstacle, either by Paul or Sixtus IV., who succeeded to the Papal throne 
while the negotiations were proceeding. Whether Ivan’s ambassadors threw dust 
in the eyes of the Pontiffs, whether the latter hoped to win him, by means of his 
bride, over to the Latin faith, or whether the driving out of the Turk was for the 
moment more important than the genesis of the Holy Ghost, it is difficult to 
determine, but the betrothal was accomplished with the full blessing of the 
Church. Of Sophie the information available is curiously unequal, detailed on 
some points, vague to blankness on others. That, according to the chronicles, she 
charmed all beholders with her presence — a habit common with princesses — 
must be dispassionately compared with a contemporary Italian account, which 
likened her to a disgusting mountain of fat. That she left the Eternal City under 
the wing of the Pope’s legate; that she passed through Viterbo and Sienna; that 
the council of the latter city voted, by 124 voices to 42, fifty florins to defray the 
cost of her reception; that she made her way through Bologna and Nürnberg to 
Lubeck, and thence by sea to Revel; that she was well received at Pskov, and 
also at Novgorod, at which place the old bell of Yaroslav might yet salute the 
honoured guest; all this may be gathered from the records of the past. Reared 
amid the warm and stately cities of Italy, with fond remembrance of the lost 
glories of Constantinople, there was much that must have seemed strange and 
wild, perhaps desolate, in the long sledge journey through the unending snow- 
choked forests towards Moskva; Moskva, which, even in its winter mantle, 
would compare but meagrely with most of the cities the traveller had passed 
through. For in those days and at that moment, with its cathedral in ruins, its 
buildings insignificant, and its limits eked out with meadows and copses, the 
capital of the grand principality did not make a very brave show. The solemnity 
of her reception was marred by an awkward incident, which showed that, 
however the case might be at Rome, inter-Christian bitterness still ruled strong at 
Moskva. The legate, it was understood, not content with flaunting his scarlet 
robes in the face of the Orthodox, intended to have the Latin Cross borne before 


him into the city. Should such things be? Ivan held high counsel with his clergy 
and boyarins on the subject; the majority were in favour of “shutting their eyes” 
when the objectionable emblem should make its appearance on the scene, but 
this ostrich-like expedient did not recommend itself to the Metropolitan Filipp, 
who declared that if it came in at one gate he should go out at another. Happily 
the Cardinal showed a more accommodating spirit, and, when the situation had 
been explained to him by the Prince’s messengers, consented to have the Cross 
smuggled through in a sledge. This concession smoothed over the difficulty, and 
the catastrophe of the whole bridal train being kept waiting for days in the snow 
outside Moskva till one or other of the churchmen gave way, was happily 
averted. 1472From the moment that Sophie Paleologus became mated with Ivan 
comparatively little is heard of her; her personality is swallowed up in that of the 
Grand Prince. But the influence of the Greek Princess can be traced in many of 
the important developments of this reign. Born amid the extravagant ceremonial 
of the Byzantine Court, and treasuring the memory of those splendid myths and 
vanities, the more perhaps because they were wholly lost, the exile transplanted 
to the rugged soil of Moskovy the ideals that had waxed to fantastic growth on 
the humid shores of the Bosphorus. The Velikie-kniaz of yore, moving freely 
among his boyarins and subjects, develops gradually into the heaven-born 
Sovereign, a being removed from contact with the ordinary sons of earth, 
withdrawn from profane touch into a Holy of Holies of pomp and ceremony. 
Here again Ivan was manifestly fitted to assist in working out this evolution. His 
cold-blooded, calculated policy, his pitiless, passionless judgment, his baleful 
glance, which is said to have caused women to faint, were meet attributes of a 
majesty that was accounted something more than human. 

Under the influence of the new Byzantine and Italian ideas which the Grand 
Prince imbibed from the inspiration of his consort and her Court followers, 
Moskva received new buildings and adornments, a new Cathedral of the 
Assumption (Ouspienskie Sobor), a new Kreml, new ordnance, new coinage. 
Received also new laws, new punishments; the old repugnance against taking 
life, expressed in the testament of Monomachus, gave way to artistically 
conceived executions and tortures. Heretics were put to death in a manner that 
the Inquisitors of Western Europe might have been proud to own — roasted 
gently in a cage, for example, or, if allowed to live, deprived of their unruly 
tongues. Knout and axe made their appearance in the penal code, flesh and blood 
cheapened in the market of civil life. Such were the results of the union of the 
last of the Caesars with the first of the Tzars. The outward expression of this 
alliance was the adoption on the Prince’s seals of the double-headed eagle, the 


arms of the defunct eastern empire; a cognisance which had, since the days of 
Karl the Great, been also the distinguishing device of the western empire. 


In his capacity of appeal judge of Novgorodian suits, Ivan found his influence 
over the affairs of the city daily growing stronger; an accident furnished him 
with the pretext for bringing the republic wholly under his authority. By a 
clerical error in a petition his style was written Sovereign (Gosoudar), instead of 
Lord (Gospodin). A nod is as good as a wink to an Argus-eyed prince. Ivan 
thanked the citizens for their voluntary submission and assumed the new title. 
Novgorod rose in angry rebellion against this last blow at her independence; the 
faction of Martha lifted its head anew, and the eyes of all men turned towards the 
King of Poland. But from that quarter came no help. Kazimir was engaged in a 
struggle with Matthias of Hungary on the one hand and the Teutonic Order on 
the other, and had, moreover, to maintain his son Vladislas on the throne of 
Bohemia; hence he was not in a position to court the hostility of the Prince of 
Moskva. Novgorod had to front alone the overwhelming forces which Ivan led 
against her. The Archbishop Theofil flitted backwards and forwards between the 
city and the Prince’s camp, but saw never a sign of yielding on that impassive 
countenance; saw only fresh troops arriving to swell the monarch’s array. The 
unequal struggle could have but one end. “Who can resist God and Great 
Novgorod?” The proud sphinx-riddle had at last been answered, and the republic 
perished, strangled in the toils of autocracy. 1477As Gosoudar Ivan entered the 
humbled city the sovereign functions of vetché and posadnik were abolished, 
and the whole province of Novgorod was added to the domain of Moskva. 
Loaded with an enormous booty, wrenched by way of fine from the citizens, the 
Grand Prince returned to his capital, bearing with him as prisoners many of the 
merchants and boyarins of the disaffected party, and the bereaved Martha, the 
Helen of this smitten Troy. Bearing also a yet more notable captive, the great 
bell of Yaroslav, which for many a hundred year had hung like a watchful sprite 
in its beetling belfry, had clanged, boomed, and sobbed its summonses to 
council, strife, or revelry, had roused the sleepy monks in many a marsh-girt 
monastery, and witched with muffled echoes the seals of Lake Ilmen — this 
voice of Novgorod’s liberty was borne away in the conqueror’s train, to be hung 
in the new Ouspienskie Cathedral at Moskva, and eat out its life in droning 
solemn flatteries on Moskovite high-days. Perchance as they lifted it down from 
its long-accustomed tower it clashed forth one last discordant knell, a passing- 
bell for the soul of the great republic. 

Whatever hopes the Roman Pontiffs had built on the marriage they had 
negotiated, they were doomed to be disappointed. Sophie Paleologus, so far from 


converting her husband to the Latin faith, had adopted the Orthodox religion 
almost as soon as she entered Russia, and the decrees of the Council of Florence 
were worse than abortive as far as Moskva was concerned. Nor was it likely that 
Ivan, saddled with his own subjection to the sword of the Prophet, was going 
crusading against the Ottoman power in South Europe. Popular tradition, indeed, 
gave his wife credit for turning his energies towards the off-throwing of this 
same Mongol yoke, which was incompatible with the new ideas of princely 
dignity. The initiative, however, appears to have come from the other side. 
Akhmet, Khan of Astrakhan, either sensible of the growing independence of 
Moskva, or acting at the instance of the King of Poland, seized upon a moment 
when Ivan was embroiled in a quarrel with his brothers (Boris and Andrei the 
elder) to march against this too-uplifted vassal. 1452Kazimir having, by the 
Peace of Olmutz (1479), closed the war with Hungary, was in a position to 
second Akhmet’s attack. The political genius of Ivan was equal to the 
emergency. By wise concessions he dispelled his brothers’ resentment and 
presented a united front to the invaders, while his friendship with Mengli-Girei, 
the Khan of the Krim Tartars, enabled him to send the Krimskie horsemen 
raiding into Lit’uania — an effective counter-stroke to Kazimir’s intrigues with 
the eastern khanate. Face to face in equal struggle with the enemy, the Grand 
Prince showed none of the impatient war-horse-snorting ardour which was 
expected of him; showed rather a spirit of misgiving and vacillation, which had 
to be goaded by women and ecclesiastics before it could be wound up to the 
necessary pitch. This unwillingness to fight need not be set down unhesitatingly 
to want of courage. Erst wdge, dann wage, the motto of a world-wise man of a 
later day, was the life-motive of this wary yet strenuous kniaz, and he had good 
reason to pause before staking the existence of his monarchy on a pitched battle 
with Akhmet. The disaster which befell Vitovt, and the equally unprofitable 
sequel to the victory of Dimitri Donskoi, warned Ivan of the risk he ran in 
courting a like experience. With a little patience, a little more feigned 
submission, Moskva would see the power of the Horde crumble away of its own 
corrosive action; on the other hand, the defeat of the Grand Prince’s army would 
place his territories at the mercy of the real enemy, and the aggrandisement of 
the Polish-Lit’uanian crown would be a death-blow to Moskovy. For months the 
two armies faced each other on opposite banks of the Ougr, Ivan urged by his 
soldiers and by the fiery Vassian, Archbishop of Rostov, to strike a blow against 
the impious enemy of God, and the impious one waiting for Lit’uanian succours 
before attacking Ivan. At length the approach of winter froze the dividing river 
and left no further obstacle to defer the contest. But the final snapping of the 
Mongol yoke was to be effected in a manner which partook of the ridiculous 


rather than the heroic. Ivan gave orders to his boyarins to withdraw the army to a 
position more favourable for receiving the attack; the backward movement 
engendered a panic among the Russians, and the retreat was changed into a 
flight. On the other bank of the Ougr the Mongols were alarmed to find that the 
foe whom they had been watching so closely for months had suddenly vanished; 
a flank attack, a rear attack, some unseen horror, was evidently creeping upon 
them, and the hosts of Akhmet raced away from Moskovite soil as though all the 
saints of the Orthodox calendar had been mobilised against them. Ivan, like 
many another frozen-blooded strategist, had won by waiting, and might now turn 
his undivided and untrammelled energies towards the western foe. 

The dynasty of Yagiello had emerged from its lair in the Lit’uanian forests at 
a moment when the old reigning families of Poland, Hungary, and Bohemia 
were dying out, and it seemed not unlikely that this new and vigorous stock 
would gather up the fallen threads of Piast, Arpad, and Premyslide, and weave 
together a powerful Slav-Magyar Empire. Already in outward appearance a 
considerable step towards this goal had been made. Kazimir Yagiellovitch had 
re-united the Polish and Lit’uanian lands under his sceptre, West Russia was 
entirely in his hands, Pomerellen and West Prussia had been wrested from the 
Order, and one of his sons filled the Bohemian throne; in Hungary his 
pretensions were only held in check by the vigour of Matthias Hunnyades. 
Against this wide-stretching dominion the Grand-principality of Moskva was 
pitted in a struggle as deadly as any that was waged between kindred species of 
life in far primeval days. And for this struggle Moskva was the more strongly 
equipped, despite her disparity of forces, by the solidly-wrought cohesion into 
which centuries of adversity had hammered her. Nor did her ruler rely for 
success on his own unaided resources; besides his familiar sprite of the steppes, 
the Krim Tartar Khan, Ivan drew into a league of suspended hostility Matthias of 
Hungary — the great stumbling-block to Polish expansion — and Stefan VI., 
Hospodar of Moldavia. The latter Prince, whose efforts had raised his country, 
almost for the first time in her chequered history, to a position of independence, 
and whose exploits against the Turks had gained for him, from Sixtus IV., the 
title of l’Athlète du Christ, was allied with the Moskovite princely family by the 
marriage of his daughter with the young Ivan, son of the Grand Prince by his 
first wife, Mariya of Tver. The outcome of these preparations was not open war; 
the two powers remained snarling at each other and watching for some 
favourable opportunity for attack. Ivan looked on complacently while Mengli- 
Girei made an inroad upon the Podolian lands and plundered Kiev, while on the 
other side Kazimir was believed to have incited the Order to hostilities against 
Moskva. Ivan’s forces, however, overawed the Teutons, and in another direction 


Kazimir’s designs were frustrated; a counter matrimonial alliance, between 
Mikhail of Tver and a granddaughter of the King of Poland, was nipped in the 
bud by the Grand Prince’s vigilance, and soon afterwards the Tverskie kniaz, 
detected in an intrigue with Kazimir, was forced to fly from Ivan’s vengeance. 
1485The little principality, which had been for centuries a thorn in the side of 
Moskva, was swallowed up in the Grand Prince’s dominions, and Kazimir had 
the mortification of seeing his enemy grow stronger instead of weaker as a result 
of this diplomatic skirmishing. 

If the Polish King counted on wearying Ivan into some rash or negligent act 
of open hostility or wanton enterprise he knew not his man. The Moskovite 
never undertook a task greater than his forces were able to accomplish, or 
attempted to hold more than he could with safety manage. Hence his resources 
were never exhausted, and the long period of pent hostility was turned on his 
part to solid advantage. 1487The small appanages of Rostov and Yaroslavl 
shared the fate of Tver and Novgorod, Viatka was reduced to submission, Perm 
and the silver-yielding region of the Petchora were added to the sovereignty, and 
Kazan, long a scourge to the Volga Russians, fell into the power of the Grand 
Prince. Ivan set a vassal Khan on the throne of this new dependency, reserving 
for himself the title of Prince of Bulgaria. A new title, indeed, was becoming 
necessary to describe the august being who was emerging from the cocoon state 
of a Prince of Moskva, and Ivan henceforth begins to style himself Tzar in his 
foreign correspondence. 


The growing power and importance of the Moskovite state, emerged from its 
Tartar thraldom and hallowed by its connection with the dead Byzantine past, 
brought it more into contact with the western world from which it had drifted so 
far apart. Like the hero of the Dutch romance, revisiting the haunts of early life 
after his protracted slumber, Russia was renewing the relations she had held with 
Christendom before her opium-sleep in the shadow of the Khans. The wily and 
patient kniaz had a double purpose to serve in encouraging intercourse with the 
western princes: in the first place, to seek fresh allies against the arch-enemy, 
Poland; in the second, to procure for his beloved capital a share of the progress 
and civilisation which was then illuminating Europe. Embassies and presents 
were exchanged with the Emperor (Frederick III.) and with the young 
Maximilian, “King of the Romans.” The death of Matthias (1490) and the 
election to the Hungarian crown of Ladislas, King of Bohemia and son of 
Kazimir, placed Maximilian in direct opposition to the House of Yagiello, and 
Ivan was ready to join with the Habsburg in an attack on the common enemy. 
1491The hostilities in Hungary were, however, cut short by a peace based on 


one of the “family compacts” so dear to the House of Austria, and Ivan, in his 
turn, saw the power of his foe wax stronger in spite of his diplomatic efforts. In 
another and more unexpected direction the Grand Prince established relations of 
friendship; the Ottoman power had already stretched its grasp over Kaffa and the 
fertile lands of the Krim peninsula, and Mengli-Girei was enrolled among the 
vassals of the Sultan Bayezid II. With this pacific occupant of the Throne of the 
Faithful Ivan exchanged courtesies — a sorry miscarriage of the hopes of the 
match-making Pontiffs. Doubtless the Russian Prince saw in the Sultan a 
possible ally against the new King of Hungary, who might one day unite on his 
head the crowns of Poland and Lit’uania. Not in this direction, however, were 
travelling the energies of the house of Yagiello. Kazimir seemed bent on 
providing his numerous sons with separate kingdoms and principalities; having 
failed in his attempt to divide the crowns of Hungary and Bohemia, he tried to 
secure the succession of his second son, John-Albert, to the Polish throne, and 
recommended another son, Alexander, to the boyarins of the grand duchy. 
Having thus, in marked contrast to the life-work of his great rival, done all that 
he could to ensure the disintegration of his sovereignty, the King comfortably 
sickened of a fatal disease and passed away with the famous moriendum ergo on 
his lips. 1492Subsequent events fell in with his testamentary wishes. The 
Lituanians elected Alexander as Grand Duke, and the Polish Diet, after many 
stormy sittings, recognised John-Albert as its sovereign — a recognition 
possibly influenced by the arrival on the scene of deliberation of 1600 armed 
men enlisted on that Prince’s behalf. 

The enfeeblement of Lit’uania by reason of its separation from Poland invited 
the long-nursed hostility of the Grand Prince and his faithful ally, Mengli-Girei. 
The latter ravaged the Lettish territories in the south, while the forces of the 
former harried all along the Moskovite border. Many of the boyarins and petty 
princes subject to Alexander passed over to the service of a monarch who was of 
their own nationality and religion, and the Grand Duke had to signalise his 
accession by buying off the hostility of Ivan with the surrender of some frontier 
lands. 1494On these terms an “eternal peace” was accommodated between the 
two countries, and the following year a matrimonial alliance was effected 
between Alexander and Ivan’s daughter Elena. Whatever chance might have 
existed of durable concord between a weak state holding conquered territory and 
a strong state to whom that territory has once belonged was extinguished by the 
irritating stipulations with which this marriage contract bristled. Uncomfortable 
as a neighbour, Ivan was incompatible as a father-in-law; the safeguards which 
had been insisted on against any tampering with the Princess’s Orthodoxy were 
supplemented by minute regulations with regard to her worship, her household, 


even her dress. She might visit a Catholic church as a curiosity — twice; she was 
to eschew Polish costumes, even her cooks were of Russian selection. In fact, 
her Court was to be an Orthodox Moskovite oasis in the Lit’uanian desert. 
Alexander found he had sacrificed his domestic independence without obtaining 
any compensating security for his dominions; the restless Hospodar of Moldavia 
and the Krimskie Khan continued to harry the Podolian and Galician lands, and 
the Moskovites were openly aggressive towards the Grand Duke’s subjects. 
Ivan, indeed, at this period seems to have rated the power of the Yagiellos 
cheaply, and to have permitted himself a diversion in the affairs of North- 
western Europe. Whether he had secretly nursed designs against the merchants 
of the Hansa League, who continued to maintain a flourishing commerce at 
Novgorod after the civic glories had departed from her, or whether for once his 
coldly-measured policy was influenced by an unpent passion, the facts scarcely 
indicate. 1495The spark that roused, or gave plausible ground for, his sudden 
resentment against the unsuspecting traders was the torture of two Russian 
subjects at Revel — who were boiled to death for coining false money and 
otherwise misconducting themselves — coupled with an insult to the Grand 
Prince. Ivan revenged himself by swooping down on the famous Hanse factory 
at Novgorod, confiscating all the merchandise therein stored, and seizing the 
persons of forty-nine merchants of Lubeck, Hamburg, Munster, Dortmund, 
Revel, Dorpat, etc. By this raid he enriched himself with a sum computed at a 
million gulden, but the Hansa trade with Novgorod and Pskov was diverted to 
Revel and the Livlandish towns. Skandinavian affairs next engaged the Grand 
Prince’s attention, and the embarrassments of Sweden offered an opportunity for 
wiping off old scores with that ancient enemy. Under the administration of the 
Regent Sture the Swedes had broken away from the Kalmar Union, and refused 
to acknowledge as their sovereign Johann, Duke of Schleswig-Holstein, and 
King of Denmark and Norway; with this monarch Ivan entered into an active 
alliance, and the bleak uplands and marsh-choked forests of Finland became the 
scene of an obstinate war. Ivangorod, the newly-built Russian frontier fortress 
and the Swedish outpost of Viborg were in turn besieged by the belligerents, and 
the Finns experienced the calamities to which border peoples are particularly 
liable. Neither side gained any important advantage, and the war was brought to 
a sudden termination by the election of Johann to the crown of Sweden. 

The influence of Byzantine ideas which had permeated the Moskovite Court 
showed itself in a series of sinister developments, which closely reproduced the 
palace intrigues for which the Greek capital had been infamous. (1490)By the 
death of the young Ivan, son of the Grand Prince by his first wife, the heirship in 
the direct line had devolved upon the former’s infant son, Dimitri; a formidable 


competitor existed, however, in Vasili, eldest son of Ivan by his second 
marriage, and herein lay the constituents of a pretty succession dispute, in which 
of course the two mothers, Elena of Moldavia and Sophie Paleologus, urged with 
inconvenient insistency the claims of their respective sons. The law of hereditary 
succession was an exotic plant on Russian soil, and men’s ideas were not yet 
sufficiently fixed to remove all question of doubt on the subject. For a 
comparatively newly established Court matters were carried through with 
remarkable correctness of detail. Plots were discovered — or imagined, tortures 
extracted confessions, guilty boyarins yielded up their lives on the banks of the 
river Moskva, Sophie and her son were disgraced, and the child Dimitri 
solemnly crowned as Ivan’s successor. The latter decision may have been 
influenced by a desire to “keep in” with the Hospodar Stefan, rather than by any 
scrupulous regard for hereditary rights, but at least it shows how little the 
heirship-of-the-Cesars idea had taken hold of Moskovite minds. 1499Renewed 
intrigues brought about a reaction, Sophie and her son were restored to the light 
of the Grand Prince’s countenance, and another batch of executions and 
imprisonments, among the Dimitri party this time, restored peace and happiness 
to the domestic circle. Vasili was decorated with the title of Prince of Novgorod 
and Pskov, and the succession remained for the present a reopened question. 
Meanwhile the eternal peace was showing signs of the decay to which such 
institutions are liable. In August 1499 appeared at Moskva the ambassador of 
Lituania, one Stanislav Gliebovitch, big with grievances against the Grand 
Prince. Stefan of Moldavia was threatened by the all-devouring Turk; would 
Ivan unite with the sovereigns of Lituania, Poland, and Hungary on his behalf? 
Why had Ivan, notwithstanding the peace, incited Mengli-Girei to raid the Grand 
Duke’s territories? And if Alexander conceded to Ivan the title “Sovereign of all 
Russia,” would the latter promise to renounce all claim on Kiev for himself and 
his heirs? To the last of these propositions Ivan returned a scornful negative. 
With regard to the suggested crusade he was ready to give assistance to Stefan 
when the latter should personally ask for it. The charge concerning Mengli, 
which could not be denied, was met by counter-recriminations respecting 
Alexander’s intrigues with the Golden Horde. The irritation felt at Vilna at the 
uncompromising attitude of the Grand Prince towards the proposals put forward 
by this mission was not allowed to calm down. Ivan presented on his part a batch 
of complaints concerning the non-fulfilment of various items in the Princess 
Elena’s marriage agreement, and the alleged forced conversion of the Grand 
Duke’s Russian subjects to the Latin faith. The amenities of religion gave the 
finishing touch to an already overstrained situation. Lit’uania and the Russian 
provinces included within its political bounds swarmed with an aristocratic 


population of boyarin-princes, some offshoots of the prolific stock of Rurik, 
others descendants of Gedimin. The Russian and Orthodox among them 
naturally inclined towards the rising power of Moskva, while among the Letts 
were many who bore no affection to the Yagiellos and were disposed rather to 
cast in their lot with the all-conquering Grand Prince. Even the grandsons of 
Shemiaka were drawn back to the allegiance which their forbears had deserted; 
in short, all along the border there was an uprising of princes and voevodas on 
behalf of the Prince of Moskva. 

With the melting of the winter snows both sides prepared to take the field. 
The Tartars of the Krim steppes turned the noses of their wiry little horses 
towards the west; those of Kazan pushed along the wooded valley of the Upper 
Volga to swell the war-bands gathering at Moskva; the Grand Prince’s own 
horse-carls (with their quaint equipment of sabre, bow and arrows, mace, kisten, 
and whip, and their heavy quilted jerkins) clambered on to their sturdy shaggy- 
heeled steeds and marshalled themselves under their respective boyarins and 
captains; the bulbous domes and campaniles of the magnificent-grown city re- 
echoed the pealing war-notes, and in wood and wold howled S. George’s dogs in 
chorus, in anticipation of the good times coming. 

Neither prince commanded his army in person; each in fact was employed in 
weaving alliances against the other. The main body of the Moskovite troops was 
under the direction of the voevoda Yakov Zakharievitch; the Letts were 
generalled by the hetman Konstantin Ostrojhskie. All the advantage of 
preparedness lay with the Moskovites, who in fact had taken possession of 
several Lit’uanian places while the Grand Duke was still in the negotiating stage. 
Alexander awoke from his chafing and peeving and yielding to find that his 
parent terrible was ensconced on the wrong side of the border, and the 
detestable Mengli-Girei, who hunted in couple with the Grand Prince, was 
careering unchecked through Podolia and Galicia; also the interesting champion 
of Christendom, who loved the Poles no better than he loved the Turks, was 
preparing to make a hostile incursion upon the same provinces. The Grand Duke 
on his part made overtures to the Order and dispatched couriers to Shikh- 
Akhmat, Khan of Astrakhan, and mortal enemy of Mengli. 

July 1500 

The superiority in warfare which had distinguished the Letts under their early 
princes seemed to have been lost at this juncture, and the first collision between 
the opposing forces — on the plain of Mit’kov, by the banks of the Vedrosh — 
resulted in a complete victory for the Moskovites. The hetman and many 
Lituanian pans were taken prisoners, and there was joy in the bulb-topped city. 
The position of the long-time enemies was exactly reversed; the Moskovite and 


Tartar armies swept all before them in the open country, but the fortified citadels 
of Polotzk, Smolensk, Vitebsk, and other border strongholds resisted the attacks 
of the invaders, as the Kreml had defied those of Olgerd and Vitovt in bygone 
days. In the south-west the Krim hordes, led by Mengli-Girei’s son, burnt 
Kremenetz, Lublin, and many other towns and gorodoks. Unable to make a 
respectable resistance to his enemies on either side, Alexander engaged himself 
in a feverish activity of negotiation. In January 1501 ambassadors from Ladislav 
of Hungary-Bohemia and Albert of Poland journeyed to Moskva on a fruitless 
errand of mediation. Urgent remonstrances were dispatched from Vilna to 
Moldavia, begging the Athlete du Christ to be athletic in any other direction than 
that of the grand duchy, while anxious endeavours were made to enlist the aid of 
the German Order against the victorious Moskovite. The office of Land-Master 
of Livland was filled at this moment by the able warrior Walter von Plettenberg, 
and though crippled in power and dominion since the disastrous field of 
Tannenberg, the knights were still a formidable fighting force. Little reason had 
they to love the Yagiellos, but at this moment Teutonic feeling was more 
inflamed against the phoenix-growth of the new Russian power that had arisen 
from the ashes of Mongol devastation. The Order saw the hand that armed Pskov 
and Izborsk against its territories; the Hansa merchants thought of the violence 
done to their trading rights at Novgorod; and the empire felt jealous of the rival 
sovereignty, owning neither Pope nor Kaiser, which threatened to make the late 
Emperor’s fatuous monogram more illusory than ever. Taking advantage of this 
latent hostility, Alexander was able to bring about an offensive alliance between 
himself and the Order, into which also entered the sovereign ecclesiastics of 
Riga, Revel, Dorpat, Oesel, and Pilten. This new phase of the struggle was 
heralded by the arrest of 200 Russian merchants at Dorpat, a belated reprisal for 
the affair of Novgorod. Ivan dispatched towards the Livlandish border an army 
of Moskovites and Pskovians, computed to have been 40,000 strong. Against 
this array von Plettenberg could only bring into action, at a locality 10 verstas 
from Izborsk, a force of 4000 knights and some irregulars. The Germans, 
however, were well supplied with artillery, and the noise, perhaps more than the 
execution, of their fire-belching implements of war caused a panic among the 
Russians, who fled in confusion. And here it may be remarked that the Russian 
warriors of that period were somewhat liable to these sudden stampedes; as a 
contemporary observer neatly remarks, “They make the first charge on the 
enemy with great impetuosity, but their valour does not seem to hold out very 
long, for they seem as if they would give a hint to the enemy, as much as to say, 
‘if you do not flee, we must.’” Without straining a point it may be assumed that 
this liability to panic was in some measure due to the superstitious coddling of 


their religion, which depicted angels and saints and Bogoroditzas as ready, on 
suitable occasions, to interfere with effect on their behalf; consequently if the 
enemy stood his ground for any length of time the disheartened warriors 
experienced an uneasy lama sabacthani feeling that all was not well with them 
in the desired quarter, and demoralisation ensued. The stubbornly contested field 
of Koulikovo scarcely furnishes the exception which “proves the rule,” as on 
that occasion the Metropolitan had announced that victory would only be 
attained after much fighting. 

This ignominious collapse left Pskov to receive the full fury of von 
Plettenberg’s attack, and the citizens in desperation prepared to make a more 
creditable stand behind their walls than they had done in the field. But the 
threatened blow did not fall; a pestilence of some severity broke out among the 
“iron men,” and the army of the Order was obliged to return to quarters. 

Another change came over the complexion of affairs. John-Albert had 
terminated an inglorious reign by a fit of apoplexy in the month of June, and on 
the 23rd October the Polish Diet elected Alexander to the vacant throne. This 
event did not strengthen his hands as much as might have been expected. The 
Polish pans and nobles were a turbulent self-seeking class, and were not likely to 
rush recklessly to the defence of Lit’uania while their new monarch stayed 
quietly at home and tampered possibly with their precious privileges. Ivan on the 
other hand, undeterred by the reverse near Izborsk, prosecuted the war with 
persistent energy. Employing the best possible method for heartening his troops 
against the Teutons, he sent them ravaging into Livland on the heels of the 
retreating army. Another victory was obtained over the Lit’uanians, while Shikh- 
Akhmet, who had made a diversion against Mengli on the east, was chased out 
of his dominions by the allied Moskovite and Krim forces. Thus darkly for 
Alexander closed the year 1501. Ivan had maintained his ground in every 
direction, and had inflicted grievous harm on the allies of Poland. His Russian 
and Tartar cavalry had raided unchecked round Neuhausen, Marienburg, and the 
cathedral lands of Dorpat, the autumn floods and consequent state of the roads 
preventing the heavy-armed knights and their heavier artillery from taking the 
field. With the first frosts the invaders withdrew across the border, followed by 
the indefatigable Land-Master, who at last was able to abandon his enforced 
inaction. His hastily gathered forces were, however, outmatched by the superior 
numbers of the marauders, and in an encounter at Helmet (25th November) the 
Germans were beaten back and 300 of the episcopal troops of Dorpat left upon 
the field. 

The war dragged on throughout the early months of the new year; a waiting 
game obviously suited Ivan’s plans and there was none to force his hand. The 


dread of Russian-Tartar raids made the Livlander prelates and burggreves chary 
of sending off their lanzknechts to the support of the Land-Master, and von 
Plettenberg was for a long time unable either to clear his borders of the 
freebooting bands, or to carry the hostilities into the enemy’s country. From 
Alexander came no help, only couriers with promises. The King was prodigal 
with his messengers and tireless in sketching plans of campaign for himself and 
his allies; the only detail which he allowed himself to neglect was the carrying 
out of his share of the preconcerted action. This omission placed his friends in 
awkward predicaments; Shikh-Akhmet was a miserable fugitive, von Plettenberg 
found himself facing the whole Moskovite fighting strength, except that 
detachment which was leisurely besieging Smolensk. Autumn witnessed a 
quickening of the situation. Still trusting to Alexander’s fly-blown promises, the 
Land-Master assumed the aggressive and trained his ponderous artillery against 
the walls of Pskov. The burghers saw their battlements and ramparts crumble 
away beneath the thundering cannonade of the mighty siege-pieces, and day by 
day weaker grew the defences which divided them from their bitterest enemies. 
But while no Polish troops put in an appearance, the hearts of the besieged were 
gladdened by the sight of the tossing manes of thousands of Tartar horses and 
the conical head-dress of thousands of Ivan’s warriors. The advancing Russian 
host was large enough to smother the slender following of von Plettenberg, but 
the iron-sheathed German knights and footmen were capable of offering a stout 
resistance to the arrows and even the trenchant sabres of their opponents. The 
Land-Master withdrew his force to the shores of the Smolina Lake, where, on 
the day of the Exaltation of the Cross (14th September) the Black Cross warriors 
commenced one of the most brilliant battles of their crowded annals. For three 
days they held the field against the stubborn attacks of the whirlwind-sweeping 
squadrons; “with blood and dust,” says an old chronicle, “both steed and rider 
were bedecked, so that none might tell the colour”; and when finally exhaustion 
and discouragement deterred the Russians from renewing the attack, the Iron 
men were able to claim the victory. But the willing horse had worked itself to a 
standstill; von Plettenberg was obliged to lead his scarred and weary followers 
homeward, and if the Moskovites were too crippled to re-commence their raids, 
at the same time the Livlanders were forced out of Russian territory. 

Meanwhile in another direction had fallen a long impending blow, no further 
to be averted by the eloquent epistles of the Complete Letter-writer. The 
redoubtable Hospodar, nursing against Poland the remembrance of recent 
wrongs, and profiting by her present embarrassments, burst suddenly into 
Galicia, and gleaned where the Tartars had harvested. Several towns fell with 
little resistance into his hands, and were annexed to his Moldavian dominions. 


Not in accord with Ivan was this invasion undertaken, for the question of the 
succession to the Moskovite throne had caused a rupture between the two 
princes. Mengli-Girei was, in fact, the pivot on which the anti-Polish alliance 
turned; the Grand Prince was not on good terms with the Hospodar, and the 
latter could not be considered as otherwise than hostile to the Turkish Sultan, but 
Mengli was the friend and ally of all three. The winter of 1502-3 found matters 
in much the same state as they had been twelve months earlier. The Grand 
Prince’s troops had been obliged to raise the siege of Smolensk, but they still 
retained the lands they had seized at the commencement of the war, still held 
their own in the Baltic districts. A candidate for the blessings traditionally 
allotted to the peacemaker now appeared in the person of the Pontiff, who sought 
to bring about an accommodation between the contending sovereigns. The 
splendid profligate who occupied the throne of S. Peter was not actuated by a 
constitutional or professional abhorrence of bloodshed — under his pontificate 
the Eternal City had been a shambles rather than a sheepfold, — but for the 
present the smiting of the Infidel seemed to him more urgent than the harrying of 
the Orthodox, especially as the Orthodox seemed well able to retaliate. With an 
uncrushed and unappeased enemy on their flank, it was clearly impossible for 
the kings of Hungary and Poland and the Teutonic Order to join in the crusade 
by which the Borgia fondly hoped to sweep the Ottoman from Europe. Hence 
the apparition of this very soiled dove masquerading with an olive branch in its 
crimson beak. 

Ivan was undoubtedly master of the situation, and was able practically to 
dictate his own terms, which he proceeded to do notwithstanding the clamour of 
the crowd of envoys and ambassadors — Papal, Hungarian, Polish, Teutonic, 
and Livlandish — who had gathered at Moskva. In the first place, the Grand 
Prince would not hear of an “eternal peace,” but limited the negotiations to the 
arrangement of a six-years’ truce (25th March 1503 to 25th March 1509). With 
some slight remissions the Moskovites retained the lands they had laid hands on 
during the war; Tchernigov, Starodoub, Poutivl, Novgorod-Severski, Briansk, 
Toropetz, and others, in all nineteen towns, seventy districts, twenty-two 
gorodoks (townlets), and thirteen villages, were ceded by Alexander to his 
uncomfortable father-in-law. The Livlanders, who had played so important a part 
in the war, were left as much in the lurch by their graceless ally during the 
negotiations as they had been throughout the fighting, and the conditions they 
were obliged to accept to participate in the truce were far from favourable. The 
Russian merchants were to be liberated from their prisons at Dorpat; the bishop 
of that see was to resume payment of an old tribute of wax and honey to the 
Grand Prince, and a Greek church was to be erected in the town. The Livlander 


prisoners were not released by the Moskovites, and against these concessions 
and disadvantages could only be set a clause which restricted the fishery rights 
of the Pskovians in Lake Peipus to the east shore. 

The Khan of the Krim steppes was not directly included in the truce, though 
Alexander innocently supposed that Ivan’s ally was implicated in the general 
pacification; the Grand Prince privately took care to prevent Mengli-Girei from 
sharing this impression, and the Tartar hordes continued to disquiet the 
Lituanian provinces. 

Short though the term of the truce was, it outlasted the two principals who 
within a few months of each other attained that eternal peace which in life they 
had been unable to compact for. Ivan, in fact, had but obtained a breathing space 
in which to arrange the affairs of his family and gosoudarstvo before closing his 
long reign of forty-three years. While the war was yet being waged he had 
definitely broken with the Moldavian or Dimitri party, knowing well that Stefan 
could neither relinquish nor Alexander forgive the loss of the towns which the 
former had wrested from Poland, and hence that no imprudence on his part 
would unite his two family connections against him. Dimitri had been stripped 
of his prospective title and guarded as a prisoner in his palace, while the names 
of himself and his mother were struck off from the prayers of the Church. This 
step was followed by the proclamation of Vasili as the Grand Prince’s successor. 
The death of Elena in 1505, and of the Hospodar a year earlier, left the youth 
Dimitri in a forlorn and friendless condition. 

In the winter of 1505 (27th October) Ivan ended his long and remarkable 
reign. The sovereignty which he relinquished was scarcely to be recognised as 
the same which had been bequeathed to him by Vasili the Darkened. From a 
struggling principality it had shot up into a monarchy, struggling still, but for 
empire, not existence. The terrible humiliating Mongol yoke, which had been 
such a bitter reality when Ivan’s world was young, seemed now the almost 
forgotten bogey of a dimly-remembered past. A revolt of the Khan of Kazan, the 
last event of the old man’s reign, served only to emphasise the fact of the altered 
relations between Tartar and Moskovite. Perm, the regions of the Petchora, and 
the vast boreal territories which had belonged to the republic of Novgorod more 
than doubled the extent of the Grand-principality, which had been further 
swelled by the absorption of Tver and Viatka, and the conquest from Lit’uania of 
the Russian lands east of the Sojh. The standing and importance of the 
Moskovite State likewise had kept pace with its expansion during this long 
reign, and the policy of the Kreml was a matter of interest not merely to Sarai 
and Riazan and Vilna as heretofore, but to Buda, Constantinople, Wien, and 
Rome, to Krakow, Kjébenhavn, Upsal, and Koenigsberg. 


Such was the inheritance which Vasili III. Ivanovitch received from the cold 
hands of his father; from his mother (who had died in 1503) he derived the 
reflected glory which centred in the last of the Paleologi. Embarrassments too 
were not wanting to disquiet the opening days of the new reign. Besides the 
revolt of Kazan, the suspended hostilities with Poland and Livland threatened the 
future repose of the State. The alert and provident von Plettenberg was 
husbanding his resources against a renewal of the war, and was, moreover, 
receiving considerable Teutonic and Catholic support. A loan had been 
subscribed on his behalf by the cities of Lubeck and Rostock, and the Pope had 
diverted to his use a share of the receipts accruing from the sale of indulgences 
— an ingenious device which at the same time equipped the gentlemen of God 
against the heretics, admitted more souls to swell the triumph-song of Heaven, 
and, incidentally, enriched the coffers of Holy Church. Financial aid was also 
forthcoming from Maximilian, who granted to the Land-Master a three years’ 
privilege to exact tolls from all ships entering Livlandish harbours (1505). The 
policy of the Emperor at this moment halted between an angry suspicion of the 
house of Yagiello, which drew him towards a good understanding with Moskva, 
and a jealous solicitude for the German colony on the Baltic, which pulled him 
in the opposite direction. Alexander, relieved of the nightmare incubus of his 
terrible father-in-law, lost no time in resuming his plaints and proposals to the 
new sovereign. Would Vasili restore the filched territories to Lit’uania and peace 
to the two countries? To which the Grand Prince replied that he was willing to 
conclude peace on the condition that Kiev and Smolensk were ceded to him. 
Clearly the time was not yet ripe for negotiation. 

In August of 1506 the King of Poland followed his great rival to the grave, 
cheered on his death-bed by the rare news of a victory over the Krim Tartars. 
Sigismund, another son of Kazimir, obtained the double election to the Polish- 
Lituanian throne. 

Meanwhile Vasili was engaged in dealing with the defiant Kazanese, not with 
conspicuous success. The Moskovite army, led by the Grand Prince’s brother 
Dimitri, after having in tum been repulsed by the enemy and victorious in a 
second attack, was finally taken by surprise and irremediably routed, abandoning 
in its flight several cannon. Preparations for another expedition were 
countermanded owing to the submission of the Khan. This pacification was of 
timely service to Moskva, for relations with Poland became suddenly strained 
and the truce ceased to be effective. The firefly who led both parties into the 
uncertain issue of open hostility was a Polish pan, Mikhail Glinski, celebrated 
for his recent victory over the Krim horde. Of Tartar extraction and German 
education, this restless spirit had attached himself to the Lituanian Court, where 


his success, or the ambition ensuing therefrom, gained him many enemies. The 
accession of the new king brought matters to a head, and Glinski demanded 
justice between himself and his detractors. Sigismund procrastinated, and the 
aggrieved noble went over, with all his followers, to the service of Moskva, 
plundering and slaying as he went. Vasili took the interesting waif under his 
protection, and the border regions were soon well alight with the fires of war. 
Russian and Tartar troops followed the beck of the stark strife-kindling free- 
lance, who had the satisfaction of surprising in his palace near Grodno the pan 
Jabrzczinski, the foremost among his calumniators. “Have I found thee, O mine 
enemy?” With savage glee he inflicted the death penalty on his foe, and went on 
his way exulting. 1508In the month of June Sigismund appeared on the scene 
with a formidable army and chased the invaders out of his territory. The result, 
however, of the whole affair was favourable to Moskva; a peace was effected 
between the two countries which confirmed Vasili in the possession of his 
father’s conquests and recognised Glinski and other disaffected Lit’uanians as 
Moskovite subjects. The Order, as usual, was left to take care of itself, and von 
Plettenberg saw himself with some alarm standing single-handed against 
Moskva, with only a few more months of the truce to run. Vasili, however, 
raised no difficulty in the way of a good understanding with the Germanic 
knights and Livlandish prelates, whom it was to his interest to detach from the 
Polish alliance, and a fourteen years’ peace was concluded on mutually 
satisfactory grounds. 1509Thus the Grand Prince obtained a respite from the 
exhausting neighbour-war, which gave him the opportunity to resume the great 
work of consolidation within his own frontiers. 

Delivered by the fourteen years’ peace from the state of insecurity which had 
been almost normal with them for nearly a century, the Pskovians might possibly 
have looked forward to a season of tranquillity and prosperity. Tranquillity they 
were certainly to have, but it was to be the repose of decay, not of belaurelled 
affluence. The Grand Prince, also delivered from the embarrassments of a 
foreign war, revived the designs which had long been harboured at Moskva 
against the independence of Pskov. Betaking himself and his Court to Novgorod 
in the autumn of 1509, he summoned thither the posadniks, boyarins, and 
notables of the city on the Peipus to give an account of their grievances against 
the Governor, Ivan Obolenski, who had rendered himself unpopular. Scarcely 
had the deputed citizens arrived than they were arrested and shut up in the 
famous archiepiscopal palace, which, after having furnished a prison for many a 
subject-ridden kniaz, now became a place of detention for those who were under 
the sovereign’s displeasure. Without a struggle Pskov yielded to the fate of her 
“elder sister” Novgorod. 1510The vetché was dissolved and the city bell borne 


down from the Troitza tower. Vasili was faithfully moving in the path marked 
out by his predecessors. 

The domestic affairs of the Grand Prince’s Court were tinged, as indeed was 
the whole Moskovite life at this period, with a strong Asiatic leaven. Already in 
his father’s lifetime a bride had been chosen for him by a method which recalls 
the wooing of a sultan or a rajah rather than that of a Christian prince; 1500 of 
the most eligible damsels of the realm were gathered together for inspection, and 
their number gradually weeded down to ten. These were medically examined, 
and a “selection of the fittest” was made in the person of Solomonia, daughter of 
a boyarin of no very high standing. By an irony of circumstance this carefully 
picked consort disappointed the expectations which had been formed of her, and 
the prophecies and flatteries which lie in wait for the birth of a royal heir were 
baulked of their delivery. The absence of a successor in the direct line did not 
ameliorate the lot of the Grand Prince’s nephew, Dimitri. Since the accession of 
the new monarch the seclusion of the possible rival had become a close 
imprisonment, and his death was not unduly postponed. In Oriental State affairs, 
as indeed in those of Western Europe during the Middle Ages, it is a safe axiom 
that the inconvenient die young. Dimitri died. Unavoidably, the chronicles of the 
day suggested foul play, and he would not have been the only Russian Prince of 
the Blood who was conducted by an expeditious “royal road” through this vale 
of tears. 

Owing to the renewed importance of Russia in the affairs of Christendom, 
and the observations handed down to posterity by the ambassadors and 
commercial agents who penetrated into the bleak and reputedly barbarous 
regions of “Muscouvie,” the appearance and life of the isolated capital in this 
century stands out with a hitherto unwonted clearness. Hemmed in on all sides 
with thick forests, from whence, down the Moskva river, was floated the timber 
of which the houses were mostly built, the city stood in a setting of open 
meadows, swarming with hares and roebuck, which were reserved for the Grand 
Prince’s exclusive hunting. Fields and gardens and monasteries straggled so far 
into the outskirts (or slobodas) that it was difficult to tell exactly where the line 
of demarcation lay; for besides the Moskva on one side, and the ditch-like 
Neglina on the other, there were “no useful defences in the shape of walls, 
fosses, or ramparts.” The Kreml, or citadel, and in time the inner quarters of the 
town, were however strongly fortified. As is frequently the case in cities with 
Oriental characteristics, squalor and magnificence were strangely jumbled 
together. Mean huts and booths were interspersed with cupola-crowned churches 
and public buildings, which, designed for the most part by Byzantine and Italian 
artists, presented a quaint and not unpleasing confusion of eastern and western 


architecture. Despite the “forty times forty churches” which were springing up 
all over Moskva, the cleanliness which is supposed to accompany godliness was 
conspicuously absent. “This city” wrote the Imperial ambassador at the Court of 
Vasili, “is so broad and spacious, and so very dirty, that bridges have been 
constructed here and there in the highways and streets and in the other more 
distinguished parts.” Here, then, in this straggling wood-built metropolis, this 
germ-cell of the Russian Empire, dwelt the Grand Princes who were slowly 
evolving into Great White Tzars; amid a surrounding of cathedrals and mud, 
holy ikons and squalid hovels, dedicated gates and buildings topped with quaint 
bulbous domes and cupolas, gold, blue, and silver, moved the rulers of the 
Moskovite state. Hedged round with dreary ceremonial, waited on by courtiers 
and chamberlains and servants, clad in long flowing robes that smacked more of 
Bagdad than of Rome or Wien, the sovereigns of “all Russia” dwelt in a world 
apart from outside influences, and could only measure things by their own 
standard. 

As in a rookery at the approach of nesting-time certain early birds may be 
seen quietly pursuing their constructive operations amid the turmoil and racket 
of their less provident fellows, so all over Europe at this epoch, amid the anarchy 
which attended the decay of feudalism, the work of building was in full progress. 
The Habsburgs and Hohenzollerns in the Empire, the Valois in France, the 
Tudors in England, the Moskovite princes in Russia, were piecing together the 
foundations of what were eventually to be the five Great Powers of a 
transformed Europe. In the early years of the sixteenth century it seemed not 
improbable that the Yagiellos would create, out of the chaos of Polish, Magyar, 
Czech, Lettish, and West Russian lands, a personal dominion which might 
crystallise into an empire. But as in a rookery, to return to the simile, certain 
unfortunately situated nests suffer from the plundering attentions of competing 
builders, so the house of Yagiello was doomed to see its carefully collected 
materials snatched away in the predatory acquisitions of the Austrian archdukes, 
the Markgrafs of Brandenburg, and the Grand Princes of Moskva. And not only 
had the kings of Poland fallen among thieves, as it were, but their hands were 
more or less tied by their dependence on the most selfish of all governing 
classes, an anti-monarchical aristocracy. 


Between Poles and Moskovites neither truce nor treaty could long be 
effective, and war soon broke out anew; Sigismund had at last succeeded in 
detaching the Krim Tartars from the Russian alliance, or, more probably, the 
nomads had followed their own lawless inclinations in bursting upon the rich 
comlands of Riazan, “more fertile than all the other provinces of Russia.” The 


event served as a pretext for Vasili to march his troops into Lit’uania and besiege 
Smolensk. The moment was favourable for a rupture. The King of Hungary was 
tottering towards his grave, and two rival parties were more than anxious to 
constitute themselves guardians of his youthful son and his two kingdoms. In 
this struggle Sigismund found himself opposed to the Austrian Archduke, 
Maximilian, head of the Holy Roman Empire; more formidable, perhaps, in the 
former capacity than in the latter. Besides this embarrassment, the relations 
between Poland and the military Order were, to say the least, strained. The 
election (in 1511) of Albrecht, of the House of Brandenburg, to the office of 
Grand-Master, had given new vigour to the knights, who, since the disaster of 
Tannenberg, had been chafing against the Polish suzerainty. With the support, 
moral and material, of the Emperor, the Markgraf Joachim, and the Grand Prince 
of Moskva, it seemed possible that this over-lordship might be thrown off. Dec. 
1512Under these circumstances Vasili set forth in mid-winter, attended by his 
brothers Urii and Dimitri, by Mikhail Glinski, and numerous boyarins, and 
trailing after him in sledges his unwieldy artillery, served by German gunners, to 
undertake the siege of Smolensk. From contemporary accounts this important 
border city does not appear to have been very elaborately fortified, but its 
defences were sufficiently strong to withstand the Grand Prince’s attack, and in 
March the invading army returned to Moskva to avoid the dangers and 
discomforts of the approaching thaw. In the summer of the same year Vasili 
reiterated the attempt with no better result; the Russians at this time were not 
particularly skilled in the arts of sieges. The question of the Hungarian regency 
and eventual succession still agitated the Courts of Wien and Krakow, although 
Ladislas had not yet joined the “quiet people,” and in February 1514 an Imperial 
ambassador appeared at Moskva for the purpose of clinching a treaty between 
Maximilian and Vasili. The reciprocal agreement which was drawn up between 
the two parties is important from the fact that, in the German copy, the word 
“Tzar” was rendered “Kaiser” — the first occasion on which the imperial title 
was applied to the Russian monarch. 1514Three months later Vasili’s lieutenants 
at Novgorod concluded a treaty with the Hanseatic League, by which 
commercial relations were restored to their old footing. In June of the same year 
the importunate Grand Prince resumed his attack upon Smolensk, and reaped the 
reward of perseverance. The King of Poland, who had made no effort to succour 
the beleaguered city, attributed its loss to treachery, and vented his chagrin on 
the governor, a Bohemian named Solohoub, whom he put to death. The Russian 
accounts give the credit of the victory to the Moskovite artillery — which ought 
certainly to have got its range by that time — and to the pacific overtures of the 
citizens, headed by their Bishop Varsonof. 


The loss of this important place roused Sigismund to a more aggressive line 
of action than he had hitherto taken. Konstantin Ostrojhski was despatched 
against the enemy with a force of 30,000 men; a force which, though 
numerically far weaker than that at the disposal of Vasili, was better equipped, 
better provided with artillery, and, above all, better generalled. In the latter 
department the Moskovites sustained a severe loss by the defection of the 
unstable Glinski, who, disappointed in his expectation of obtaining the 
government of Smolensk in return for services rendered, made arrangements for 
deserting to the cause of his former sovereign. Sigismund was not loth to receive 
the strayed lamb back to his fold, but a misfortune, in the shape of a well- 
mounted band of the Grand Prince’s troops, overtook the transient pan before he 
had reached the Polish lines. Vasili rewarded his treason with rigorous 
imprisonment, deeming, perhaps, that he would be more valuable as a hostage 
than as a corpse. The two armies now faced each other from either bank of the 
Dniepr; the Russians were about 80,000 strong, and had, in addition to 
superiority of numbers, the further advantage of being on the defensive. This 
advantage, however, was thrown away by the inaction of the Moskovite 
voevodas, who stood helplessly looking on while Ostrojhski threw a bridge 
across the river and safely brought over his heavy artillery. 1514On the 8th 
September at Orsha, on the left bank of the Dniepr, was fought a terrific battle, 
in which the hordes of Moskovy went down in hopeless rout before the well- 
armed knights and well-served artillery of the Polish-Lit’uanian army. Allowing 
for exaggeration, the losses on the side of the vanquished were enormous. 
Sigismund, in the exultant letters he despatched to Pope, Cardinals, and the 
Doge of Venice, announcing the victory, estimates the Moskovite slain at 
30,000, and particularises a large number of distinguished prisoners. The disaster 
to the Moskovite arms roused the spirit of the Polish faction within the walls of 
Smolensk. The time-serving Bishop, who had been largely instrumental in the 
surrender of the town to Vasili, flattered himself that he might again dispose of 
its destinies, and, with the connivance of several boyarins, sent an invitation to 
the Polish general to come and possess himself of the place. The Moskovite 
voevoda, a member of the princely family of Shouyskie, was not, however, a 
quantité négligeable in the city, and the wily ecclesiastic’s schemes were sharply 
checkmated. When Ostrojhski came before the gates of Smolensk he might mark 
a grisly row of corpses strung up on the battlements, the centre of interest for 
flapping bands of crows and daws; these were the bodies of his luckless co- 
operators, who had been seized and executed by order of the governor, with the 
exception of Varsonof, whose equally guilty but more holy person was secured 
in a prison. The Polish hetman, thwarted in his hopes of peaceable possession, 


was likewise unsuccessful in an attempt to carry the city by assault, and the 
brilliant victory of Orsha had no more substantial result than the re-occupation of 
a few border posts. 


1515 


The death of Mengli-Girei and the accession of his son Makhmet to the Krim 
khanate, scarcely affected the relations between Moskva and the Horde, for the 
new Khan’s influence had for some time been dominant. Neither Vasili nor 
Sigismund could count on the support or even the neutrality of the Tartar chief, 
who took advantage of the hostility between Lit’uania and Moskva to ravage the 
lands of each with perfect impartiality. Another shift in the political balance 
deprived the Grand Prince of a more exalted though equally unreliable ally; a 
new family compact had been patched up between the Kaiser and the Kings of 
Hungary and Poland, and Maximilian was now as anxious to compose the 
quarrel in the east as he previously had been to inflame it. The continued 
successes of the Turks could not fail to inspire uneasiness in a prince who was 
scheming to acquire a preponderance in the lands of south-east Europe, and the 
Emperor wished to engineer a powerful alliance, German, Italian, Hungarian, 
and Polish, against this undesirable neighbour. The idea was obviously 
unworkable as long as Moskva hung threateningly on the Polish flank, hence the 
solicitude which the Habsburg felt to bring about a peace between the two Slav 
powers. For this end an Imperial ambassador, one Sigismund, Baron von 
Herberstein, left Germany at the end of 1516 on a mission of mediation to the 
Moskovite Court, where he arrived in April the following year, after a heroic 
journey over innumerable lakes and marshes “slippery with snow and ice,” over 
frozen rivers, and, towards the end, across ice rendered rotten by melting snow- 
water; much of the “way” lying too through a country desolated by skirmishing 
bands of Poles and Russians. 1517The chances of successful negotiation were 
not improved by an autumn campaign which Ostrojhski carried on, with 
disastrous result, in the district of Pskov; the small burg of Opotchka, valiantly 
defended by Vasili Saltikov, held out for fifteen days against the vigorous 
assaults of Polish, Lituanian, and Bohemian troops, and was eventually 
relieved, on the 18th October, by two converging Moskovite forces which drove 
Ostrojhski off the field. Notwithstanding this side-play the Polish envoys had 
joined Herberstein at Moskva, and were seeking to arrange a peaceable 
understanding between the Grand Prince and their master. Each side put forward 
absurdly unwarranted claims — Vasili, for instance, stipulated for the cession to 
Moskovy of Kiev and Polotzk, among other places, while the Poles demanded, 


in addition to Smolensk, a half-share of Novgorod, Pskov, and Tver. The real 
bone of contention was Smolensk, and as neither party would bate their 
pretension to the possession of that city, the negotiations came to an abortive end 
in November. 

If Herberstein’s efforts for the termination of the war were not crowned with 
success, his long and arduous journey was in other respects by no means barren 
of result. It is mainly owing to observations made on this, and on a subsequent 
embassy, that a picture has been preserved of the life at that gloomy Court, 
which was partly Asiatic, partly Archaic European. In the Rerum 
Moscoviticarum Commentarii, Maximilian’s ambassador set forth to the western 
world his experiences in the remote and desolate region beginning to be known 
as Muscouvie, much as an explorer in a more travelled age would retail the 
account of his wanderings in Central Africa. The Moskva of Vasili Ivanovitch 
was a curious compound of primitive Russian squalor, Byzantine splendour, the 
rude hospitality of feudal Christendom, and the dark and tortuous restraint of an 
Oriental capital. The state banquets, or rather the solemn and awful occasions 
when the Grand Prince invited the foreign ambassadors to dine with him and his 
dvoryanins (courtiers), are good examples of the conglomerate of ceremonial, 
simplicity, and patriarchal domesticity which obtained at the Moskovite Court. 
The Grand Prince and his brothers with the highest boyarins sat together at one 
table; at another, opposite, sat the distinguished guests of the evening, while 
round the hall were ranged tables for the remainder of the company. Bread was 
solemnly served out from the Prince’s table to such as he wished to compliment, 
and the feast invariably opened with the consumption of brandy and roast swans. 
The dishes were borne in and out by servants sumptuously attired, and in 
addition to brandy, mead, beer, and Greek wines were served in goblets which, 
like all the other appointments, were of pure gold. In such ponderous 
dissipations, in occasional coursing matches in his hare preserves round Moskva, 
in watching his foreign gunners exercise their skill with the heavy uncouth field- 
pieces at stated periods, and of course in elaborate religious ceremonies, did the 
Gosoudar of all Russia fill up the round of his private existence. The coursing 
seems to have been as cautious and “safe” as the Moskovite state-policy. “When 
the hare shows herself, three, four, five, or more dogs are slipped, and set after 
her on all sides; and when she is taken, there is loud hallooing, as if they had 
taken a large wild beast.” “Moreover, about an hundred men stood in long array, 
one half of whom were dressed in black, and the other in yellow; not far from 
them stood all the other horsemen, to prevent the hares from running through 
and escaping.” 


While the Imperial negotiations had been dragging out their span of stately 
uselessness, Vasili had effected a diplomatic stroke on his own account. The 
Grand Master Albrecht, despairing of receiving adequate support from the 
Emperor, in his present frame of mind, against the aggressive policy of the 
Polish monarch, turned his eyes towards the schismatic heretic who was playing 
so large a part in the affairs of east Europe. The common bond of hostility to 
Sigismund drew together the interests alike of Grand Prince and Grand-Master, 
and the plenipotentiary of the latter, Dietrich von Schönberg, was able to 
conclude a close alliance between Moskva and the Prussian section of the Order. 
1517Various causes contributed to delay the threatened struggle between 
Sigismund and the knights; chief of which was the restraining influence of the 
Kaiser, whose narrow family policy did not at present lend itself to a war 
between Teuton and Pole for the possession of the Baltic provinces. The death of 
Maximilian, however (January 1519), removed this obstacle, and the outbreak of 
hostilities was only postponed by a sudden and victorious incursion of the Krim 
Tartars upon Podolia and Lit’uania. The respite enabled Albrecht to enlist fresh 
support in men, money, and material, from several quarters. Von Plettenberg 
raised on his behalf a considerable number of troops and a heavy contribution to 
the war-chest; the King of Denmark, the Elector of Brandenburg, and the Grand 
Prince of Moskva helped to swell the resources of the venturesome Grand- 
Master, while on the other hand Sigismund knitted together all the available 
military force of the Yagiellos to crush the insubordination of this ambitious 
vassal. In the last days of the year 1519 broke “the long-threatened wild war- 
storm over the Order-lands.” The Polish monarch marched against the 
presumptuous warrior monks with an army “twelve miles wide,” swelled by 
Bohemian, Moravian, and Silesian contingents. Against this formidable array the 
undaunted Hohenzollern — worthy scion of an illustrious House — rode forth 
“on New Year’s Day, a dark stormy winter’s day,” with all the following he 
could muster. 1520A wild and devastating war ensued, in which whole 
provinces were cruelly wasted, and the skill and courage of the Order knights 
were pitted in unequal struggle against the overwhelming might of Poland. In the 
open country and in the villages and unprotected towns the invaders wrought 
havoc unchecked, but in the fortified strongholds the Teutons made desperate 
resistance. Reinforcements from Denmark helped the Grand-Master to put a 
better complexion on the struggle; the beleaguered garrisons of Balga and 
Braunsberg held out stoutly, and the Order lanzknechts were able to break into 
Mazovia, and requite on that province the gruesome savageries which had made 
a desert of the bishopric of Pomesania. At this juncture Vasili undoubtedly threw 
away the opportunity of his lifetime. Since the breakdown of the negotiations 


with Poland, his troops had waged a fitful border war with varying success. 
(1518)The neighbourhood of Polotzk had been laid waste, but an attack on that 
town had failed; Moskovite armies had penetrated as far as Vilna, and hunted the 
Lituanian forces before them. (1519)Now, however, when Sigismund was 
experiencing an increased difficulty in coping with the opposition of the Grand- 
master, and dreading moreover an attack from some of the German princes, 
Vasili, instead of leading an army into Samogitia, concluded with his hard- 
pressed adversary a six months’ truce. 1520The following year a 
“Waffenstillstand” for four years was arranged between the German Order and 
the Poles, while at the same time Moskovy was drawn aside from the western 
war by a recurrence of the troubles with Kazan, which indeed wore a serious 
aspect. The Krimskie Khan, Makhmet, had displaced the Russian vassal of the 
Volga Horde, and established in his stead his own brother, Saip-Girei. This 
defiant action was followed up by an invasion of the grand principality by the 
Krim Khan, who crossed the Oka and defeated a hastily gathered Moskovite 
force under kniaz Dimitri Bielski and the Grand Prince’s brother, Andrei. The 
victorious Tartars were reinforced by the Kazanese, led by their new Khan, and 
the combined host marched upon Moskva, burning and plundering in wild 
unholy triumph which recalled the fearful days of the Mongol mastery. Vasili 
“the courageous” fled before the approaching storm. An unkind report was 
afterwards circulated to the effect that he hid himself under a haystack. Such an 
accusation is not to be accepted lightly, though the Russians of that period were 
not given to poking fun at their sovereign. Possibly the account of Moskovite 
panic and German staunchness which Herberstein sets forth in his commentary 
is not altogether uncoloured by national prejudice. One Nikolas, a native of 
Spire, was placed in command of the Kreml artillery and made the necessary 
dispositions for withstanding a siege, but the crowds of burgers and countryfolk 
who had rushed into that sanctuary would have rendered a protracted defence 
impossible. Threatened with an outbreak of pestilence at any moment — the 
time was midsummer and the place Moskva — the besieged were glad to buy off 
the Tartars with the promise of tribute from the Grand Prince to the Krim Khan; 
a promise which was unauthorised and need not be adhered to. The invaders 
withdrew, bearing with them captives computed at the almost incredible number 
of 800,000. A treacherous attempt upon Riazan was foiled by the alertness of 
another German, “one Johann Jordan, an artilleryman ... who came from the 
Innthal.” With the receding of the Tartar waters back came the affrighted hares 
to their feeding-grounds around Moskva, and back came Vasili Ivanovitch to his 
palpitating capital, to deal out judgment upon those responsible for the disaster 
on the Oka. A somewhat delicate matter. The kniaz Bielski had no doubt 


mismanaged the whole affair, but on the other hand the Grand Prince’s brother 
had been the first to yield to the homing instinct which sometimes asserts itself 
on the field of battle. Under the circumstances the only thing to do was to fasten 
the blame upon one who, if less responsible, was also of less exalted position, 
and a noble who had run a good second to Andrei Ivanovitch was accordingly 
thrown into prison. The matter of the haystack does not appear to have been 
gone into. 


1522 


During the greater part of the following year the Moskovite army remained in 
camp at Kolomna, awaiting a fresh attack from the Krimskie, who, however, 
remained within the shelter of their wide-stretching steppes. Negotiations were 
going on at the same time with Poland, and in December a truce of five years 
was effected, which left Smolensk still in the hands of the Grand Prince. 

The strife between Poland and the Order now entered upon a new 
development of great historical importance. The Roman Papacy, ever glowering 
at the irruption of the Faithful (or the Infidel, according to Christian label), into 
the domains of Christendom, sought to raise enthusiasm and money among the 
piously disposed princes and people of the Empire and neighbouring lands, in 
order to float a crusade against the Ottomans. Among the expedients for 
obtaining the latter commodity which met with the approval of Christ’s 
Vicegerent, was the barter of indulgences, conducted in such wholesale manner 
that none but the very poor, who could not afford luxuries, were excluded from 
the attainment of eternal glory. Adversity and competition have an unmistakably 
broadening effect, and the sixteenth-century camel went through the eye of the 
once exclusive needle with absolute comfort, and took all its relations, dead and 
living, with it if so minded. The enterprising Pontiff, however, experienced the 
bitter perversion of fate which too often mocks the best directed efforts; not only 
did the traffic in souls fail in its original purpose of financing a crusade, but its 
injudicious prosecution among the cities of Northern Germany, where men had 
grown somewhat doubtful of the accumulated truths of the Church, resulted in 
the springing up of a new enemy, more formidable even than Islam. Without 
going into the dogmatical issues involved in the agitation which sprang out of 
the original “monks’ quarrel,” it is necessary to note that the “Reformation” 
owed much of its success to the secularising theories which it put forward, and 
which exercised a fascinating influence upon the princes and petty sovereigns of 
the Empire. The Houses of Wettin and Hohenzollern especially, lent favourable 
ear to the new doctrines, and the Grand-Master Albrecht, while roaming 


Germany in search of possible assistance against his ever imminent enemy, came 
in contact with the leaders of the anti-Catholic movement, from whom he 
imbibed principles which he immediately proceeded to put into practice. The 
fundamental stumbling-block to a composition with Poland was the question of 
homage insisted on by Sigismund as due from the Grand-Master of the Order. 
Albrecht had made gigantic efforts to resist this obligation, and to preserve the 
independence of his office, but he now saw a way by which both his own 
ambitions and the requirements of the King of Poland might be accommodated. 
This was nothing less than the secularisation of the Order-lands into a hereditary 
duchy, dependent on the Polish crown; Albrecht, needless to say, being the 
proposed Duke thereof. The suggestion, which offered a solution to what had 
seemed a hopeless quarrel, met with approval from Sigismund, and was 
embodied in the Peace of Krakow (April 1525), whereby the Grand-Master was 
transformed “from the head of a Catholic religious order into a Lutheran 
temporal prince.” The required oath of vassalage was tendered by Albrecht and 
in return the King presented him with a new blazon for his new-born duchy of 
Prussia; “the old Order changeth,” and the black cross is laid aside for a black 
eagle, crowned, beaked, and membered gold. In days to come, what time the 
white eagle of Poland shall droop its failing wings in feebleness, this sable eaglet 
which it has helped to hatch, grown lusty with maturity, shall snap its hungry 
beak in unison with the other birds of prey that hover round the doomed one. For 
the present, it is worthy of remark that the first political result of the religious 
schism which was to plunge the greater part of Europe, and especially the 
Empire, into a paroxysm of strife, was the closing of a long and bitter quarrel in 
the Baltic lands. As regards the immediate effect of the disappearance of the 
Order from Prussia, Moskva was chiefly concerned in the isolation which that 
event entailed upon the Teutonic colony in Livland and Estland. In return for the 
valuable help von Plettenberg had afforded the Grand-Master during the war, the 
latter had already granted him complete independence from the control of the 
Prussian executive; hence, when the secular revolution was effected, the knights 
of Livland retained their organisation and temporal possessions. 

While Sigismund had been employed in bringing East Prussia under his 
domination (West Prussia was already an integral part of the Polish dominion), 
Vasili had composed his differences with his Tartar neighbours. Makhmet-Girei 
had diverted his warlike tendencies towards the subjection of the khanate of 
Astrakhan; Kazan, after being several times overrun and almost conquered in a 
series of campaigns (in which the Moskovite voevodas displayed such 
scandalous slackness that corruption was openly hinted at), concluded a truce of 
five years with the Grand Prince. The latter, meanwhile, had struck an astute 


blow at the prosperity of Kazan by prohibiting Russian merchants from 
attending the great summer fair held annually at the Tartar city, and by 
establishing a rival fair at Makar’ev, in the province of Nijhni-Novgorod. 

At a moment when the western Church was offering a spectacle of dissension 
and rampant heresy, Vasili occasioned a mild scandal in the Orthodox 
communion by consecrating his unfruitful consort to the service of heaven, and 
taking unto himself another wife. Twenty years of conjugal felicity had not been 
crowned with the desired offspring, and the Grand Prince, weary of waiting for 
the overdue answer to reiterated prayers, took steps to remedy the breakdown in 
the succession. Solomonia was bundled off to a convent near Souzdal, where she 
received the veil, enforced, according to current rumour, by a whipping. 
1526Vasili then proceeded to espouse a second wife, selecting for that honour 
Elena, niece of the imprisoned Mikhail Glinski. This infraction of the Church’s 
laws was connived at by the plastic Metropolitan Daniel, though the majority of 
the clergy and many of the boyarins viewed the whole affair with pious 
reprobation. Tradition credited the inconsiderate Solomonia with the crowning 
offence of mistaking the nunnery for a lying-in hospital, and giving birth to a 
male child; the rumour certainly existed, though it is doubtful if it had any 
foundation in fact. Anxious days these for the Moskovite Court. The Grand 
Princess and her husband progressed wearily from shrine to shrine, invoking the 
good offices of various saints who were supposed to have influence in the 
matter, and distributing alms and donations with a lavishness wholly foreign to 
Moskovite finance, which suggested a conviction that heaven was open to 
bribery and was only standing out for its price. At length, after three years of 
patient expectancy, the much-prayed-for infant arrived “on the 25th August 
1530, at seven in the morning,” accompanied by a rousing thunderstorm. The 
city of Moskva rejoiced with its sovereign at the birth of the heaven-sent child, 
to whom was given the name of Ivan. The succession was further ensured by the 
begetting of another son the following year. 

The remainder of the reign of Vasili presented no important features beyond a 
recurrence of inconclusive hostilities with the Krim Tartars, and occasional 
diplomatic intercourse with Constantinople. While yet, comparatively speaking, 
in the prime of life, Vasili was attacked with a leech-baffling malady, which 
declared itself when he was on his way to the autumn hunting at Voloko Lamsk. 
1533For reasons of state it was desirable that the sovereign’s critical condition 
should be kept from the knowledge of the general public, and especially from the 
foreign ambassadors. Therefore the suffering monarch was sledge-borne in a 
painful journey to Moskva, at a season when the falling snow and young ice 
rendered travelling laborious and unsafe. With the exception of his brothers, Urii 


and Andrei, Mikhail Glinski — restored to liberty and princely favour — and a 
few boyarins, none were admitted to the Grand Prince’s presence, but the 
rumour of his mortal sickness soon spread. The dying man played to the end his 
cold impassive game of statecraft, and his last hours were employed in arranging 
safeguards and regulations for the government during the minority of his 
successor. As the third day of December drew to a wintry close the crowds 
gathered in the streets and stood round the silent palace, and that night no one 
slept in Moskva. Dark-robed ecclesiastics emerged from their retreats and 
swarmed into the house of death like vultures swooping upon a dying beast. And 
as the huddled crowds watched and waited without, a curious scene was being 
enacted in the grim bed-chamber. With notable exceptions, it had been the 
custom for Russian Grand Princes to receive on their deathbed the tonsure, 
monastical habit, and a new name; this custom the Metropolitan wished to 
adhere to in the case of Vasili, while Prince Andrei and another layman desired 
that he should die, as he had lived, a sovereign and not a monk. At midnight, 
while prince and boyarin were endeavouring to snatch the black neophyte’s robe 
from the Vladuika, and while the latter solemnly and vehemently cursed them 
“in this world and the next,” Vasili Ivanovitch drew his last breath. It was the 
first time in the course of his career that he had shown any impatience. Hastily 
they thrust the all-important garment on the corpse, and called it Varlam; but the 
baptismal name had a clear minute’s start. The great bell of Moskva boomed out 
to the watching multitudes the news that their sovereign was dead. A new day 
dawned, and another reign had begun. 

During the reigns of Vasili and Ivan the Great a new factor in Russian history 
comes into notice, and afterwards develops into no little importance. This was 
the appearance in two distinct localities, which may be roughly designated as the 
lower basins of the Dniepr and the Don respectively, of organised bands of 
“steppe-folk,” who were neither exactly Russian nor Tartar, nomad nor settled, 
and who were known under the vague appellation of Kazaks, or Kozaks. The 
name “has been variously derived from words meaning, in radically distinct 
languages, an armed man, a sabre, a rover, a goat, a promontory, a coat, a 
cassock, and a district in Circassia”; an equal uncertainty hangs over the origin 
of the race, or rather races. Perhaps the clearest account of the etymology and 
ethnology of the Kozak is that given by a Russian author in a history of the 
peoples of the Don region. “Kazak signifies alike volunteer, horseman, 
freebooter. Malo-Russians, mingled with remains of peoples known under the 
common name of Tcherni Kloboukie, under the name of Kazaks, constituted one 
people, who became to all intents and purposes Russian ... their fathers dwelling 
from the tenth century in the neighbourhood of Kiev, were themselves already 


almost Russian. Increasing more and more in numbers, maintaining among 
themselves the spirit of independence and fraternity, the [western] Kazaks 
organised a Christian republic, and established themselves between the lower 
basins of the Dniepr and Dniestr, building villages and fortresses.” The causes 
which drove these Slav and Turko outcasts into the wild steppe-land and 
scarcely accessible islands of the Dniepr, and welded them together in an origin- 
obliterating union, were first the Mongol invasion, and secondly the gradual 
establishment of irksome and far-reaching central authorities both in Moskovy 
and Lit’uania. The absolutism of the one monarchy, and the Catholic persecution 
of the other, sent men in search of liberty, to swell the ranks of those whose 
fathers had fled from the insecurity and degradation of a Tartar-haunted land. 
Similar causes — hostility to the surrounding khanates and impatience of the 
certain taxes and doubtful protection of the Moskovite government — were 
responsible for the existence of the Don Kozaks, among whom, however, there 
was a strong Tcherkess (Circassian) strain, while the Russian element was 
proportionately weaker. But the great factor in this double evolution was 
undoubtedly a physico-geographical one. The nature of the steppes themselves, 
those vast-stretching, level, grass-grown wolds, spread in seeming endlessness 
under the boundless sky, those solitudes where a man and his horse might lose 
themselves from all pursuit, called as irresistibly to the lustre after freedom as 
ever the Highlands of Scotland to the Saxon-hating Kelts, or the Tcherni-Gora to 
the unconquered Slavs of the Balkan coast. And having lured, it held, and 
holding, moulded. The Kozak and his wiry steed became as much a part of the 
fauna of the great Russian plain as the wolves, the hawks, and the steppe-eagles 
that hunted and roamed throughout its wide expanse. 
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CHAPTER VIII. IVAN GROZNIE 


The lapse of 500 years found the principles of settled hereditary government in 
much the same condition in Russia as they had been when the infant Sviatoslav 
succeeded to the throne of Kiev under the guardianship of his mother. Despite 
the fact that two of the late Sovereign’s brothers were yet living, Elena Glinski 
assumed the regency on behalf of her three-year-old son, supported by a knot of 
boyarin-princes, whom the circumstances of the time suddenly threw into 
prominence. The over-shadowing figures of the last two Moskovite monarchs 
had almost obliterated the fact that there were persons of importance in the land 
besides the members of the princely family. Now a whole crop of nobles 
emerges from the background, like a ready-made second chamber from the brain 
of an Abbé Sieyés. Ivan Oblenski, an offshoot of the House of Tchernigov, the 
Bielskis, the Glinskis, and the Shouyskies, form the aristocratic nucleus round 
which revolve the intrigues and faction vicissitudes which seem the natural 
accompaniments of queen-mothers and minorities. Necessarily the Princess 
Regent had a lover, in the person of Oblenski, and equally as a matter of course, 
the latter had personal enemies. Of these he proceeded to dispose with all 
expediency; Urii Ivanovitch, uncle of the Grand Prince, suspected of plotting 
against the Existing Order of Things, was lodged in a state dungeon, where he 
died of hunger some two and a half years later. A more celebrated, if less august 
victim was the kniaz Mikhail Glinski, who had expostulated with his niece anent 
her unseemly intimacy with Oblenski, and was thrown into prison, where he 
“died unhappily.” 1534From which it would appear that the old saying 
concerning the unwisdom of intervening between husband and wife might be 
applied with equal truth to a less recognised connection. Andrei Ivanovitch, 
Vasili’s remaining brother, took fright at the irreverent procedure of the Regent 
and her favourite (who caged Princes of the Blood as unconcernedly as though 
they were linnets or human beings), and stole off one day, with all his household 
and retainers, towards Novgorod. 1537The farther he got from Moskva the more 
his courage rose, and ere long he had drifted into open rebellion against the 
boyarin-wielded authority. Numbers of disaffected landowners sped to his 
support, but the gates of Novgorod remained shut and the Oblenskie were hard 
upon his track with the best-mounted Moskovite cavalry. Andrei surrendered 
without striking a blow, and was escorted back to the city of his deep dislike, 
leaving behind him at intervals along the Novgorodskie road the swinging 
corpses of thirty of his adherents. His remaining followers died by torture or in 
prisons, and the latter fate disposed of the last surviving son of the great Ivan. 


Meanwhile the success of Elena’s regency had justified the means taken to 
retain it. Vasili’s death had encouraged the King of Poland to renew with 
threatening insistency his demands for the restitution of the territories conquered 
by the late Prince and his father; refusal on the part of Moskva led to hostilities 
in which the Lit’uanian forces were unable to obtain any advantages, and a 
prolongation of the truce, on the terms “as you were,” ensued (1537). A skilful 
balancing of the conflicting interests which agitated the Krim and Kazan Hordes 
maintained the Moskovite peace in those directions, and a renewal was also 
effected of the truces with Sweden and the Livlander knights. Nor was the inner 
administration of the regency wanting in beneficial activity. The Kitai-gorod of 
Moskva (after the Kreml the most important quarter of the city, containing the 
houses of the boyarins and the principal bazaars and trading stores) was 
surrounded by walls and towers which added greatly to the security of the 
capital. Vladimir, Tver, Novgorod, and other provincial towns were newly 
fortified and in some cases rebuilt; the state coinage was also put upon a more 
satisfactory footing. Under these circumstances the severities and loose morals 
of Elena Glinski might well be overlooked by her subjects. Her greatest offence 
was yet to come. She died. AOf poison, said many-tongued rumour, on which 
the only rational comment must be the useful Scotch verdict, “not proven.” Her 
untimely death left Oblenski in precarious possession of the supreme authority, 
which his enemies were already preparing to wrest from him. Foremost among 
these was the veteran Vasili Shouyskie, nick-named “the Silent,” the head of an 
important Souzdalian family. For seven days lasted Oblenski’s regency, and then 
himself and his sister were seized and thrown into prison, where the fashionable 
death-by-starvation awaited them. The silent Shouyskie assumed the regency, 
which he held till his decease in the October of the same year, when it passed to 
his brother, Ivan Shouyskie, who displayed his newly-acquired power by 
packing the Metropolitan Daniel off to the cloister, and installing in his place 
Ioasaf, hegumen (abbot) of the Troitza monastery. Hard and brutal was the rule 
of the Shouyskies; “fierce as lions,” bemoaned the Pskovskie chronicle, “were 
the voevodas, and as wild beasts their people against the peasants.” The only 
check on the absolute supremacy of the dominant family was the ever-present 
apparition of the kniaz, Ivan Bielski — Ivan and Vasili were fashionable names 
among the Moskovite aristocracy of that period — who was a formidable 
competitor for the possession of the regency. Bielski justified the nervous 
apprehensions of the Shouyskies (who had kept him in prison for several years 
and only released him at the intercession of the new Metropolitan), by taking 
advantage of the disaffection bred by their arrogance to oust them from the head 
of affairs. As Regent his rule was milder and less overbearing than that of the 


kniaz he had supplanted, and a firmer front was shown against the Tartars of 
Kazan and the Krim Horde, who were continually devastating the frontiers. 
Possibly the increased activity was rather forced by their side, for in the year 
1541 both Hordes set themselves in motion against Moskva. The Krim Tartars 
brought a formidable force into the field, augmented by cannon, musketeers, and 
some squadrons of Ottoman cavalry — the first warriors of that nation who had 
fought against the Russians. The double danger stifled for the moment the 
bickerings of the Shouyskie and Bielski factions, and the Moskovites found 
themselves strong enough, when thus united, to repel the incursion of both 
Hordes. Safa-Girei and the Kazanese were chased out of the neighbourhood of 
Mourom, which town they had fruitlessly attacked; Saip-Girei, confronted by a 
powerful army on the yonder bank of the Oka, dared not attempt to force the 
passage, and retired to the Don. The jealousy which existed between the leading 
boyarins made it impossible for the Russians to follow up their advantage by a 
campaign in Tartar territory, and Ivan Shouyskie turned instead to his own 
advantage the employment of the troops which the war had placed at his 
disposal. Secretly supported by many of the notables of Moskva, and openly by 
those of Novgorod, he resolved upon a bold bid for the recovery of his 
ascendency. 1542On a dark night in January Petr Ivanovitch Shouyskie rode into 
Moskva with a picked body of soldiers from Vladimir, and before morning the 
Kreml was in his hands. Bielski was seized in his bed, and the Metropolitan was 
disagreeably awakened by showers of stones hurtling through his windows and 
weapons hammering against his door. The chief of the Church barely escaped 
with his life to the shelter of the Troitza, an unpleasant exercise for an early 
morning in mid-winter. At daybreak Ivan Shouyskie entered the city and 
resumed his old position of authority. Bielski and the Metropolitan were sent off 
to safe keeping at Bielozero, the lonely stronghold on the waters of the lake of 
that name, where the Grand Princes’ treasures and prisoners were securely stored 
away. This time Shouyskie took good care that his rival should not emerge from 
prison to trouble him, and the soul of Bielski put on immortality. A new 
Metropolitan, the second who had been nominated by the Shouyskies, was 
elected to fill the place of the shifty Ioasaf, who had leisure, in the seclusion of 
the Kirillov monastery at Bielozero, to reflect on the unwisdom of being all 
things to all men in sixteenth-century Moskva. The Novgorodskie had supported 
the coup d’etat, and their Archbishop Makarie was rewarded with the vacant 
post. In the meantime, while these various Ivans were ruling the State and 
crushing one another in turn, how fared it with the other Ivan in the background? 
The much-prayed-for princeling had not, since the death of his mother, spent a 
very happy or altogether comfortable childhood. The chief boyarins and their 


followers appear to have treated their Sovereign with a curious mixture of 
neglect, disrespect, and superstitious awe. Surrounded exclusively by the 
partisans of whichever faction happened to be uppermost, the friendless orphan 
could only brood in silent resentment over the wrongs he sustained at the hands 
of his temporary masters. The rude-mannered, tyrannical, gold-greedy Ivan 
Shouyskie was an especial object of his dislike. A letter written by the monarch 
in after days to Prince Andrei Kourbski, comments bitterly on the fact that 
though, in the lifetime of the Princess Elena, Shouyskie had possessed only one 
cloak, green silk trimmed with marten fur, “and that a very old one,” during his 
regency he was able to have cups of gold and silver fashioned him, with his 
initials graved thereon. The despotic jealousy of Shouyskie and of his supporters 
in the State Council robbed the young Ivan of friends as well as treasure. For one 
of their number, a boyarin named Vorontzov, the Prince had betrayed a marked 
partiality, a dangerous compliment, which brought down on the recipient’s 
person the practically-expressed dislike of his fellow-councillors. In solemn 
conclave, and in the presence of Prince and Metropolitan, the angry men of State 
fell murderously upon the courtier whom the Sovereign had delighted to honour, 
and Ivan’s entreaties, backed up by those of Makarie, could scarcely obtain a 
mitigation of his fate to one of exile and imprisonment. The amusements of the 
boy Prince, besides religious devotions, at which he was an adept, and the more 
legitimate forms of hunting, consisted in chasing dogs and cats over the 
battlements of the Kreml, and in wild gallops with his allotted companions 
through the streets of Moskva, in which the old and unwary were ruthlessly 
trampled underfoot. The days of his repression were, however, drawing to a 
close. The fearsome Regent Ivan died in 1543, and left a commission of his sons 
and relatives to replace him. But the reign of the Shouyskies was doomed. The 
manly exercise of the chase is a valuable school for inculcating self-reliance and 
a will to overcome the obstacles of life. It was straight from a day’s sport in the 
woods of Vincennes that the grand young Louis, whip in hand, strode in upon 
the Parliament of Paris and quenched it with an epigram; it was after the autumn 
hunting at Voloko-Lamsk that Ivan Vasilievitch first showed his teeth and gave 
evidence of that cold-blooded severity which was to gain for him the distinctive 
adjective “Groznie” (Terrible). At Moskva, where the Court had assembled for 
the festival of Noel, the Prince suddenly accused the ruling boyarins of 
misgovernment and abuse of their powers; many had been guilty, but he would 
content himself with one example. Calling to his kennel-men he bade them seize 
Andrei Shouyskie and throw him to the dogs. Out into the street they dragged 
the unhappy man, and there, before the mute, disconcerted boyarins and the 
long-time Shouyskie-ridden citizens, the Prince’s hounds worried the offending 


kniaz to pieces in the reddening snow. “The little tin gods” had missed “the hour 
when great Jove wakes”; Andrei Shouyskie paid dearly for the oversight. The 
youth of Ivan still necessitated a regency, and his mother’s relatives, the 
Glinskies, next came into power; but from the day of the red Noel no liberties 
were taken with the young monarch. His new counsellors, indeed, encouraged 
him in his savage inclinations, and the chronicles give instances of callous 
brutalities inflicted upon Russian subjects by both Ivan and the Glinskies. A 
party of Novgorodskie arquebusers, who had interrupted one of the Prince’s 
hunting expeditions with importunities respecting their pay, were punished for 
their presumption by being tortured to death, and a similar ghastly fate awaited 
some petitioners from Pskov, upon whom was poured blazing spirits, which 
ignited their hair, beards, and clothes. 

When Ivan was in his eighteenth year he celebrated with much pomp and 
circumstance the double event of his coronation and his marriage with Anastasia, 
daughter of Roman Zakharin-Koshkin, member of a family which had migrated 
from Prussia to Moskva in the fourteenth century. Jan. 16, 1547In the hallowed 
Ouspienskie Cathedral the Metropolitan crowned him with the title of Tzar, 
which was here used for the first time at the coronation of a Russian ruler. The 
old style of Velikie-kniaz dies out from this moment, and as the customary 
chant, “In plurimos annos,” swells through those dim frescoed arches, the old 
order seems to pass away with the wafted incense fumes. A new figure is borne 
into Russian history amid the striking of bells and shouting of a myriad throated 
multitude. The Tzar comes! 

The fact of Ivan’s coronation caused no immediate change in the government 
of Russia, which continued to be directed by the “Vremenszhiki,” or men-of-the- 
season, that is to say, by the Glinskies. That their administration was iniquitous 
to an insupportable degree may be gathered, not only from the possibly 
exaggerated accounts of the chroniclers, but from the fact that long-suffering 
Moskva was goaded to the brink of revolution. Ivan amused himself with his 
religious hobbies and other less respectable diversions, and only assumed the 
part of Sovereign when he wished to “make an example” of some offending 
subject. The purging of Moskva from the vampire brood that afflicted it, and the 
simultaneous “reformation” of the young Tzar, form a curious episode in the 
history of this time. The summer of 1547 was signalised by disastrous 
conflagrations in the capital, the first of which broke out on the 12th April; the 
last and most serious occurred in June. The flames on this occasion reduced to 
ashes a large portion of the Kreml, the Kitai-gorod, and the outer town, and 
destroyed 1700 of the adult inhabitants, besides children, “who were not 
counted.” Amid blazing streets and rolling smoke-clouds, falling roofs and 


crashing cupolas, panic and anarchy reigned supreme. The populace, rendered 
unreasonable by terror and hatred, loudly denounced the Glinskies as the authors 
of the calamity; in particular, Anna Glinski, Ivan’s maternal grandmother, was 
accused of sprinkling the streets of Moskva with a decoction of boiled human 
hearts, which apparently possessed inflammable qualities unknown to science. 
Urii Glinski, the Tzar’s uncle, was seized by the enemies of his party and slain in 
the sanctuary of a sacred building, and the infuriated townsfolk penetrated into 
the country palace at Vorobiev, whither Ivan had retreated, with a demand for 
more Glinskies. At this moment a thing happened which, in the accounts of the 
earlier Russian historians, recalls Edinburgh before the battle of Flodden. A 
“holy man of Novgorod,” one Silvestr, appeared on the scene and quietly 
annexed the soul of the Tzar. The people had attributed the conflagrations to the 
Glinskies; more critical and dispassionate examiners have been inclined to 
suspect the Shouyskie faction of complicity in the matter. Silvestr, however, put 
a different complexion on the affair and announced that the partial destruction of 
the town and burning of the 1700 inhabitants and unenumerated children was the 
work of God. As he supported this theory by producing “visions,” there could be 
no further doubt on the matter — none, at least, with Ivan, who saw the visions. 
The conscience-stricken young man, convinced that the Glinski administration 
was as unpopular with heaven as it was with the Moskvitchi, since such heroic 
measures had been taken to displace it, surrendered himself, body and soul, into 
the hands of Silvestr, who, needless to say, made a clean sweep of the 
Vremenszhiki and replaced them with his own friends. Without ruthlessly 
disturbing the halo of romance and sanctity which has been fastened upon the 
man of Novgorod, it is not unreasonable to conjecture that the monk was an old 
acquaintance of Ivan — who was a frequent visitor to all the religious 
establishments within his reach — and took advantage of the popular excitement 
and general disorder to upset the palace intrigues of both the Glinski and 
Shouyskie factions. That Silvestr, and the equally nebulous layman, Adashev, 
whom he associated with him in the new government, exercised a restraining 
and beneficent influence on the young Prince may well be believed; with an 
opposition of watchful and resentful nobles in the background, circumspection 
was essential, and Ivan, who had seen a consuming fire, an angry populace, and 
a frowning Providence threatening him on all sides, was likely to be a docile 
pupil. For the time. The austere and monkish repression of the latest 
Vremenszhiki was the finishing touch necessary to perfect the education of the 
Terrible Tzar. 

The early part of Ivan’s reign, and the whole of the preceding one, are 
characterised by the recurrence at irregular periods of a deliberate campaign 


against Kazan. The Russians seem to have borrowed the tactics of the wolves 
which inhabited their steppes and forests, and to have leisurely and persistently 
wearied their quarry down, without caring to rush in and dispatch it. Again and 
again did the Tzar summon from the far comers of his dominions an enormous 
army, trail forth his ponderous siege-pieces and sacred banners, take an affecting 
farewell of his capital, and march upon the Tartar city. The wooden walls were 
relentlessly battered down, the garrison reduced to the last extremity, and then 
the Moskovite hosts would return home in good order. The walls were easily 
rebuilt and the Kazanese would pursue the even tenor of their way. It would 
almost appear as though the Russians were loth to irrevocably destroy the only 
enemy against whom they warred with any comfort. A more feasible explanation 
is that the Kazanese supplemented their feeble defences by a judicious outlay of 
the metal which corrupts, and that some of the Moskovite voevodas did not 
return empty-handed from these abortive expeditions. In 1552 Ivan determined 
to set once more in motion the huge army which had been left quartered on the 
frontiers of Kazan, a locality which had had a demoralising effect on the troops, 
many of whom had shaved off their beards to please the Tartar maidens who for 
the time being under-studied their wives, “to prove,” remarked a scandalised 
messenger from the Metropolitan, “by the indecent nudity of your faces, that you 
have shame to be men.” Familiarity had bred contempt, and the dwellers in the 
city by the Volga’s shore scornfully refused to open their gates at the approach 
of the 150,000 footmen and the 150 cannon which the Tzar brought against 
them. The Moskovites prepared for a long and obstinate resistance, and by way 
of a beginning erected and dedicated three pavilion churches in their camp. 
Events justified their expectations; the Kazanese held out stoutly against both the 
assaults of the besiegers and the offers of the Tzar. August and September 
passed in continual sorties and battles without the walls, skirmishing attacks by 
the Kozaks in the tzarskie army, and mining operations by the German 
engineers. The overwhelming forces and superior artillery which Ivan was able 
to bring against the city at length beat down the heroic defence, and the 
triumphant Moskovites put their stubborn and still resisting enemies to the 
sword. The Tzar is said to have been moved to tears at the sight of so many 
Tartar corpses; “they are not Christians,” he observed, “but yet they are men.” 
The reduction of Kazan was an event of the first importance in Russian annals. It 
marked an epoch. “The victory of Ivan the Terrible is the first great revenge of 
the vanquished over the vanquishers ... the first stage reached by European 
civilisation in taking the offensive towards Asia.” Prudence suggested that Ivan 
should remain on the scene of his conquest until his authority over the 
neighbouring districts was assured; a desire to return to his capital in the full 


flush of triumph prompted him to disregard more solid considerations. He was 
still very young. The newly-acquired territory was therefore left under the united 
protection of the Christ, the Virgin, the Russian intercessory saints, and 
Aleksandr Shouyskie. Ivan, on his homeward way, received the welcome 
intelligence that his wife had given birth to a son, the Tzarevitch Dimitri, first of 
a series of Ivanovitches so named. The prolonged rejoicings, banquetings, and 
thanksgivings which ensued at Moskva were followed by a disagreeable sequel; 
Kazan, despite the august protection under which it had been left, rose in revolt, 
and the Russian ascendency was seriously imperilled. 1553The Tzar’s health at 
the same time broke alarmingly down, and another long minority seemed to 
threaten the State. The boyarins and princes, summoned to take an oath of 
allegiance to the infant Dimitri, showed a strong reluctance to bind themselves 
down in the manner required; the succession of Ivan’s child to the Tzardom 
would mean a Romanov regency and a repetition of the faction intrigues which 
had attended the early years of the present reign. Urii, the Tzar’s brother, appears 
to have been a weakling in mind and body, too feeble even to decorate with the 
divine attributes of monarch; in Vladimir Andreievitch, the Tzar’s first cousin, 
however, there existed a possible candidate for the throne, and even Silvestr and 
Adashev hesitated between the claims of the hereditary and collateral 
succession. The oath, whatever its value might be, was exacted from the 
unwilling courtiers, but Ivan’s recovery prevented the necessity of testing it. The 
convalescent Tzar, in spite of the remonstrances of his advisers, set off on a 
course of shrine visiting, taking with him his unfortunate offspring, who was 
scarcely of an age to stand such energetic piety. In fact he died on the journey. 
The pilgrimage of Ivan was, if the chroniclers and some of the later historians 
are to be believed, disastrous in another fashion. Among the religious 
establishments visited was the Piesnoshkie monastery, wherein was caged an 
interesting prisoner. Vassian, Bishop of Kolumna in the reign of Vasili, had been 
deprived of his episcopal office during the time of the regencies on account of 
his evil life; now, in the decrepitude of age, he is represented as harbouring with 
unquenched passion the unholy frettings of a sin-warped mind. Ivan desired an 
interview with the hoary reprobate; perhaps after a course of devotions among a 
community of irreproachable saints, living and departed, he was attracted by the 
rare personality of a sometime bishop who was no better than he should be. The 
monk-with-a-past seized the grand opportunity to poison the monarch’s mind 
against his boyarins, his relations, and his subjects, and Ivan drank in with 
greedy ears the vicious counsels of the unhallowed recluse. It is a fascinating 
picture, the aged priest who had eaten his heart out in helpless bitterness these 
many years, and chafed against the restraint of his prison-cell, given at last one 


deadly moment of revenge in which to work a superb evil against the society that 
had mishandled him. And as the Tzar went out from his presence a changed 
man, might not the ex-prelate have flung a crowning blasphemy at his heaven 
and chanted exultingly nunc dimittis? Ivan, indeed, in the hands of the 
chroniclers, is a creature easily swayed; a monk from Novgorod tells him to be 
good, and he straightway abandons the wrong-headed sins of his wayward youth 
and becomes an exemplary monarch, till a monk of Piesnoshkie gives him dark 
and evil counsel, and sends him forth upon the world with a cankered, blood- 
lusting soul. 


The Tzar’s return to health was accompanied by a return of Moskovite 
prosperity. Another Tzarevitch, Ivan, replaced the dead Dimitri; Kazan was 
gradually Kozaked into submission, and received a bishop as a mark of special 
favour. Another conquest equally important was achieved without bloodshed. 
The Astrakhanese having insulted the envoys of Moskovy, a small but well- 
equipped army was sent against them, with the result that this khanate, once the 
head-country of the redoubtable Golden Horde, acknowledged Ivan’s 
sovereignty and yielded equal rights in the Volga fishery to his Great Russian 
subjects. 1554The Nogai Tartars, occupying the intermediate steppes, submitted 
at the same time to the Moskovite dominion, and the Russian state, still cut off 
from the Black Sea, to which in the tenth century it had given its name, wriggled 
its way down to the Kaspian. 

The acquisition of the two Tartar sovereignties, while giving increased 
importance and security to Ivan’s dominions, and opening up a valuable trade 
with Persia and other eastern countries, did not tend to make Moskovy less 
Asiatic, or bring her closer into the European family. The Tzar’s political 
ambitions turned naturally towards the west. With a sagacity equal to that of his 
most celebrated successor, and in opposition to the advice of his counsellors, he 
wished to find a free outlet for communication with the great Empire-Republic 
(which, though decaying in organisation, was at this moment so instinct with 
life), and with Europe generally. The death of Sigismund of Poland (1548) and 
the accession of his son, Sigismund-August, had scarcely affected the grudgingly 
pacific relations between the two countries, though their common grievance 
against the Krim Tartars seemed to warrant the hope of a more cordial 
understanding. With Sweden the Moskovites waged one of those short 
inconclusive wars, in which neither party seemed to have any definite object in 
view, beyond the fact that they “lived unhappily” as neighbours. 1557A forty 
years’ truce concluded the hostilities between these ancient enemies. It was 
about this time that some adventurous merchant-seamen of the city of London 


“discovered” Moskovy, by way of the White Sea, and opened up a commercial 
and diplomatic intercourse between the two isolated nations who were one day 
to come face to face with each other on the roof of the world. The country, 
however, towards which Ivan’s thoughts were chiefly turned was the uniquely 
governed Baltic land, comprising Estland, Livland, and Kourland, and the 
adjacent islands of Dago and Oesel. The extinction of the Prussian section of the 
Order had necessarily weakened the Livlandish branch, and the spread of 
Lutheran ideas had further added to the confusion which reigned throughout the 
Baltic burghs. Nowhere, perhaps, in Europe did bishops wield such extensive 
temporal powers, and the fact that local opinion ran strongly in the direction of 
the reformed principles and of secularisation made the immediate future of these 
districts a very open question. Ivan had a solution of the difficulty which he was 
not loth to put into practice. A grievance he undoubtedly had against the 
Livlanders, who had hindered his intercourse with the Hansa League and 
prevented free immigration of artificers and craftsmen from the Empire into 
Russia. Consequently he suddenly bethought him of the clause in the original 
truce with von Plettenberg, whereby an annual tribute from the town of Dorpat 
had been agreed to, and promptly lost sight of. The Tzar reminded the 
Livlandish envoys of this unremembered pledge, and refused to renew the truce 
until the arrears had been paid in full. 1557The representatives of the Land- 
Master and the sovereign bishops argued and promised, but they did not pay, and 
Ivan prepared for war. Von Fiirstenberg vainly endeavoured to rouse his 
subordinates and coadjutors to a sense of the coming danger. The Bishop of 
Dorpat hastily declined the offer of a few companies of lanzknechts, whose 
loosely disciplined habits he well remembered; he had forgotten the Russians. 
1558In January three divisions of Moskovite, Tartar, and Tcherkess troops, 
under the command of a Glinski, a Romanov, and an erstwhile Khan of Kazan, 
rode into the Order territory and wasted Livland and Estland to within four miles 
of Revel. The outskirts of Dorpat were burnt, and the invaders returned from this 
preliminary winter campaign with a heavy spoil of cannons, church bells, 
treasure, and captives. A contemporary account accuses the Tartars of fiendish 
cruelties upon the hapless inhabitants who fell into their clutches; among other 
fantastically devised tortures, men were fastened on to the ground, holes 
punctured into their sides, and gunpowder poured therein, which being ignited, 
sent the victims into shreds. Ivan’s object in sending war and desolation 
careering through the land was to bring the various factors which composed its 
government into subjection to his authority, as the Prussian State had been 
brought under the sovereignty of Poland. The Livlanders still imagined that 
peace might be bought, and at a Landtag held at Wolmar in March it was 


resolved to send envoys to the Tzar with an offer of 60,000 thalers. Ivan refused 
to receive the ambassadors, and the chances of reconciliation were still further 
lessened by an outbreak of hostilities between the opposing fortresses of Narva 
and Ivangorod, the former of which was captured by the Russians. The war 
recommenced with renewed vigour on the part of the invaders; the defending 
forces were too hopelessly disorganised to offer an effective resistance to the 
Moskovite attack. Churchmen and Ordermen, nobles and burghers, blamed each 
other mutually, and the luckless peasantry (who since their conversion to 
Christianity by the Sword Brethren had scarcely been surfeited with the peace 
and goodwill which had been officially promised them) suffered at the hands of 
all. Dorpat, Neuhausen, Ringen, and many other strongholds fell before the 
assaults of the Moskovites, and Ivan’s troops extended their ravages into 
Kourland. But meanwhile significant events had been taking place at the 
headquarters of the Order. Von Fiirstenberg had resigned his office to a younger 
man, Gotthard Kettler, and this new chief had inaugurated vigorous measures 
whereby to save, if possible, some fragment from the ruin of the rapidly 
dissolving anachronism which had held together for over 300 years. The Kings 
of Poland, Sweden, and Denmark were appealed to for assistance, and a more 
spirited opposition was shown to the Tzar’s voevodas. A half-hearted irruption 
of the Krim Khan, Devlet Girei, into Moskovite territory towards the close of the 
year did not materially weaken Ivan’s grip upon the struggling provinces, but in 
the following May, through the mediation of the new King of Denmark 
(Frederick II.), an armistice of six months was granted to the distressed 
Livlanders. 1559Kettler, the Archbishop of Riga (Wilhelm Hohenzollern), and 
the various representatives of the Order, the cathedral lands, and the cities sought 
to turn this respite to good account. Like vultures swooping down from an empty 
sky, the agents of the neighbouring northern powers appeared suddenly on the 
scene now that they understood that the Baltic Bund really meant dying. The 
Empire, torn and exhausted by the religious warfare which had attended the 
progress of the Reformation, was unable to take effective part in the obsequies of 
its detached colony. Other interested waiters upon Providence, however, there 
were in plenty. Magnus of Holstein, brother of the King of Denmark, was 
elected successor to Johann Munchausen, Bishop of Oesel and Wiek, who was 
willing, for a substantial recompense, to evacuate a bishopric which had become 
neither Catholic nor safe. Revel and the Estlandish barons turned their eyes 
Swedenward, while in September an alliance was formed between Poland and 
the expiring Order, which showed in which direction Kourland and Livland were 
likely to fall. The truce came abruptly to an end in the midst of all these 
schemings, and the Order knights fought their last campaign amid depressing 


circumstances. The strongly fortified town of Fellin, in which ex-Master von 
Fürstenberg had entrenched himself, was captured — or bought — by the 
Moskovite voevoda Kourbski, and another disaster overtook the Cross warriors 
at Ermes, where a whole detachment was surrounded by an overpowering force 
of the enemy and all who were not slain taken as prisoners to Moskva. The Tzar 
who had wept over the dead Kazanese did not on this occasion permit his 
triumph to soften his feelings towards the wretched captives, who were flogged 
through the streets of the capital with whips of wire and then beheaded. Hatred 
and fear of the Tartar-tinged and autocratic Moskovite sovereignty, heightened 
by acts such as this, drove the Baltic folk more speedily into the arms of the 
various foreign powers who were able and willing to absorb them. Oesel had 
already come under Danish influence; in June 1561 Erik XIV. of Sweden (who 
had succeeded Gustavus Vasa the preceding September) took Estland formally 
under his protection. Sigismund-August completed the partition by taking over 
from the Order Kourland and as much of Livland as was not in the hands of the 
Russians. Mar. 1562The former province was erected into a hereditary duchy 
dependent on the Polish crown, and bestowed upon the ci-devant Master, 
Gotthard Kettler, who was transformed into Duke of Kourland; the ecclesiastical 
lands of the Kourlandish bishopric of Pilten, however, “went with” the territory 
of Oesel, which also comprised the church-lands of Wiek in Estland. Riga 
remained for the present a free city, depending more or less upon Poland, and the 
archbishopric was extinguished on the death of its last prelate, Wilhelm 
Hohenzollern, in 1563. Thus passed away in violent dissolution the strange 
anomalous time-honoured Baltic Bund, that missionary outpost of western 
Christianity and civilisation, which had crammed its commerce and its Christ 
swordwise down the throats of the Liv tribes, had led an existence of intermittent 
strife with its neighbours and within itself, and dying, left a legacy of two 
hundred years’ warfare behind it. 

Ivan, in killing the Order, had not reaped unmixed benefits from his 
destructive efforts; he had advanced the Russian frontier in a direction in which 
expansion was most needed, but he had seen a large accession of territory fall to 
his hereditary enemy, Poland, and his other hereditary enemy, Sweden, had 
obtained a foothold south of the Finnish gulf — two circumstances which did 
not bode peace on his north-west frontier. At Moskva meanwhile troubles were 
brewing. The Tzar had probably never forgotten or forgiven the part Adashev 
and Silvestr had played when their sovereign seemed little better than a dead 
dog, and his consort had since that affair nourished open enmity against the two 
advisers. Their opposition to the war with Livland, in place of which they would 
have preferred a crusade against the Krim khanate, still further nettled Ivan, and 


the Vremenszhiki might plainly perceive that their “season,” which had set in 
amid the glowing ashes of a burnt Moskva, was drawing to a close in the winter 
of the Tzar’s displeasure. (Aug. 1560)The death of Anastasia (who had erewhile 
presented her husband with another son, Thedor, and a daughter, Eudokiya) did 
not improve the monarch’s temper, and the fallen favourites were glad to leave 
the unhealthy neighbourhood of the Court. Adashev was sent in the capacity of 
voevoda to the newly acquired fortress of Fellin, and the man of Novgorod 
relapsed into the obscurity of the cloister. Their rule had been ambitious, austere, 
and paternal to the point of irritation, and they left behind them a circle of 
disparaging courtiers who helped the Tzar to remember how arrogant his 
disgraced counsellors had been in the past, and to realise how dangerous they 
might be in the future. It was darkly hinted at the Kreml that Anastasia Romanov 
had died in the prime of life and health, and that she had been the enemy of the 
Vremenszhiki. Ivan himself raked up real or imagined grievances against these 
restrainers of his violent youth, and before long the frown of the Tzar was 
followed by a stroke of his far-reaching arm. Adashev was removed to a prison 
at Dorpat, where he died six months later — by his own hand, said his enemies; 
Silvestr was sent to contemplate the abstract to the music of “the ice-fields 
which grind against the Solovetsky Monastery on its savage islet” in the White 
Sea — a favourite storing-place for inconvenient churchmen, as Bielozero was 
for lay offenders. 

A new circle of favourites and boon companions sprang fungus-like around 
the stern-grown Tzar, but for the future they ceased to try and control his goings; 
if they could avoid being trampled on they counted themselves lucky. The 
Basmanovs — Thedor, the son, “with the face of an angel and the heart of a 
devil” — were among this sinister throng, which also included Maluta 
Skouratov, “readiest of all to minister to his depraved inclinations and shameful 
lusts.” Ivan, after the punishment of Silvestr and Adashev, was seized with 
remorse — for wasted opportunities. He might have been so much more 
savagely exemplary than he had been. It was not yet too late to remedy the 
omission; Adashev had been disposed of, and the recluse could not well be 
dragged forth again and re-sentenced; but there were others. The gravest political 
fault that must be laid to Ivan’s account is that his cruelties were occasionally 
stupid. In the instance of his first experiment at a reign of terror he selected as 
principal victim of his unappeased wrath Daniel Adashev, brother certainly of 
the late minister, but one of the few reliable voevodas with the army in Livland. 
The exact ground on which he received the death-sentence — beyond the 
fundamental one of blood-relationship with a fallen idol — does not transpire, 
but the fault was apparently a comprehensive one, as with him perished his 


youthful son, his wife’s father, his brother’s wife’s brothers, and his relative Ivan 
Shiskin, with wife and child. At the same time was put to death, on the double 
charge of sorcery and affection towards the Adashevs, a woman of Livland, a 
convert to Orthodoxy, who had come to Moskva with her family, the interesting 
name of Magdalin, and a reputation for piety. The first perished with her. Other 
victims of the Tzar’s dislike or distrust were sent either to their graves or to 
Bielozero, and then the “young man’s fancy” lightly turned to “thoughts of 
love.” Envoys were sent to the King of Poland suggesting the marriage of Ivan 
with one of Sigismund-August’s sisters as a basis of peace between the two 
countries, but the negotiations fell through. The question of Livland had added 
another item to the many vexed points which made a durable reconciliation 
impossible. Aug. 1561The offended wooer haughtily turned his back upon 
possible western brides and allied himself with a beautiful Tcherkess maiden, of 
a princely house, whom he caused to be Christianised and baptized at Moskva 
under the name of Mariya. Towards the close of the following year Ivan 
assembled an immense army with which to give practical effect to his 
resentment against Poland, and in January 1563 led his troops in person against 
Polotzk. Probably no previous Russian prince or voevoda had ever been at the 
head of so imposing a host; its fighting strength was computed at 280,000 men, 
another 80,000 accompanied the huge baggage train, and 200 cannon bumped in 
their sledges over the frozen snow. How such a multitude of men and horses was 
maintained in the frost-bound and much ravaged border province of Polotzk it is 
difficult to surmise. Fortunately the siege was not of long duration; the old 
capital of the House of Isiaslav surrendered to the mighty host which 
encompassed it, and Ivan was able to add the title of Grand Prince of Polotzk to 
his already fatiguingly imposing designations. His return journey to Moskva was 
a repetition of his earlier triumph after the fall of Kazan. As on that occasion, he 
was met with the pleasing intelligence that his consort had presented him with a 
son (Vasili). The infant continued the parallel by dying when a few weeks old. 
Another death happened in the tzarskie family towards the end of the year, Urii, 
the weakling brother, dropping quietly out of existence at this time. Makarie, the 
Shouyskie-elevated Metropolitan, died on the last day of the year, “leaving 
behind him the blessed memory of a prudent pastor.” As he had lived in peace 
with the various Vremenszhiki and with Ivan himself, the prudence cannot be 
gainsaid. 1564Athanasie, the Tzar’s confessor, was elected to the vacant post, 
which he probably found less onerous than that of keeper of his Majesty’s 
conscience. 

A truce of six months had been accorded to Sigismund-August, 
notwithstanding which both Moskovites and Poles (the latter with the assistance 


of the Dniepr Kozaks) mutually harried each other’s lands. The Polish 
ambassadors who came to Moskva in December 1563 put forward the usual 
inflated demands for Pskov, Novgorod, and other integral Russian possessions; 
scarcely likely to be yielded to a country which had just lost a valuable province. 
Ivan’s_ diplomatists countered these extravagant proposals by equally 
unreasonable claims, and the futile negotiations — which more resembled a 
Dutch auction — were broken off in January. 1564The renewal of active 
hostilities brought disaster upon the Moskovite arms; in the ill-fated 
neighbourhood of Orsha Petr Ivanovitch Shouyskie, in command of a large 
Russian force, was surprised by the hetman Nikolai Radzivil and completely 
defeated. Among the many conflicting accounts of this battle it is impossible to 
estimate what was the proportionate loss of victors and vanquished, but it is 
fairly evident that the Moskovites abandoned their cannon and baggage train to 
the enemy, that they were pursued by moonlight through brakes and swamps, 
and that Shouyskie lost his life in the battle or the flight. According to some 
writers his body was found in a well. The consequences of this defeat were not 
weighty, but Ivan was at the same time confronted with the defection of one of 
his most important voevodas, Aleksandr Mikhailovitch Kourbski. This boyarin, 
who held command of the troops in Livland, had been a companion-in-arms of 
Daniel Adashev, and was well disposed towards the Vremenszhiki who had had 
so grim a downfall. As Moskovite generals went, he had been energetic and 
fairly successful, though at a battle at Nevl he had been worsted by a much 
inferior Polish force. The cruelty and tyranny which were making the Tzar daily 
more breathlessly interesting to his courtiers roused apprehensions in the mind 
of Kourbski, who suddenly took the resolution to transfer his services to the 
cause of Sigismund-August. The letter or declaration in which he informed the 
Tzar of the reasons which had driven him to take this step was couched in terms 
of Biblical reproach, and upbraided the tyrant with having shed the blood of 
innocent men and slain the mighty ones of Israel. Kourbski was pleased with this 
composition and expressed his intention of having a copy of it buried with him. 
Ivan, who was not so pleased with it, drove his iron-tipped staff through the foot 
of the messenger who had brought it, and kept it there while he read it; and it 
was a long letter. An extraordinary correspondence ensued; Ivan hurled at his 
departed boyarin reproaches, scriptural texts, sarcasms, and fragments of 
classical history. Why to save his miserable body had Kourbski stained his 
immortal soul with treachery? What, he wished to know, would happen to 
Kourbski’s soul “on the day of awful judgment”? How had he dared to say that 
the throne of God was surrounded by his (Ivan’s) victims, against the authority 
of the Apostle, who said that no man could see God? Heretic! “You tell me that I 


shall never again see your Ethiopian face. O Heaven! what misfortune for me!” 
And let him place his letter in his coffin, thereby proving that he was no 
Christian, since Christians loved to die in forgiveness and not hate. “Written in 
our residence of Moskva, in Great Russia, the 5th of the month of July, the year 
of the world 7,072.” 

The passing over of Kourbski infused new vigour into Sigismund-August’s 
war measures. Devlet-Girei, who had been on the point of concluding an alliance 
with Moskva, was suddenly induced by Polish gold to make an inroad upon 
Riazan; Kourbski and Radzivil led a large army against Polotzk, and hostilities 
were actively prosecuted in Livland. Nothing, however, resulted from this triple 
attack; Riazan was heroically defended by the Basmanovs, father and son, until 
reinforcements arrived to drive the Tartars back into the steppes. Polotzk equally 
defied the Polish arms, and the Moskovites on their part captured the Lit’ uanian 
fortress of Ozeriszh. In Livland neither side could claim a decided advantage. 

Had Ivan at this crucial moment gathered together the formidable resources at 
his command and led his army against his old hereditary enemy, enfeebled by 
the rule of a weak and aristocracy-fettered king, and involved, moreover, in a 
quarrel with Sweden, he might have achieved a conquest more splendid and 
important than those of Kazan and Polotzk, and have wreaked on foreign foes 
his consuming lust for blood. But suspicion, the Nemesis of tyrants, had already 
commenced to haunt the dark mind of the Tzar, and he cared not to risk his 
sacred person in the hands of possibly traitorous boyarins. His warped 
imagination peopled Moskva with treason-mongers and conspirators, secret 
adherents of Kourbski and of the disgraced Vremenszhiki. Promiscuous arrests 
and judicial murders had not increased the gaiety of the capital, and Ivan 
glowered round upon gloomy and anxious faces with a sense of injured and 
threatened majesty. One morning in December boyarins and citizens saw with a 
feeling of uneasy alarm the Kreml square crowded with sledges, in which were 
piled crosses, ikons, church and domestic furniture, State treasures, and the 
various paraphernalia necessary to a peregrinating Tzar. The Terrible was about 
to desert his capital on the eve of the festivities of Noel. Escorted by a troop of 
horsemen, and accompanied by his family and favourite courtiers, Ivan 
Vasilievitch Groznie swept out of Moskva before the eyes of his silent and 
wondering subjects. This portentous Hegira halted at the Aleksandrovskie 
sloboda, a village some 107 verstas (86 miles) from the capital, where the Tzar 
set up his Court afresh. The unknown is proverbially the dreaded. All Moskva 
shivered at this mysterious departure. Clergy, boyarins, and townsfolk asked 
themselves what boded the winter flitting of their sovereign; they had not long to 
wait for an explanation. 1565On the 3rd January came a New Year’s message 


from Aleksandrov to the Metropolitan, and another to the merchants and people 
of Moskva. The burden of both these epistles was, that during Ivan’s minority 
and under the administration of Silvestr and Adashev the interests of the State 
had been neglected and its coffers plundered; that Moskva still swarmed with a 
brood of disaffected and rebellious boyarins, and that whenever the long- 
suffering sovereign wished to mete out justice to the guilty, the Metropolitan and 
clergy interfered to screen them from their well-deserved doom. Hence the 
sorrowing Tzar had resolved to shake the dust of an ungrateful capital off his 
feet, or in other words, to leave the white-built but black-hearted city to simmer 
in its own iniquities. The effect of this announcement was general panic and 
consternation, as Ivan had probably intended it should be; a deputation of clergy, 
boyarins, merchants, and townsfolk, headed by Pimen, Archbishop of Novgorod, 
waited upon the Tzar in his retreat at Aleksandrov and humbly implored him to 
return to his desolate capital and to deal with the evil-doers as seemed best to 
him. Ivan graciously relented and made a solemn entry into the city on the 2nd 
February. If the chronicles are to be credited, the change of air and scene had 
done him little good as far as bodily health was concerned, and the people were 
appalled to behold the ravages which two months’ absence had wrought on the 
person of their sovereign, who now appeared before them “a gaunt, bent man, 
with dull eyes, matted, unkempt hair, and a gloomy fierceness stamped upon 
every feature.” Certainly this Tzar gave his subjects plenty of excitement. As a 
conqueror he had retaken possession of Moskva, and a new batch of regulations 
marked his return to the head of affairs; most notable of these enactments was 
the institution of a personal body-guard, chosen from the ranks of the courtier 
boyarins, and originally fixed at 1000 strong (afterwards raised to 6000), to 
whom was given the name of Opritchnina, or select legion. These satellites and 
creatures of the Tzar fulfilled the duties of guards, police, and special 
messengers, and became the agents for such cruelties and extortions as Ivan 
could not superintend in person. They carried at their saddle-bow a broom and a 
dog’s head, to signify that they swept treason out of the land and devoured the 
Tzar’s enemies; the terror they inspired among the unfortunate people upon 
whom they were let loose earned for them the name of “Kromieshniki,” “of the 
outer darkness,” or literally “outers.” Another new departure was the 
commencement of a palace outside the walls of the Kreml; an unaccountable 
whim, unless Ivan feared to be shut up like a rat in a trap among a people whose 
patience might one day give out, and who might hunt for a Vasilievitch as on a 
memorable occasion they had hunted for Glinskies. For the present the 
Moskvitchi were huddled like sheep in the corner of a pen, watching with 
nervous interest the movements of the personage who might be said to embrace 


the double part of shepherd and wolf. No time was lost in getting to business; in 
the month of February a batch of victims was selected to inaugurate the new 
days of personal rule — a dark festival, in sombre, gloomy, and terrible setting, 
and not as yet common enough to have lost the thrill of expectancy. A list of 
names stalk spectre-wise across this ugly page of Moskva’s history, as the 
bearers of them walked to their doom under the gaze of a blood-frozen 
multitude. Aleksandr Gorbati, who at least had fought for the Tzar “from Kazan 
to the field of Arske,” and his son Petr, who at the age of seventeen could not 
have been steeped very deeply in treason, died together under the executioner’s 
axe. Four other enemies of the Tzar’s repose suffered by the block; for a fifth 
was reserved a more ghastly punishment. Kniaz Dimitri Shaferov expiated his 
real or imputed crimes by a slow death by impalement. All day long, it was said, 
he lingered, bearing his pain heroically; and Church and Tzar looked on 
impassively at a deed more meanly cruel than that monk-taught tragedy, the 
memory of which they bewailed every Good Friday. To the credit of the 
Metropolitan, be it said, that having not the courage to thwart his sovereign’s 
sacrificial bent, he retired from an office whose merciful functions he might no 
longer wield, and withdrew into the Novo Spasskie monastery. Germanus, 
Archbishop of Kazan, was pitched upon to fill the vacant post, but Ivan 
quarrelled with him before the ceremony of consecration had time to take place, 
and the old man escaped thankfully back to his former diocese. The Tzar then 
nominated Filipp, hegumen of the Solovetski Lavra, who unwillingly assumed 
an office which could not fail to bring him into disastrous contact with the 
Terrible and his unbearable Opritchniki. 

Ivan divided his time between the capital and the Aleksandrovskie sloboda, 
which latter place he transformed into a peculiar hybrid settlement, half fortress, 
half monastery, in which he led an equally peculiar life. A whim or a 
superstitious fancy caused him to garb himself and his boon companions with 
the titles and even the robes of monks, but the religious routine of this strange 
establishment was no make-believe. Matins and masses and vigils were here 
observed, perhaps more regularly than in most Russian monasteries of that day, 
and by none more punctiliously than by the Tzar-abbot; a fearful and wonderful 
being, if contemporary reports have not grossly lied, grovelling in abject fervent 
worship before the chapel altar at one moment, and gliding out to superintend 
the fiendish torture of some wretched captive at another, returning “radiant” and 
comforted — grotesque and scarcely credible, yet supported by the facts that are 
available. While the baboon-hearted sovereign passed his days in a blended 
medley of piety and savagery, buffoonery and State affairs, his familiar sprites, 
the Six Thousand, infested Moskva and a large portion of the country districts 


like a devouring pest or an army of occupation. Princes, boyarins, burghers, all 
who were not connected with the Elect Legion, were liable at any moment to be 
insulted, plundered, or maltreated by the light-hearted and _ light-fingered 
Opritchniki, and redress from the Tzar there was none. Houses and lands were 
ruthlessly filched from unoffending subjects in order to provide for the wants 
and luxuries of the favoured legionaries. 

The new Metropolitan, a man of firmer fibre than his immediate predecessors, 
inevitably clashed against the drifting forces of oppression and State anarchy 
which bore athwart him, and incurred the disfavour alike of Tzar and 
Opritchniki. Previous to his consecration he had made a half-hearted attempt to 
procure the suppression of the latter, and in return they hated him with a 
thoroughness which boded his ultimate destruction. Throughout his ministrations 
in the gloomy and splendid temples of Moskva the grinning dog’s head must 
have been ever before his eyes, and the renewed cruelties and executions with 
which the Tzar terrorised the capital made a rupture daily more imminent. 

During these inward developments of Ivan’s reign a curious languor had crept 
into the foreign relations of the country. It seemed as if the three north-eastern 
powers were gorged and torpid after having assimilated within their maws the 
decayed carcase of the Baltic Bund. The Swedish raven and the Slav eagles sat 
inertly blinking at each other, or indulged in desultory sparring over the remains 
of their banquet. Perennial embassades, solemnly and sumptuously upholstered, 
trailed to and fro between Moskva and the Lit’uanian capital, and concurrently 
Kozaks and razboyniks (moss-troopers) kept alive the smouldering embers of 
war. As a matter of fact neither of the three neighbour nations was in a position 
to engage in a vigorous foreign campaign. In Sweden Erik, second monarch of 
the House of Vasa, was undoing the good work of his father and sowing the 
whirlwind which was shortly to sweep him from his throne. In Poland the line of 
Yagiello seemed likely to come to an end with the childless Sigismund-August, 
and men looked anxiously or selfishly forward to the prospective troubles of an 
open succession; for the most part selfishly. In Russia Ivan, who might have 
reaped splendid profit from the embarrassments of his rivals, seemed bent rather 
on warring upon his own subjects. His hatred of the boyarins may legitimately 
be explained by the recollections of his dreary and friendless youth, and of the 
torturing anxiety of his sick-bed, when loyalty ran cold and men turned their 
backs upon the seemingly setting sun. And yet the prime mover in that incipient 
treason appeared for long to have escaped the jealous fury that bore so strong a 
sway in the Tzar’s breast. Vladimir Andreivitch, who had put himself forward as 
his cousin’s under-study, was for many years the object of caresses rather than 
openly shown resentment. Fiefs, palaces, commands, and other compliments 


were showered upon him, as though to remove the possibility of further 
disaffection. But there are more ways of killing a cat than by choking it with 
cream. Ivan one day summoned his relative to visit him at Aleksandrovskie, and 
rode forth to meet him with a band of ever-useful Opritchniki — and some 
poison. 1569Vladimir, accompanied by his wife and two children, was 
intercepted at a little village on the road, where all four were forced to drink of 
the Tzar’s hospitality — a beverage which needed no digestion. 

Whatever object Ivan may have had in selecting a man of Filipp’s disposition 
for the office of Metropolitan, he soon laboured to displace him therefrom; 
“there is no law to say such things as may disgust the ear of kings,” and Filipp 
had been, for a Russian churchman, tolerably outspoken. (1568)The 
uncompromising Vladuika was arrested, arraigned on some raked-up charge 
relating to his monastic life, deposed from his office, and immured in a cell of 
the Otrotch monastery near Tver. Here in the following year Maluta Skouratov 
helped him to die; Ivan has the credit of having added a martyr to the Orthodox 
calendar. Kirill, hegumen of the Novinski monastery (Moskva) replaced Filipp 
in the Russian primacy. 

Despite the passive and unresisting temper with which the Moskovites seem 
to have endured the tyranny of their sovereign and his satellites, Ivan was never 
free from apprehension on the score of treason. The carefully-guarded seclusion 
of his life both at Aleksandrov and at the capital betray his nervous fears in this 
respect, and even more unmistakable is the drift of the correspondence he had 
with Elizabeth of England on the subject of a possible asylum in that country. In 
the last years of Edward VI. the English navigator Richard Chancellor, of “the 
Mystery Companie and Fellowship of Merchant Adventurers for the Discoverie 
of unknown lands,” had stumbled upon Moskovy while searching for a northern 
passage to India and China, and diplomatic and commercial relations had been 
opened up between the two countries. The Queen responded graciously to “the 
deare most mightie and puissant Prince, our brother, great lord Emperor and 
greate Duke Ivan Basily of all Russia,” promising a sanctuary for “the free and 
quiet leeding of your highnes lief ... and that it maie be laufull for you to use 
your Christian relligion in such sorte, as it shall be best like you.” Besides, the 
letter went on, a place should be appointed for the prospective fugitive and his 
Court “as long as you shall like to remaine with us,” adding, however, “upon 
your owen charge.” The Tudors were not given to quixotic extravagance. 

Russia it has well been said is the country of contrasts, and the reign of Ivan 
furnishes some curious anomalies of administration. Of all the strange fruit to be 
borne under the circumstances of time and place — in the Moskovy of the 
sixteenth century — a States-General was about the last to be looked for. And 


yet this was indeed the apparition which the violent control-impatient Tzar 
called up to advise him on the purely administrative question of continuation or 
termination of the Polish war. In the summer of 1566 came to Moskva an 
unwonted assemblage of boyarins, higher clergy, small proprietors, merchants, 
and townsfolk, 339 in all, to deliberate on the matter which had been submitted 
to their decision. Sigismund-August had abandoned his demands for the 
restitution of Smolensk and Polotzk, and was willing to unite with Ivan in a 
scheme for driving the Swedes out of Estland and partitioning that province and 
Livland amicably between the two Slav powers. The East-Russian monarch did 
not jump at these favourable proposals, but insisted that Riga, Wenden, Wolmar, 
Ronneburg, and Kokenhausen should be added to his share of Livland. Possibly 
his object was to harass Lit’uania by a prolongation of the war, in the hope that, 
on the death of Sigismund-August, the electors of the grand duchy might be 
driven to put a term to their country’s sufferings by bestowing their suffrages on 
their most formidable neighbour; as the Poles had done in the case of Yagiello. 
The King refused to make the required concessions, hence the deadlock which 
the Russian Diet was called together to discuss. The assembly unanimously 
concurred in refusing to abate the Tzar’s demands upon Livland, which appeared 
to them extremely reasonable. Thus the old Slavonic custom of violently 
disposing of a minority was not called into requisition; had the unanimity been 
the wrong way Ivan would probably not have shrunk from a heroic treatment of 
the case. Whatever hopes the Tzar may have entertained of detaching Lit’uania 
from the Polish crown were dispelled by the political stroke which Sigismund- 
August effected a few years later; by the Union of Lublin, signed, after many a 
stormy sitting, on the 1st July 1569, Poland and Lit’uania were definitely bound 
together in a dual but indivisible realm. The question of the succession to the 
double throne still remained open, but it was scarcely likely that the turbulent 
and almost independent nobles of the Polish provinces would turn their thoughts 
towards the grim despot of Moskva, charm he never so wisely. Ivan, however, in 
obstinately refusing to conclude peace on any but the most exorbitant terms, and 
confining his military operations for the most part to unimportant border 
skirmishes, was pursuing the time-honoured Moskovite wolf-borrowed policy of 
wearing down an adversary by persistent untiring attack. Even more hoary and 
respectable with the sanction of age, dating indeed from the days of Sviatoslav 
Igorovitch, was the happy-go-lucky neglect of the southern and eastern 
possessions of the gosoudarstvo, which were generally left with no better 
protection than those with which nature had surrounded them. South of Moskva 
nothing matters, might have expressed the indifference with which the Russian 
Statecraft permitted its outlying districts in this direction to be continually 


overrun by marauding armies. 1569In the year of the Lublinskie Union a Turko- 
Tartar invasion, having for its nucleus 17,000 troops under the command of an 
Ottoman pasha, entered the steppe-lands of the Azov basin to prosecute what 
might be considered a holy war against the Infidel conquerors of Kazan and 
Astrakhan. With the idea of bringing the Mussulman lands watered by the Volga 
into closer touch with Azov, and thereby with the water-way to Constantinople, 
the Turkish plan of campaign included the gigantic project of uniting that river 
with the Don by means of a canal. Neither this undertaking nor the meditated 
swoop upon Astrakhan was seriously prosecuted, and the invaders seem to have 
gathered alarm from the awful stillness of the solitudes into which they had 
penetrated, and to have seen Moskovite armies stealing upon them where only 
the foxes and the steppe-eagles sought their prey amid the waving grasses. The 
Tartar auxiliaries gradually dispersed and the famine-wasted troops of the Sultan 
re-embarked at Azov without having encountered human enemies other than the 
skirmishing bands of Tcherkess warriors who had harassed their retreat. 
Permanently at war with Poland, never safe from the hostility of the Krim 
Tartars, and threatened with the aggression of the great Mohametan power of 
South-East Europe, Ivan seemed to find among his own subjects enemies more 
punishable than any who menaced him from without. Moskva and Aleksandrov 
had been the scene of many a nightmare deed of cruelty; many an action of 
injustice and oppression had been perpetrated by the fiend-hearted Opritchniki in 
the country districts; but now something on a larger scale was to be attempted. 
The “episode of Novgorod,” one of the most terrible events of a terrible reign, is 
introduced by some of the earlier historians in a somewhat fantastic manner. One 
Petr, a native of Volhynia, who had suffered for some offence at the hands of the 
Novgorodskie authorities, revenged himself by calumniating the city rulers in 
the too susceptible mind of the Tzar; his story was that a letter, addressed to 
Sigismund-August, and signed by the Archbishop (Pimen) and the leading 
inhabitants of the city, offering to transfer their allegiance to the Polish monarch, 
had been hidden behind the image of the Mother-of-God in the Sofia Cathedral 
at Novgorod, where it was eventually found by a confidential agent dispatched 
by Ivan from Moskva. Why a letter intended for the King of Poland, and 
presumedly of some urgency, should have been placed, and left, in such a 
curious position, is not very apparent. That such treason was actually meditated 
is at least possible. Novgorod, clinging to the memory of lost liberties and 
departed glories, may not unnaturally have turned wistful eyes towards any 
protector who might save her from a dynasty which, in the person of Ivan IMI., 
had wrought her such lasting injury, and in the person of his grandson threatened 
her with further oppressions. The morbidly suspicious mind of the Tzar would 


not be without apprehension on this score, and in this case there is no reason to 
presuppose that evidence, real or concocted, was an essential preliminary to 
preventative action. In the autumn of 1569 the incriminating letter is said to have 
been found. In December the Tzar, with the Tzarevitch Ivan, his favourite 
boyarins, and an army of Opritchniki, set out on a punitive expedition against 
Novgorod and the neighbouring towns. Like a python encoiling its prey this 
strange peregrinating “bed of justice” moved towards the devoted city, leaving 
an ugly streak of blood and desolation in its track. Klin, a small township near 
Tver, was the starting-point of the red carnival. What exact offence the 
inhabitants had committed in the eyes of their sovereign it is impossible to say, 
since they could scarcely have been suspected of complicity in the alleged 
treasonable correspondence with Sigismund-August. The Tzar, however, let slip 
his “peculiars” on them, and murder and pillage became the order of the day. 
“Houses and streets were filled with corpses, and neither women nor children 
were spared.” Hence onward, at Tver, Torjhok, Gorodnya, and in all the villages 
as far as lake Ilmen, the same scenes of blood and rapine were enacted; the roads 
leading to Novgorod were strewn with dead bodies. It was during this grisly 
progress through the dark snow-swathed pine-forests, where the ravens watched 
over the frozen corpses, and the wolves feasted on what the Kromiesniki left 
behind them, that Maluta Skouratov turned aside to the Otrotch monastery and 
transacted his business with the ex-Metropolitan Filipp. Truly the frosts of 
winter seemed to have got into men’s blood and all feelings of mercy and 
goodwill to have evaporated at the festivals of Noel. To the Novgorodskie, 
awaiting the arrival of this dread visitation, tidings kept pouring in which might 
well have roused them to the defiance of despair, and armed them against their 
fate. Jan. 1570The Opritchniki had already drawn a cordon round the slobodas 
and outskirts of the city, and were ransacking the numerous monasteries which 
studded the sandy plain, putting to death such of the inmates as showed the least 
sign of opposition. But there was no Martha to organise resistance, no Mstislav 
the Brave to step in between Novgorod and her doom. When Ivan, accompanied 
by his son, courtiers, and a formidable body-guard of Strielitz, made his entry 
into the terror-stricken city, he was met on the famous Volkhov bridge by the 
Vladuika Pimen at the head of the clergy and principal citizens, with the cross 
and sacred banners displayed. The miraculous ikon, which had repelled the 
attack of the Souzdalskie besiegers, failed to turn the heart of the Tzar, and the 
Archbishop’s quavering blessing was refused. Novgorod was given over to 
slaughter and pillage and Pimen himself was spared only to perform antics 
degrading alike to his manhood and his office. For six weeks the city and its 
outskirts was a continued scene of confiscation and wholesale execution; 


numbers of the inhabitants were flung into the Volkhov, at a point near the 
bridge where its waters never freeze, and so many were disposed of in this way 
that lake Ladoga is said to have been tainted by the carrion. The total number of 
the victims has been variously computed, contemporary accounts fixing the 
death-roll from 2770, “besides women and common folk,” to the maximum and 
probably enormously exaggerated figure of 60,000. In a curious and appallingly 
suggestive register, preserved at the Kirillov monastery, in which Ivan used to 
keep a reckoning of his victims and apparently apprise his God of their dispatch, 
there is the following entry: “O Lord! give peace to the souls of 1505 of Thy 
servants, Novgorodians.” The number of unburied corpses was sufficiently great 
to cause a pestilence, which rounded off the Tzar’s act of vengeance. After 
having denuded the celebrated Cathedral of its bells, vessels, ikons and other 
treasures, and destroyed cattle, grain, and whatever could not be conveniently 
carried off, Ivan called together the wretched remnant of the citizens and 
graciously asked for their prayers on behalf of himself and his family. 

Then, in the middle of February, he departed towards Pskov, leaving the 
silent city alone with its dead. A romantic, but not necessarily romancing, 
element runs through the account of Ivan’s dealings with Pskov. Sharing in the 
conjectural guilt for which Novgorod had been so mercilessly chastised, the Tzar 
had devised for the city on the Peipus a similar punishment. Halting at one of the 
monasteries without the walls, on the eve of his intended assize, he was moved 
by hearing the bells of all the churches and religious houses around toll at 
midnight, in funeral anticipation of the threatened butchery. His feelings were 
still further worked upon by the appearance on the scene of a local celebrity, one 
Nikolai, half-hermit, half-charlatan, who offered him meat, and on being 
indignantly rebuked — it was Lent — boldly accused the Tzar of feeding on 
human bodies. This stark, uncanny being, in the vigorous words of Sir Jerome 
Horsey, an adventurous Englishman who visited Moskovy several times in 
various capacities, “with bold Imprecations and Exorcismes calling him Blood- 
sucker and Deuourer of Christian flesh, swore by his Angell that hee should not 
escape death by a present Thunderbolt, if he or any of his did touch the least 
childs haire in that Citie.” It is not improbable that this madman and fanatic may 
have made a strong impression upon a kindred spirit, and the unusual occurrence 
of a thunderstorm in February, which the chronicles relate, would have added to 
the Tzar’s superstitious uneasiness. Of the existence of this “sorcerer” Horsey 
gives evidence at first hand: “I saw this Impostor, a foule creature; hee went 
naked Winter and Summer.... His Holinesse could not endure me,” he adds, 
which, as the Englishman was openly sceptical as to his supernatural powers, 
was not wonderful. Whatever may have influenced the Tzar to an unwonted 


deviation into humanity, he suddenly stayed his avenging hand and returned to 
Moskva with his Opritchniks, his Court, and the captive Archbishop. That he 
was in any way Satiated with cruelty does not appear, as in the same year he 
treated the capital to a blood-carnival on a grander scale than any it had yet 
witnessed. What gave added alarm to this new reign of terror was that no one 
was Safe from implication, for the Tzar’s own seeming favourites and the most 
trusted of his creatures were arrested one after the other. The Basmanovs, father 
and son, Viskovatui, the Treasurer Founikov, Athanasie Viazemskie, Ivan 
Vorontzov, and scores of other princes and boyarins were pounced upon and 
hurried off into safe keeping, while sinister preparations went forward in the 
great square of the Kitai-gorod. On the 25th July all was in readiness; eighteen 
gibbets and a large cauldron suspended over a glowing furnace, with other 
implements of punishment, met the Tzar’s eye as he rode with Maluta Skouratov 
and other yet surviving favourites on to the scene of execution. But one 
important item was lacking; where were the onlookers? The great square was 
deserted, for the Moskvitchi had hidden themselves away from the alarming 
spectacle which the Gosoudar had prepared for them; there was no knowing 
where the matter would stop. Ivan sent his soldiers to summon his subjects to the 
show, and even went in person to beat up the skulking citizens, who flocked with 
quaking hearts to the various coigns of vantage round the Red Place. The 
audience having been secured, the prisoners were marched out in a long file to 
the scene of their punishment. The crowd, scanning the wan faces of the victims, 
missed that of Viazemskie, who had died under torture, and the Basmanovs were 
also absent. A crowning horror was reserved for them. But see, the Tzar speaks. 
Raising his voice that all might hear, he demanded of the people of Moskva if 
the tortures and executions they were about to witness seemed to them just? 
They did, they did. No shred of hope could the doomed men grasp from that 
hoarse murmur of servile approbation. Like beaten gladiators, reading their fate 
in the upturned thumbs and hard faces of the onlookers, they stood unfriended 
before that vast multitude. I.H.S. has taken the place of the S.P.Q.R., but fifteen 
hundred years have not materially removed Christian Moskva from the ethic- 
level of pagan Rome. Up to the mounted monarch was led the first victim, 
Viskovatui, whom Ivan accused of treasonable correspondence with the King of 
Poland, with the Sultan, and with the Krim Khan, emphasising his accusations 
by slashing the boyarin’s face with his whip. Bound, gagged, and hung by the 
feet, he was forthwith hacked to pieces; Maluta Skouratov, descending from his 
horse, sliced off an ear by way of a beginning. Founikov was dispatched by 
alternate drenching with boiling and iced water, and “expired in horrible 
torments.” Others, to the number of about 200, were put to death in various 


manners, the Tzar himself having the credit of impaling one old man on his 
lance. On what evidence, if any, these men were found guilty of treason and 
disloyalty it is impossible to know, but this at least may be remarked, that, 
enjoying as they did the Tzar’s favour and patronage, they had scarcely a motive 
for wishing to overturn or undermine his authority. The executions on the Red 
Place, renewed after an interval of a few days, were not the only outlet for the 
monarch’s anger or blood-thirst; other evil deeds are related of this reign of 
terror, this running amok of a human being among his unresisting fellows. It was 
said that Ivan forced Thedor Basmanoy, the “angel-faced,” to kill his own father: 
a ghastly deed which did not save the perpetrator from a death by torture, and 
which at least need not be unreservedly believed in. Torture was also meted out 
to the widows of some of the most distinguished of the victims of the Red Place, 
and eighty were said to have been flung into the Moskva river. Such a glut of 
corpses defied expeditious or thorough burial, and for many days and nights the 
inhabitants of that horror-haunted city witnessed packs of dogs crunching and 
tearing human bones and flesh in the dry ditches beneath the Kreml walls and in 
the open spaces of the Kitai-gorod. Some of the bodies appear to have found 
their way into the tzarskie fish-ponds, and carp and pike grew bloated on the rich 
banquet. And amid the gloom and stifled wailing the dread author of it all, the 
man of terror and blood and punishments, prostrates himself daily in the holy 
places, bumping his forehead on the pavement before the sacred ikons. Splendid 
triumph of the Nazarene! Oh glorious irony! The great Orthodox Tzar, 
conqueror of Kazan and Astrakhan and Polotzk, master of the lives and liberties 
of his trembling subjects, bows in abject worship before the picture of a woman 
and a little child. 

Amid the seemingly indiscriminating severities with which Ivan cowed the 
inhabitants of his principal cities, his mind was engaged in the conduct of a 
dexterous and well-thought-out foreign policy. The same year that witnessed the 
episode of Novgorod and the butchery in the Kitai-gorod was signalised by a 
long-laboured truce (to run for three years) between Moskovy and Poland. 
1570The growing expectancy of a vacancy of the Polish-Lit’uanian throne had 
no doubt something to do with this reconciliation. That Ivan seriously put 
himself forward as a candidate for that extremely limited and curtailed monarchy 
seems to be the case, judging from the significant instructions which his 
ambassadors received, to keep strict silence, when in Poland, on the subject of 
the Tzar’s domestic tyrannies. Equally surprising, but nevertheless credit- 
worthy, the Tzar was not without a party among the liberty and license-loving 
Polish nobles, many of whom, particularly at Warszawa, were said to be 
adopting Moskovite costume in view of a coming dynastic displacement. His 


adherents were chiefly among the szlachta, or small nobility, who numbered in 
their ranks many of the Reformed persuasion. At this period Protestants and 
Orthodox were lumped together in Poland, under the common designation of 
Dissidents, and suffered equally at the hands of the dominant Catholics. Hence 
many members of the Diet were more alarmed at the prospect of an Austrian, or 
other Jesuit-ridden king, than at the possible unmanageability of the Moskovite 
Tzar. While awaiting the drift of events in Poland, Ivan set in motion a course of 
action by which he hoped to drive the Swedes out of the Baltic provinces. His 
idea was to enlist the sympathy and support of the long-suffering Livlanders and 
Estlanders by setting up a puppet king who should govern the old lands of the 
Bund, under the suzerainty of Moskva. The title of King of Livland, offered, 
according to contemporary report, successively to ex-Master von Fiirstenberg 
and the Duke of Kourland (by both of whom it was declined), was eventually 
accepted by the ambitious but effete Magnus of Holstein, Duke of Oesel and 
Wiek. (1570)Magnus paid a visit to Moskva — in some trepidation, for the city 
was getting an unhealthy reputation — and returned with the Tzar’s 
proclamation of his new dignity, backed up by five-and-twenty thousand 
Russian troops. With this force and his own German guards, the Holsteiner 
advanced upon Revel, which, however, held out against both his wiles and his 
assaults; the latter he discontinued after a siege of thirty weeks’ duration (16th 
March 1571), burning his camp-works and withdrawing his army into quarters. 
This rebuff settled the fate of the vassal “kingdom.” In another direction Ivan’s 
foreign policy had been equally unsuccessful — in an attempt, namely, to 
cultivate friendly relations with the Ottoman power. The embassy which he sent 
in 1570 to Constantinople, to congratulate Sultan Selim on his accession, was 
coldly received, and a demand put forward for the relinquishing of the Russian 
sovereignty over Kazan and Astrakhan. The uneasiness which the Tzar felt with 
regard to the possibility of a forward Mussulman movement was increased by 
news which was brought to Moskva in the spring of 1571 of a warlike activity 
among the Krimskie Tartars. Whether instigated by Turkish influences, or by the 
anti-Moskovite party in Poland, or whether acting on his own initiative, Devlet- 
Girei was certainly preparing for an inroad upon Russian territory, and Ivan 
hastily assembled an army of 50,000 men, which he posted, under the leadership 
of several voevodas, along the banks of the Oka, where the enemy was expected 
to pass. The invading force, said to be 120,000 strong, eluded this first line of 
defence and bore straight upon Moskva. The Tzar, who might with the forces at 
his disposal have held the Tartars in check till the army of the Oka came up on 
their flank, fled, as his father Vasili had done, as most of the Grand Princes of 
Moskva had from time to time done under similar circumstances, and sheltered 


himself at Rostov, leaving the capital to its fate. Weakened and dispirited by this 
desertion, the force which had raced back from the Oka and arrived at much the 
same time as the Krimskies made no attempt to defend the slobodas and outlying 
quarters of the city, which were set on fire by the Khan’s orders. Ignorant, 
probably, of the strength of the Russian garrison, and fearing to be taken 
unawares by a reinforcement from the north, the Tartars made no further move 
upon the city, and indeed the rapid spread of the flames made pillage impossible. 
With the exception of the stone-built Kreml, nearly the whole town was 
destroyed, and the loss of life, though probably enormously exaggerated by 
contemporary writers, was undoubtedly very great. “Then might you haue seene 
a lametable spectacle,” writes an English traveller twenty years later, “... the 
people burning in their houses and streates, but most of all such as laboured to 
passe out of the gates farthest from the enemie, where meeting together in a 
mighty throng, and so pressing euery man to preuent another, wedged 
themselves so fast within the gate, and streates neare vnto it, as that three ranks 
walked one vpon the others head, the vppermost treading downe those that were 
lower: so that there perished at that time (as was sayd) by the fire and the presse, 
the number of 800,000 people, or more.” Or less. Another Englishman, Sir 
Jerome Horsey, bears witness to the fact that numbers of the inhabitants, 
plunging, with all their removable valuables, into the river, to escape from the 
flames and the Tartars, sank beneath its waters, and that long after the bodies had 
been disposed of, it was a fashionable amusement to drag the river bed for 
submerged treasure, adding significantly, “I my selfe was somewhat the better 
for that fishing.” Satisfied with the striking and _ easily-accomplished 
chastisement which he had inflicted upon the half-dreaded, half-despised enemy, 
the Khan withdrew his Hordes, carrying with him immense numbers of captured 
Moskovites, and pursued at a safe distance by the tzarskie voevodas. Ivan, 
returning to his desolated capital and dreading a renewal of the struggle with an 
antagonist, formidable in himself and possibly a forerunner of Turkish hostility, 
began to reckon on the necessity of purchasing peace by the surrender of 
Astrakhan. While, however, the victorious Tartar was plaguing him with 
taunting messages and importunate demands, the Tzar diverted his mind to the 
consideration of a more pleasing matter. His second wife Mariya had died in 
1569, and he had for some time contemplated a renewal of the marriage state. 
The present seemed to him a good opportunity for carrying out his project, and 
the usual preliminaries were set in motion. The selection of a mate for the 
Russian Gosoudars was conducted on a thoroughly democratic principle, and 
any young woman of healthy and pleasing appearance might aspire to the honour 
of becoming Tzaritza. On this occasion over 2000 of the likeliest maidens of 


Moskovy were brought to the Aleksandrovskie Sloboda, and the Court doctors 
and midwives helped the monarch to make his choice, which fell upon a young 
girl of Novgorod, Martha Sobakin. Either the work of selection was badly done, 
or the Tzar was particularly unfortunate, or the bride met with foul play, for she 
died before the marriage ceremonies were well through. Needless to state the 
thwarted widower inclined to the last alternative, and several persons were put to 
death on suspicion. The proverb “one funeral makes many” certainly applies to 
the decease of a Tzaritza in sixteenth-century Moskva. A batch of boyarins and 
voevodas were ordered to execution the same winter (1571), on the charge of 
having been in league with the Tartars, and doubtless some such suspicion was a 
deciding factor in Ivan’s supine flight before the invaders. Some were impaled, 
others knouted to death, others poisoned. 

Whether this sanguinary example had the effect of encouraging “les autres,” 
or whether the damage sustained by Moskva from the Tartar brands stung the 
Russians to exceptional effort, a renewal of the invasion by the Khan met with a 
determined and successful opposition. Aug. 1572An enormous army of Krim 
and Nogai Tartars, reinforced by troops of Yeni-Tscheri and other Turkish 
soldiers, pushed across the Oka, but was encountered and decisively defeated by 
a Moskovite force of inferior numbers, under the command of Kniaz Vorotinski 
and Ivan Sheremetiev. The slaughter was heavy and the issue of the day swept 
away all question of withdrawal from Astrakhan, and gave Moskovy a long 
immunity from trouble with the steppe-folk. Ivan, who, while the attack 
threatened, had been seized with a desire to visit the northern districts of his 
dominions, returned from Novgorod to share in the general rejoicing. In the early 
part of the year he had scandalised and embarrassed the heads of the Church by 
taking unto himself a fourth wife, Anna Koltovskoi; after having accomplished 
this breach of the Church’s law he still further disturbed the spiritual fathers by 
announcing his sin to the Synod then sitting for the election of a Metropolitan in 
the place of Kirill, deceased, and demanding absolution. The Vladuikas, torn 
between love for their precious dogmas and a natural and earnest desire to fall in 
with the Tzar’s wishes, yielded finally to the stronger sentiment and hallowed 
the union. In order to prevent other less privileged persons from imitating the 
Tzar’s example, they hastened to “menace with a fulminating anathema those 
who should dare to enter into a fourth marriage.” Antonie, Archbishop of 
Polotzk, was elected Metropolitan. 

While Moskva was yet quaking in anticipation of another visit from Devlet- 
Girei, an anxiously awaited event had taken place in the grand-duchy of 
Lituania. 1570At Knyszyn, near Grodno, on the 7th July, had passed away the 
amiable Sigismund-August, “last of the Yagiellos.” Instantly the states 


composing the Polish kingdom were plunged into the modified anarchy of an 
interregnum, and various aspirants to the kingly title, starting suddenly into the 
foreground, added to the general confusion. The internal differences which 
complicated the election of a successor to the defunct monarch were succinctly 
stated in the correspondence of a French diplomat, who informed his Court 
“there are four sorts of discords and different principles which greatly retard the 
election, which are: of the Lituanians with the Poles, of Great Poland with Little 
Poland, of the barons with the rest of the nobility, and of the Catholics with the 
Protestants.” The faction of the Szlachta, or small landowners, was more or less 
identical with the Great-Poland party, while Little Poland was the stronghold of 
the higher magnates; this line of demarcation was further accentuated by the 
personal rivalry of Uchanski, Archbishop of Gniezno, who led the former party, 
and Firley, Grand Marshal of the realm, who headed the other. Add to this the 
fact that the Protestants were divided into more or less hostile camps of 
Lutherans, Calvinists, and Anabaptists, and a fair idea will be gathered of the 
field wherein the agents of the several candidates were to ply their arts. Of the 
princes who placed themselves, or were placed, in competition for the throne of 
the Yagiellos, the one whose claims stood forth most prominently was the 
Austrian Archduke Ernst, second son of the Emperor (Maximilian II.). The 
Habsburgs, who had already absorbed Bohemia and were almost as firmly 
established in that part of Hungary which was not occupied by the Turks, had on 
every possible occasion contracted matrimonial alliances with the Polish royal 
House, and hoped to add the Lekh kingdom to their family dominions. The 
candidature of the Archduke was backed by the imperial influence and had, 
moreover, the support of the Papacy, whose agent, Cardinal Commendone, was 
working to secure his election. On the other hand there were considerations 
which made his success by no means a foregone conclusion; the great body of 
the Protestants would unite in objecting to a monarch whose family traditions 
were bound up with Roman Catholic supremacy, and many of the Poles were 
apprehensive that an Austrian connection would involve them in a war with 
Turkey, a thing they were particularly anxious to avoid. Above all, he 
personified German intrusion, an element naturally distasteful to the Polish 
national spirit. The same dread of a foreign war which weakened the chances of 
the Archduke was the strongest factor, especially with the Lit’uanians, in 
advancing the Moskovite candidature. The term of truce had nearly run out and 
Ivan had clearly let it be understood that an unfriendly election would mean 
renewal of war. That the Tzar, as sovereign, might be a worse affliction than as a 
hostile neighbour was a contingency partly provided for by the jealous 
restrictions of the Pacta conventa, which he would be required to sign 


preliminary to his coronation. The idea of the Moskovite party in Lit’uania was, 
however, to elect the weak and more easily handled Thedor, Ivan’s second son, 
rather than the father. None of the Protestant princes who put themselves 
forward — John, King of Sweden (brother-in-law of the late Sigismund-August), 
Stefan Batory, Voevoda of Transylvania, and the young Duke Albrecht- 
Freidrich of Prussia — were strong enough to command the confidence even of 
their co-religionists. A further candidate there was, however, from an 
unexpected quarter. Henri de Valois, Duke of Anjou, brother to his Most 
Christian Majesty of France, and favourite son of Catherine de Medici, was a 
young gentleman who was casting about in various directions for an opening 
suitable for the development of his ambitions, and whose relations and 
acquaintances were exceedingly desirous to see him settled. Charles IX. was 
anxious to have this too brilliant brother removed to any sphere other than the 
kingdom of France, already in a sufficiently electric condition, a wish which was 
shared by Coligny and the Huguenots; while Catherine nursed the proud hope of 
seeing all her sons decorated with the kingly title. Monsieur himself was least 
enamoured of the project. From the Polish point of view he made an ideal 
candidate; belonging to a powerful House, which was neither German nor 
Moskovite, he was strong without being dangerous, and the good understanding 
which existed between the Louvre and the Porte would be an excellent guarantee 
for immunity from Turkish aggression. Nor was the Catholic bias of the Valois 
an insuperable obstacle to his election. The Prince who hunted Huguenots with 
such apparent zeal had in his boyhood dallied with the principles of the 
Reformation, and in later life seriously considered the project of placing himself 
at the head of the Protestants of the Low Countries. He was in fact a thorough 
opportunist, and would probably hold, like his namesake of Navarre, in similar 
though reversed circumstances, that a kingdom outweighed the significance of a 
mass. His interests were actively pushed by the ambassador dispatched from 
France for that purpose, Jean de Montluc, Bishop of Valence, and the hesitancy 
of the Emperor and uncompromising attitude of the Tzar smoothed the way for 
his election. The news of the “happy and holy enterprise,” which had been 
carried to a successful conclusion in the streets of Paris in the small hours of the 
24th August, was not received in Poland with the same complacency with which 
it was hailed at Rome, and the French candidature received a severe check. For 
months the name of the Duke of Anjou was in evil odour among the electors, 
and the sleepless efforts of Montluc were directed to the task of whitewashing 
his employer from the red stain of S. Bartholomew. The long-drawn-out 
proceedings which delayed the Diet of election, and which gave Poland an 
entirely new constitution, altering the whole course of her history, also gave time 


for the feeling against the Valois to die down; the French agents made good use 
of the respite and the Anjou cause steadily gained fresh adherents, till on the eve 
of the election scarcely any other candidate was seriously considered. 1573Thus 
it came to pass that, by an irony of fate, the stormy sittings of the Diet of 
Warszawa, which lasted for the greater part of April and May, resulted in 
bestowing the Polish crown on the prince who, of all the competitors, least 
coveted it. And in fact the hotly-contested prize, as it came out of the long 
interregnum, was scarcely a brilliant possession; “it was not the heritage of the 
Yagellos intact that the Bishop of Valence would have to take back to the 
brother of Charles IX., but a crown despoiled of a part of its privileges, and, 
under the title of king, nothing in truth more than the life-presidency of a 
republic.” The terms of the celebrated Pacta conventa, to which every 
succeeding king would be required to give his adhesion, were, among others, 
that the king should have no voice in the election of a successor; must respect 
the religious liberty of the Dissidents; must neither undertake a war nor impose 
taxes without consent of Diet; nor marry nor divorce a wife without the same 
sanction; and that no foreigners should hold any public office. 

A throne pent in with such conditions would scarcely be attractive in the eyes 
of the tyrant of Moskva, and Ivan seems to have used his influence less to 
promote the candidature of himself or his son than to secure the election of the 
Austrian Archduke. That he should be anxious to have the Empire for a near 
neighbour might appear strange; his real concern was lest a good understanding 
between a Franco-Polish King and the Sultan should lead to his own undoing. It 
was perhaps, however, an indirect effect of the influences of the free election on 
the banks of the Vistula that led the Tzar to disband his feared and hated 
Opritchniks (1572). While the Poles were yet in the throes of settling the 
procedure of their Congress, Ivan took advantage of the settled state of affairs in 
his own dominions and the embarrassed condition of his neighbours to make a 
further attack on the Swedish garrisons in Estland. With an army of 80,000 men 
he burst into a land whose inhabitants were complacently engaged in celebrating 
the festival of Christmas week, and changed the scenes of carol and carousal into 
those of litany and desolation. Wittenstein was captured after a brief resistance, 
during which the Tzar’s abiding favourite, Maluta Skouratov, lost his life. His 
fall was avenged, according to the Livlandish chronicles, by a holocaust of the 
prisoners, Swedes and Germans, who were burned alive on a pile of faggots. A 
fit and seemly deed, if true, for the man who had exchanged with the Emperor 
Maximilian sentiments of pious horror at the affair of S. Bartholomew. Further 
Moskovite successes, and one of those wordy correspondences in which the Tzar 
revelled, were followed by a curious truce with Sweden, to run for two years 


(July 1575 to July 1577), and limited in scope as well as in duration, since it was 
only to effect a suspension of arms between the neighbouring provinces of 
Novgorod and Finland. Estland was still to be disputed at the sword’s point. For 
mysterious reasons of his own — possibly to lull German and Danish 
susceptibilities — Ivan continued to place Magnus of Holstein, his vassal 
“King,” in the forefront of his Baltic policy, and the unwilling Princeling was 
carried off to Moskva to be solemnly wedded to Mariya, daughter of Vladimir 
Andreivitch. Having made her an orphan the Tzar might well think it incumbent 
on him to provide her with a husband, but Magnus was scarcely overjoyed with 
a dowry of some inconsiderable presents and the government of the township of 
Karkus — to which dimensions his kingdom had shrunk. 1575-6The campaign 
in the Baltic debatable lands resulted in a further strengthening of the Russian 
foothold in that quarter; Pernau was stormed and taken with a loss of 7000 men; 
Helmet, Ermes, and other places in Livland surrendered to Ivan’s voevodas, and 
the stronghold of Habsal, in Estland, fell into their hands. From his western 
neighbours the Tzar had met with no opposition in his sea-ward course; the 
Poles, after the prolonged and elaborate labours of their king-choosing, had been 
again confronted, under extraordinary circumstances, with the dangers and 
difficulties of an interregnum. Never more than half reconciled to the eastern 
exile which his restricted Polish sovereignty entailed, Henri de Valois no sooner 
heard that he had succeeded to the crown of S. Louis (his brother had died on the 
30th May 1574) than he fled precipitately from the kingdom over which he had 
reigned for barely seven months. Once more the shadow of the Habsburg 
loomed over the land, and there seemed indeed no suitable candidate with which 
to oppose the Austrian nomination. The Papal, Imperial, and Moskovite 
influence, as well as that of the Archbishop of Gniezno and the principal 
senators, pointed in the same direction; the Szlachta alone held out against the 
Archduke and his father. The Habsburg hopes were destined, however, to be 
again falsified, and a new rival sprang up against them in Stefan Batory, 
Voevoda of Transylvania. This vigorous prince, whose high qualities had 
secured him his sovereignty on the death of the last of the Zapolya dynasty, 
speedily became the favoured choice of the Szlachta and Dissident party, and, as 
a vassal of the Ottoman Empire, his election would guarantee the Poles from 
Turkish hostility. On the other hand they were threatened with the Tzar’s 
displeasure if they did not elect either Maximilian or his son, the Archduke. To 
the Poles, if not to the Lit’uanians, the Moskovite was a lesser bugbear than the 
Turk, and the popular vote was for Batory. The Archbishop and the Senate 
adhered to the Austrian cause, and the Diet (held at Warszawa, December 1575) 
resulted in a double election. The battle was not necessarily to the strong, but the 


race was undoubtedly to the swift; in April of the following year the dilatory 
Habsburg wrote to inform his brother of Moskva that “we, in December last, 
with great glory and honour, were elected to the kingdom of Poland and grand 
duchy of Lit’uania.” Ivan replied to Maximilian that he congratulated him on his 
election, but had since learned that Stefan Batory was at Krakow, crowned, and 
married to the Princess Anne Yagiello (sister of Sigismund-August). Stefan had 
shown as much hurry to arrive in his kingdom as Henri had displayed in 
escaping from it, and his accession was an accomplished fact; the death of the 
Emperor in the ensuing October removed the chance of a civil contest. 1576The 
new King, though brought up under Catholic influences, was supposed at the 
time of his candidature to be of the Protestant communion; he adapted his 
religion, however, to harmonise with that of the majority of his subjects, and of 
the wife whom it was politically expedient he should marry, and during his reign 
was the protector of the Jesuit party in Poland. To Ivan and to Russia his 
elevation boded trouble, and the Tzar appears to have realised the danger and to 
have taken a bold but well-considered step to meet it. While Stefan was engaged 
in breaking down the armed resistance of the burghers of Dantzig, who would 
have none of him, the forces of Moskovy were sent in overwhelming strength 
into the Baltic provinces, and stronghold after stronghold wrested from Swede 
and Pole alike. Even the Holsteiner and German troops were treated as enemies 
— Duke Magnus was in temporary disgrace — and the country-folk were in 
some instances punished with brutal severity, flogged, burned alive, and in other 
ways made to suffer for the obstinate resistance of a foreign garrison. As a 
display of armed strength and resolution the campaign would have been valuable 
had it been followed up by a demand for a definite peace with Poland, coupled 
with a threat of immediate invasion of that country. Ivan had sufficient troops at 
his disposal to have overrun Kourland and parts of Lit’uania and to have forced 
peace or an unseasonable war upon Stefan. Instead of which, after having roused 
against himself the enmity of all the interests involved in the mastership of the 
disputed provinces — Swede, Pole, Dane, and German — he suspended 
hostilities and returned to Moskva, there to renew the bloody process by which 
he periodically thinned out his circle of boyarins and courtiers. 1577Mikhail 
Vorotinski, the conqueror of Devlet-Girei, and one of the most illustrious of the 
Russian voevodas, was tortured nigh unto death on a charge of sorcery, and died 
while being conveyed to Bielozero. Leonidas, successor to Pimen in the 
archiepiscopate of Novgorod, was sewn up in a bear-skin and worried to death 
by hounds. Other noted Moskovites were executed in various manners at the 
same period. While the Tzar’s seemingly blind rage was striking down some of 
his most capable voevodas, his adversary was straining every nerve to ensure 


success in the coming struggle. Drawing as exhaustively as was prudent on the 
resources of his kingdom and grand duchy, Stefan at the same time applied for 
external support in many directions; from Transylvania came troops, from 
Brandenburg cannon, from Sweden active co-operation, while the Pope and 
Sultan individually blessed the enterprise. In August 1579 the storm burst; the 
King, having formally declared war on Ivan, marched upon Polotzk, and the 
decisive moment had arrived when it would be seen whether the new-grown 
Russian gosoudarstvo would be able to maintain its high-water mark of western 
expansion, or whether all it had gained during the embarrassments and weakness 
of its neighbours would be lost at the first recoil. The composite army of Stefan 
probably consisted of better fighting material than any the Tzar could send 
against him, but the advantage of numbers and resources lay overwhelmingly 
with the Moskovite. Allowing for the large detachment which it was necessary 
to keep in the neighbourhood of the Oka to guard the capital from a possible 
Tartar attack, Ivan had still sufficient forces wherewith to have returned again 
and again to the relief of Polotzk, and to have extended the war at the same time 
into undefended parts of Lituania and Polish Livland. This plan was indeed 
partially put into operation; 20,000 Asiatic horsemen were dispatched into 
Kourland, and reinforcements were sent to the Russian garrisons in Livland and 
Ingermanland (which was threatened by the Swedes). But the scheme of 
campaign stopped short at this point; the constitutional timidity of Moskovite 
war policy asserted itself, and Ivan remained with the bulk of his army in 
deplorable inactivity at Pskov, while Polotzk and the neighbouring stronghold of 
Sokol, bravely defended but perseveringly attacked, fell into the hands of the 
invader. The harrying of the provinces of Sieversk and Smolensk wound up the 
Polish campaign for the year. Accustomed to winter warfare, the light troops of 
Moskovy might have taken advantage of the cold season to have inflicted 
retributive damage on their enemies, but the Tzar, thoroughly alarmed at the 
military vigour of this upstart opponent, wasted his opportunity in fruitless 
negotiations and in soft answers which failed to turn away wrath. Stefan, having 
allayed the grumblings of his barely tractable subjects, marched in the ensuing 
summer against Velikie-Louki, which, after a spirited defence, was carried on 
the 5th September. 1580Throughout the winter the war continued in the Baltic 
lands, where Poles, Swedes, and Danes — Magnus had early thrown off his 
allegiance to Moskva — captured several places from the Russians. Ivan, who 
had retired to the gloomy sanctuary of his beloved Aleksandrov, continued his 
proposals for peace in a correspondence with Stefan, which gradually assumed 
an angrier tone. “Man of blood!” breaks forth this astonishing letter-writer, 
“remember that there is a God.” 


Amid the troubles pressing upon him from without, the sovereign still found 
time for marrying and giving in marriage. (1575)The bride for whose espousal 
he had obtained the dispensation of the Church had proved sterile, at least she 
had not increased his family, and she was, like his father’s first wife, dispatched 
to a convent, while another Anna replaced her; on this occasion the episcopal 
blessing was not asked for. 1580Now, while the flames of disastrous war were 
blazing over the lands which a century of patient effort had reclaimed from the 
west, Ivan celebrated at Aleksandrov his nuptials with Mariya, daughter of the 
boyarin Thedor Nagoi, and those of his second son, Thedor, with Irena, sister of 
the voevoda Boris Godounov. 

The insatiate Stefan continued to employ both pen and sword against his 
hard-pressed adversary. In a letter rejecting Ivan’s renewed offers of peace, with 
which he prefaced a new campaign, he taunted the Tzar with his ill-sitting 
correctitude; “You reproach me with having mutilated the dead; it is false, but 
certain is it that you torture the living.” Entering thoroughly into the style and 
spirit of Ivan’s controversial essays, he further recommended him to re-read the 
fiftieth Psalm in order to acquaint himself with the duty of a Christian. The Tzar 
had found his match. 


1581 


As in the two preceding years, the month of August brought with it Batory, 
thundering his cannon this time against the walls of Pskov. The reputation of the 
great captain had drawn to him warriors from many lands, and the white-eagle 
standard flapped in the van of an army, 100,000 strong, mustering in its ranks 
Poles, Letts, Magyars, Austrians, Kourlanders, Prussians, Lubeckers, Danes, and 
Scots. The ancient city on the Peipus shore, which for many a stormy hundred 
years had been a bulwark of the Russian land against the aggressions of the west 
folk, opposed a heroic resistance to the mighty efforts which were made for its 
subjection, and the flood of Polish conquest received a timely check. The stupor 
of fear and helplessness which seemed to have settled down on the Tzar and his 
voevodas neutralised to a great extent the effect of this stubborn defence; the 
Swedes captured Habsal, Narva, and other places of less importance in Estland, 
and later, led by de la Gardie, one of those brilliant soldiers with whom France 
periodically fascinated the world, penetrated into Russian territory and took 
Ivangorod, Yam, and Kopor’e. Jan. 1582Soon after these disasters Ivan effected 
a ten years’ truce with Batory, a composition being brought about largely by the 
diplomatic efforts of Pope Gregory XIII., who was fascinated, as many an astute 
Pontiff had been, with the prospect of alluring Russia into the Catholic fold. The 


terms of the truce were ruinously disadvantageous to the gosoudarstvo, and Ivan 
could scarcely have been forced to sacrifice more if he had staked and lost a 
series of pitched battles against his foe. Velikie-Louki was restored to him, but 
Polotzk remained in the hands of the victors, and Livland, snatched piecemeal 
from the Teutonic knights and contested inch by inch for a quarter of a century, 
was yielded at one wrench to Poland. The patient and persistent efforts of a long 
reign, the dogged struggle towards the shores of the Baltic and free intercourse 
with Western Europe, were relinquished as the price of a temporary and 
uncertain peace, and the Moskovite Empire was thrown back upon itself, like a 
conquered Titan thrust down into his chasm. And in another direction Ivan had 
with his own hand fatally shattered, in a fit of unrestrained passion, the dynastic 
hopes and strivings which had been advanced and safeguarded with such 
ruthless severities. Side by side with the gloomy Tzar in his later years, partaker 
of his amusements and debauches, sharer of his labours of State, had grown up 
the young Ivan Ivanovitch, designed to carry on the holy line of Moskva when 
his father should be no more. And in one respect at least he had shown himself 
an apt pupil; he had already married three wives “without having been a 
widower.” It was no part of the Moskovite theory of government that the Princes 
of the Blood should expose their sacred persons in the forefront of their 
country’s battles, and the young Ivan does not appear to have departed from the 
prevailing custom of passive aloofness; the humiliations and losses which the 
Russian State was suffering at the hands of Batory stung the Tzarevitch, 
however, into a desire to show a bolder front to the oppressor, and he requested 
his father to let him lead an army to the relief of Pskov, then the centre-point of 
the Polish attack. A natural and proper request, under the circumstances, but to 
the suspicion-haunted old Tzar, on that fatal November day, it was the bursting- 
in of the dreaded summons, “the younger generation knocking at the door.” 
Wildly he accused his son of desiring to supplant him, wildly struck at him with 
his terrible iron-tipped staff; Boris Godounov, rushing in to save the Tzarevitch, 
received most of the blows, but one had crashed upon the youth’s head, which 
would never now wear the crown of all the Russias. The heavy thuds suddenly 
ceased and a wail of anguish rang through the silent palace: “Unhappy me, I 
have killed my son!” The terrified attendants, rushing into the chamber, found 
the wretched father weeping over the body of the dying Tzarevitch. In one 
moment of blind fury the primeval ape-instinct had leaped forth and had 
destroyed the weaving and toiling of a lifetime of specialised effort. Ivan 
Ivanovitch died a few days later (19th November 1581) from the effects of the 
blow, and Greek monks at Constantinople, Jerusalem, Antioch, and Alexandria 
chanted subsidised prayers for the repose of his soul. As in the preceding 


generation, the next heir (Thedor) was a weakling, and the Tzar’s mad act had 
opened up the possibility of his throne passing to one of the boyarin families 
upon whose repression so much savage ingenuity had been expended. The 
dreary outlook with which the old man was confronted may have largely 
influenced his supine surrender to Polish demands, and the equally humiliating 
truce with Sweden, effected a year later, by the terms of which not only Estland, 
but Narva, Ivangorod, Yam, and Kopor’e were left in the possession of the 
victors. 1583Moskovy was still further shut in from the sea, and the Peipus, 
which had been a Russian lake, became a natural barrier between three 
converging monarchies. One ray of success and aggrandisement pierced through 
the miasma gloom that shrouded the Moskovite land and gathered thickest 
around the tzarskie palace. In the last quarter of a century which had witnessed 
the opening up of far scarce-dreamt-of regions by daring European explorers, the 
century of Cortez and Pizarro, of the bold sea-captains who shed lustre on “the 
spacious days of great Elizabeth,” the Russian Tzarstvo was swollen by the 
haphazard conquest of the vast Sibirian “province;” a province which 
“comprises about a thirteenth part of the globe, and is almost 3,000,000 square 
miles larger than the whole of Russia in Europe, including both Poland and 
Finland.” Nor was this huge region of the north, this “land of the long nights,” as 
the Chinese had called it in the remote past of their history, a barren and 
unprofitable possession; mines of salt, copper, and silver, forests stocked with 
valuable fur-bearing animals, and watered by navigable rivers and large fish- 
yielding lakes, and in some districts tracts of fertile arable land, compensate for 
the awful desolation which spreads over the greater part of it during the long 
winter. For many centuries the Russians had tapped at the outer fringe of this 
unexplored wilderness, and the enterprising folk of Novgorod had brought some 
of its produce into their markets; the later Grand Princes had put forward claims 
to a shadowy sovereignty over the principality or khanate of Sibir (a town on the 
Irtuish), and Ivan himself had kept an eye on this ultima Thule of the Moskovite 
forests. The Stroganovs, descendants of a merchant family of Tartar extraction 
who had settled in the oblast of Perm, were granted powers of administration 
over as much territory as they could reclaim from the tribes on their frontier, and 
a system of patient pioneering was carried on for some twenty years. The happy 
idea of utilising the restless military energies of the Don Kozaks, who were a 
scourge alike to their Tartar and Russian neighbours, in more thoroughly 
exploiting the Sibirian country, occurred to the administrators of the Moskovite 
outpost; an invitation was sent to a band of these freebooters, who had made 
their own country too hot to hold them, to turn their weapons against the 
“infidels” who were resisting the encroachments of the White-Russian traders. 


1579The Kozaks, headed by a chief named Ermak, responded readily to an offer 
which promised them full indulgence of their fighting and marauding instincts, 
with the additional advantage of official sanction. They were outlaws most of 
them, and would have been put to lingering deaths if they had strayed into the 
clutches of Moskva, and the Tzar was highly scandalised at their employment in 
his service; he showed himself, however, to be of a forgiving disposition when, 
with a few hundred followers, the intrepid Ermak had conquered for him the vast 
north-eastern province. 1581The Kozak chief, still struggling to hold and extend 
the territories he had won, received as a mark of Ivan’s approval a cuirass which 
had once adorned the monarch’s person. As if symbolical of the ruin which so 
often attended the Tzar’s favour, the present was the contributing cause of 
Ermak’s destruction; plunging one night into the waters of the Irtuish, to escape 
from a surprise attack of his enemies, the weight of the armour bore him down, 
and he sank in the icy flood. Ivan’s reign had opened auspiciously with the 
conquest of Kazan and Astrakhan; it closed with the acquisition of Sibiria, by 
which Russia made her first giant stride into Asia. 

Oct. 1583 

Amid the state and domestic troubles which shadowed the Tzar’s old age, and 
while he was endeavouring to bring about a marriage between himself and one 
of the English aristocracy (Lady Mary Hastings), the woman who was still his 
wife presented him with another Dimitri — a puny princeling, born surely in an 
evil hour, whose ghost was to haunt the land for many a woeful year. A few 
months later Ivan’s health began to fail, and when, from the Red Staircase of the 
great palace at Moskva, he observed a comet in the winter sky “of which the tail 
had the form of a cross,” he beheld in it the presage of his death. Sickening 
rapidly, he expired somewhat abruptly, while engaged in a game of chess with 
one of his courtiers, on the 18th March 1584. 

The great death-dealing Tzar was dead himself at last, the child that had been 
so fervently prayed for had gone back, in the fulness of his years, whence he had 
come. They tonsured the grim corpse that frightened them still, and called it 
Jonah, in the name of the Kirillov monastery; but they buried it as the Orthodox 
Tzar, Ivan Vasilievitch, in the Cathedral of Mikhail the Archangel, amid the 
striking of the great bells of the Kreml and the sobs and lamentations of the 
people. 

Among Russian historians Ivan IV. has found apologists as well as writers 
who have held him up to execration and condemned his statecraft and his 
cruelties alike. Even while examining critically the evidence against him on the 
latter score, the result arrived at is that he was probably as “terrible” as he is 
painted. Chronicles and historical accounts were still largely in ecclesiastical 


hands, and scant justice would be done to the memory of a man who had married 
six or seven wives. The Church might forgive his hates, but never his loves. Nor 
can the evidence of Kourbski be accepted as unbiassed in the matter of Ivan’s 
character. Other contemporary witnesses there are, however, whose testimony 
points in the same direction, and who were in no way interested in libelling the 
Tzar. Horsey, who was on terms of good fellowship with him, wrote, “The 
Emperour liueth in feare, daily discouers Treasons, and spends much time in 
torturing and execution.” A Venetian attached to the Polish Embassy at Moskva 
in 1570 described the Tzar as “the greatest tyrant who has ever existed,” and 
mentions a delinquent voevoda being thrown to a savage bear, “kept for that 
purpose.” The cruelties and oppressions practised by the Russian monarch were 
widely commented on during both the Polish elections, and the reports largely 
militated against his candidature. Finally the document in the Kirillov 
monastery, in which the Tzar complacently prays for the souls of 3470 of his 
victims, would, if authentic, show that the extent at least of his executions has 
not been exaggerated. Nor is this gloating savagery, blended as it was with a 
rational and understandable policy, difficult to comprehend. Ivan the Terrible 
was the outcome of a long line of Moskovite princes, men who had been 
actuated by one ruling idea, which idea was in him so developed and specialised 
that he was nothing short of a monomaniac. The idea was that Moskovy, and 
God, and Gosoudar were scarcely distinguishable entities, bound up in 
indissoluble bonds. With the substitution of other countries, other sovereigns in 
other days have fallen into the same confusion. Jealous, awe-inspiring, pain- 
inflicting, terrible — such was the conception of a God among peoples in most 
parts of the world, such was the character which came naturally to the holy, 
Orthodox, Moskva-bred Tzar. The religious side of Ivan’s nature was always 
prominent; his prostrations in the churches, his zeal in monastic regulations, the 
pious reflections which formed so remarkable a part of his correspondence, the 
solemn forebodings over Kourbski’s soul, were all indications of a mind steeped 
in dogmatic belief. 


Grim and dreary, mean and monstrous, as the Moskovy of this period seems, 
with its Aleksandrovskie sloboda, its gibbets, axes, impalements, and boiling 
cauldrons, its man-devouring hounds and blood-splashed bear-dens, its 
Kromiesniki and dumb driven population, its gutters running red and carp 
growing bloated on human flesh, and above all, everywhere, those glittering 
crosses; yet not in Eastern Europe alone could “such things be.” A brilliant 
writer, drawing his materials from the history of medieval Italy both before and 
after the Renaissance, has “pictured the awful and beautiful forms of those 


whom vice and blood and weariness had made monstrous or mad: Filippo, Duke 
of Milan, who slew his wife, and painted her lips with a scarlet poison that her 
lover might suck death from the dead thing he fondled; ... Gian Maria Visconti, 
who used hounds to chase living men, and whose murdered body was covered 
with roses by a harlot who had loved him; ... Ezzelin, whose melancholy could 
be cured only by the spectacle of death, and who had a passion for red blood as 
other men have for red wine; ... Sigismondo Malatesta, ... the Lord of Rimini, 
whose effigy was burned at Rome as the enemy of God and man, who strangled 
Polyssena with a napkin, and gave poison to Ginevra d’Este in a cup of 
emerald;” ... these examples, garnered from one corner of Western Europe, show 
that humanity and inhumanity are sometimes convertible terms under sunny 
Italian skies, as well as amid dark pine-forests and snow-piled wastes. The 
century which produced the Moskovy of Ivan the Terrible was not barren of 
sinister deeds in other parts of Christendom, and Russia was at least free, 
perhaps by very reason of its stifling autocracy, from the horrors which attended 
the great religious upheaval in the West; when Paris and the French provinces 
were glutted with Huguenot blood; when Alva was dealing out “confiscation, 
imprisonment, exile, torture, and death” to the Protestants of the Netherlands; 
when the Calvinists of Geneva were burning Servetus alive for “heresy” and 
roasting men and women to death for “witchcraft”; when Calvin himself was 
suggesting to the Lord Protector Somerset that both Catholics and Protestant 
sectaries “alike well deserve to be repressed by the sword”; and when, in 
Northern Germany, banishment and — in the case of the Chancellor Crell — the 
scaffold were being employed by the Lutherans to stamp out Calvinism. 
S. Solov’ev, E. A. Solov’ev, Polevoi, Schiemann, Karamzin, Pember. 


CHAPTER IX. THE GREAT BOYARIN 


When the people of Moskva became sufficiently familiar with the fact that their 
terrible Gosoudar was dead and safely buried, even if their imagination could not 
picture him, as his son had, in his coronation speech, solemnly assured them, 
“transformed into an angel,” they began to take stock of the men who had 
replaced him in the government. The effete and placid Thedor was supported by 
a Douma (Council) of five. Of these Ivan Petrovitch Shouyskie, member of a 
family which had tasted the sweets of power and drained the dregs of disgrace in 
the early years of the late reign, had won new consideration and honour by his 
celebrated defence of Pskov; Mstislavskie was another Rurik-descended 
boyarin-kniaz; Bogdan Bielskie represented the last of Ivan’s Vremenszhiki; 
Nikita Romanov was important as maternal uncle of the new Tzar, and Boris 
Godounov, descendant of a Tartar family Christianised in the fourteenth century, 
stood nearest the throne from the fact of being brother to the Tzaritza Irena. The 
Douma, thus constituted, did not long retain its original formation. A sudden 
popular commotion in the capital took the form of an ugly rush towards the 
Kreml; the Kitai-gorod was overrun by a surging mob of many thousands, 
scarcely to be held back by the strielitz from forcing the gates of the citadel. 
Mstislavskie and Romanov, fronting this tumultuous gathering and inquiring the 
nature of its demands, learned from a thousand throats that the blood of Bogdan 
Bielskie was in request. A compromise was effected; the offending boyarin was 
removed from the Council to the comparatively harmless post of Governor of 
Nijhnie-Novgorod, and the Moskvitchi returned to their houses. Whether this 
was a spontaneous ebullition, a reaction from the passive endurance under Ivan, 
or whether it was set afoot by the Shouyskie family, who had considerable 
influence among the merchant class, and were not unused to such machinations, 
it strengthened the hands of the one man whose authority dwarfed that of 
Romanov, Shouyskie, and Mstislavskie alike. Godounov was a man capable of 
grasping to the full the advantages which his position as kinsman of a weak, 
easily-ruled sovereign gave him, and he was of sufficient merit to labour for the 
welfare of the State as well as for his own interests. The latter were by no means 
neglected; immense territorial possessions in the Dvina district and along the 
valley of the Moskva, certain State revenues and other desirable perquisites 
swelled his yearly income to the estimated total of 93,000 roubles, and he was 
reputed to be able to bring 100,000 men into the field. But the man who swayed 
the councils of the Tzarstvo and stood behind the puppet-monarch Thedor was 
far removed from the ordinary type of Vremenszhikie, and the internal and 


foreign affairs of the realm suffered nothing by the transfer of administration 
from Ivan IV. to Boris Godounov. His predominance checked, if it did not 
altogether repress, the boyarin struggles and intrigues which the weakness of the 
Tzar invited, and at the same time the man who was practically Regent had the 
address to govern as though with the co-operation of the whole Council. One of 
the first acts necessitated by the political circumstances of the Court was the 
removal or banishment of the Tzarevitch Dimitri, with his mother and the whole 
clan of the Nagois, to Ouglitch, a town some 90 verstas from Moskva. Here they 
remained in a state of repressed disaffection, biding their time till the day when 
the young Dimitri should succeed his half-brother and the Nagois should 
dispossess the Godounovs. This was a factor which Boris had always to reckon 
with, and which perhaps forced his statesmanship out of the legitimate groove of 
throne-serving. That his ascendancy would be accepted without a struggle by the 
other members of the Council was scarcely to be expected; Romanov died in 
1586, and soon after Mstislavskie drifted over to the Shouyskie faction, in 
opposition to Godounov. That intrigues would be set on foot against his 
authority was extremely probable, but whether a definite plot existed or not, one 
was at least “discovered,” in which the two counsellors and several other 
boyarins were implicated. The offenders were dealt with in a spirit of 
moderation which had been long foreign to the Court of Moskva; Mstislavskie 
entered the Kirillov monastery at Bielozero, others of his party were imprisoned 
or banished to distant parts of the realm. The Shouyskie, enjoying the protection 
of the Metropolitan (Dionisie), survived the storm which swept away so many of 
their colleagues. Meanwhile the Regent’s diplomacy had been exerted to defer, 
for the time being, hostilities with any of the four states — Turk, Pole, Swede, 
and Tartar — which permanently threatened Russia with aggression. With 
Sweden a prolongation of the truce for four years was effected in December 
1585; the Krimskie khanate was weakened by civil war and dynastic revolutions, 
and little was to be feared from that quarter. The chief danger lay with Poland, 
and Batory was only held back by the controlling hand of the Diet and the 
protests of the Lit’uanian landowners from renewing his profitable campaigns 
against Moskovy. Under these circumstances it was with feelings of relief that 
the Council of State, sitting at Moskva, heard, on the 20th December 1586, of 
the death of their enemy, which had taken place eighteen days earlier (13th 
December according to the new reckoning of the calendar, initiated by Pope 
Gregory and adopted throughout west continental Europe, by which Russian — 
and English — time was left twelve days behind). The death of this prince 
reversed the whole position of affairs between the two countries, and instead of 
living in constant apprehension of fresh inroads upon their territory, the 


Moskovites were able to entertain the prospect of an advantageous union with 
the neighbour State. For the third time Thedor had a chance of securing the 
Polish crown by election, and Godounov hastened to support his candidature 
with more vigorous measures than had been employed on the former occasions. 
The Russian party, both in Poland and the grand duchy, had gained strength 
since the last interregnum, and the Regent was able to offer terms of a nature 
likely to appeal to many of the electors. A perpetual peace between the two Slav 
powers would allow of a vigorous and hopeful opposition to Ottoman 
aggression, and the troops of Moskovy, including Kozaks, Tcherkess horsemen, 
and Tartars from Eastern Russia, would be placed, free of charges, at the 
disposal of the Poles. Moldavia, Bosnia, Servia, and Hungary would be wrested 
from the Sultan and incorporated with Poland (an arrangement to which the 
Kaiser might have had a word to say), and Estland would be snatched in like 
manner from Sweden and annexed to the Lekh kingdom, except Narva, which 
would be Moskovy’s modest share of the spoil. Moreover, the rights and 
liberties, as well as the taxes and revenues of Poland, would remain in the hands 
of the Senate. Neither of the alternative candidates — the Archduke Maximilian, 
brother of the Emperor, and Sigismund, son of King John of Sweden and of a 
Yagiello princess — could hold forth such tempting inducements. The imperial 
Habsburg family was held in cheap estimation on account of its failure either to 
defend its hereditary dominions against the Turks, or to exert its authority over 
the Protestant princes of Northern Germany, and the Emperor himself was 
alluded to as “great only by title, rich only in debts.” The Archbishop of 
Gniezno, who had at one time and another supported the Valois and Habsburg 
parties, on this occasion exerted his influence on behalf of the Rurikovitch. An 
anarchical assembly which met near Warszawa in July (1587) under the name of 
a Diet, but which resembled more a triple-divided camp, was reduced to some 
degree of order and coherence by the adoption of badges distinctive of the 
various candidates. The partisans of Thedor displayed a shapka (conical Russian 
head-gear), those of Maximilian an Austrian cap, while the sea-power of Sweden 
was typified by a herring — presumably salted. The shapka carried the day by a 
large preponderance, and nothing remained for the agents of Thedor but to 
satisfy the final stipulations of the Polish Senate. Besides the demand for a 
certain sum of money down, which would have been conceded, the obstacles to 
a ratification of the election were seemingly trifling; but they were insuperable. 
Thedor would not consent to be crowned at Krakow, to put the title King of 
Poland before that of Tzar of the Russias, nor to dally in any way with the 
Roman Catholic religion. Without these concessions the Poles refused to bestow 
their suffrages on the Russian prince, and their choice finally fell on Sigismund 


Vasa, whose election brought the crowns of Poland and Sweden, Moskva’s two 
hereditary enemies, into the same family. That Godounov should have declined 
to bargain further with the Polish electors on behalf of Thedor does credit to his 
foresight; for the Russian sovereign to have accepted the crown under the 
limitations and conditions imposed by the Senate would have been to surrender 
at the outset to the turbulence and independence of the western Slavs, and 
possibly to weaken his hold upon his own spell-bound subjects. He would have 
ruled over the Polish palatinates as nominally as Rudolf over the free cities of 
Northern Germany, and the infusion of the ideas of the western commonwealth 
into Moskovite minds would have been pouring new wine into old bottles with 
disastrous result. 

The Regent, disconcerted by the submission of all the parties in the Diet to 
the accession of the Swedish prince, managed to avert a possible outbreak of 
hostilities between the countries which had so nearly been allied by compacting 
for a truce of fifteen years. 

While dealing with the precarious foreign affairs of the country and 
superintending the domestic administration, Godounov had to fight hard to 
maintain his own position. Thedor had inherited from his father, if nothing else, 
a weakness for all that appertained to religion, and the greater part of his 
existence alternated between devotional exercises and the safe amusement of 
watching bear-fights. Over a mind so constituted, a priest of high position would 
naturally have a good chance of obtaining a dominating influence, and the 
Metropolitan was quite willing to play the part of another Silvestr. The only 
obstacle to this ambition was the Tzar’s brother-in-law, who brooked no 
competitor for the tzarskie favour. Hence between Regent and Vladuika lurked 
an animosity which drove the latter into the arms of the Shouyskie party. Thus a 
powerful league of the clergy, boyarin, and merchant interests (the latter were 
hand in glove with the Shouyskie) was formed in Moskva against the Godounov 
rule. Boris derived his power in the first place from his connection with the Tzar 
through the Tzaritza Irena, and it was the aim of the malcontents to break this 
important link on the ground of the latter’s alleged sterility, and to wed Thedor 
instead to a Mstislavskie princess. The Metropolitan favoured the scheme — 
Ivan the Terrible had evidently stretched the consciences of his clergy on the 
marriage question beyond retraction — but the vigilance of the Regent dragged 
it prematurely to light. None of the conspirators were molested for their share in 
the intrigue, but the Mstislavskie princess was compelled to become an abiding 
inmate of a convent. The real or alleged discovery of a plot against the throne, 
presumably, since some of the Nagoi family were implicated, in favour of the 
young Dimitri, gave an excuse for the long-deferred vengeance of Godounov. 


Ivan Shouyskie, the defender of Pskov, was dispatched to Bielozero, Andrei 
Shouyskie to Kargopol; both, it was said, were afterwards strangled in prison. 
Thedor Nagoi and six of his companions were publicly executed, an example 
meant, no doubt, to strike terror into the disaffected at Ouglitch. Batches of the 
Mstislavskie were forced into religious houses, and many other boyarins were 
exiled to various parts of the gosoudarstvo — some to Sibiria, the first 
detachment of a long procession of political offenders which has never since 
ceased to wend its way from Russia into the “land of the long nights.” The 
Metropolitan was deposed and his place filled by Iov, Archbishop of Rostov. 

Godounov was for the time master of the situation. His enemies were either 
dead, or deported, or devoted, in various monasteries scattered up and down the 
country, to a course of religious seclusion, if not of blessed meditation. Only at 
Ouglitch, growing up among the Nagoi colony, was the child who must surely 
one day exact a heavy retribution from the man whom he was taught to — omit 
from his prayers. Unless he should happen meanwhile to cut his throat in a fit of 
epilepsy. 

A renewal of the war with Sweden drew together, at an opportune moment, 
the discordant forces which threatened at times to dislocate the machinery of 
government. The time-honoured Moskovite foreign policy, like the wolves’ 
hunting to which it has been already compared, derived its strength from its 
patient persistence, rather than from any brilliancy of rapid conception or swift 
action. At peace for the time being with Poland, and not anticipating trouble 
from the Khan of the Krim Horde, Godounov took up the threads which had 
dropped from the nerveless hands of the failing Ivan, and returned to the struggle 
for an opening into the Baltic. The truce with Sweden having expired without 
either country being able to come to terms, Thedor prepared, in January 1590, to 
lead the huge army which had been collected from all quarters of his dominions, 
part of the way at least towards the Estlandish and Finnish frontiers. The 
presence of the sovereign was to some extent necessary to maintain order and 
harmony in an army which included among its leaders a Mstislavskie (in chief 
command), a Godounov, and a Romanov, besides other jarring elements. The 
Tzar, however, did not venture his person farther than Novgorod, from which 
point the Russian host diverged upon its double destination, one body marching 
across the frozen Neva, the other directing its course towards the disputed 
fortresses of the Ingermanland province. Yam was carried by assault and a force 
of 20,000 Swedes defeated outside Narva, which place was then invested. To 
save this important stronghold, the representatives of the King of Sweden 
concluded a hasty truce, to run for one year, ceding meanwhile Ivangorod and 
Kopor’e to the Tzar’s voevodas (25th February). This sudden forward movement 


on the part of Moskovy aroused the alarm and suspicion of the Poles, whose 
young king especially felt bound to make a diversion on behalf of Sweden; 
hence ominous mutterings filtered through to Moskva from Krakow, and the 
Dniepr Kozaks (who had been organised into regiments by Stefan Batory) began 
to commit depredations along the Lit’uanian border. A Polish embassy which 
arrived at the capital in the autumn, after adopting a somewhat aggressive tone, 
finally renewed the truce between the two countries for a term of twelve years. 
The Swedes were likely, however, to renew the struggle in the north in the 
coming spring, having refused to yield to the Russian demand for the cession of 
Narva and Korelia, and there were rumours afloat of a simultaneous outburst of 
hostilities on the part of the treacherous Krimskie Tartars. While Moskva was 
thus threatened with a double attack, a mysterious and appalling tragedy had 
happened at Ouglitch. 1591At noon on the 15th of May the inhabitants, alarmed 
by the furious beating of the bell at the Nagoi Palace, rushed into the court to 
find the Tzarevitch Dimitri with a gaping wound across his throat, and his 
mother and some servants shrieking over his yet warm corpse. The palace and 
town had been for some time haunted and overlooked by agents of the Regent, 
who naturally wished to keep himself informed as to the course of events in this 
hotbed of sedition and intrigue; naturally also the popular imagination fastened 
the presumed murder on these Godounovskie emissaries, who were seized and 
put to death, together with their servants and one or two suspected citizens and a 
woman “who went often to the palace;” in all some dozen persons. The 
aggrieved and excited populace easily persuaded themselves that Boris 
Godounov had planned and caused to be executed this catastrophe, and many 
historians have unreservedly endorsed their judgment, though, apart from the 
fact that Dimitri’s death could not have been otherwise than a joyful relief to the 
Regent, it is difficult to see what evidence there is to connect him with the crime. 
The murder of a Tzarevitch, the last heir in the direct Moskovite line of the holy 
House of Rurikovitch, was not an event which could be passed over without 
inquiry, even if the alleged instigator were a boyarin in high Court favour; an 
investigation was necessary in any case, but it is at least worthy of notice that the 
man selected to preside over the collection of evidence and to sift the whole 
matter at the place where it occurred was Vasili Shouyskie, brother to the princes 
of that family who had suffered imprisonment and death at the hands of 
Godounov. The report drawn up by this kniaz, who could scarcely be otherwise 
than the enemy of the man whom the popular voice condemned, entirely 
exonerated both the Regent and his supposed agents, and declared the Tzarevitch 
to have killed himself in a fit of epilepsy, to which he was subject. The 
subsequent massacre was laid to the charge of the Nagois. The theory put 


forward by Kostomarov that Shouyskie, “a cunning and pliant man,” conducted 
the investigation and distorted the evidence in a manner which would win him 
the favour of Godounov in order to avoid unpleasant consequences to himself, 
seems under the circumstances scarcely plausible. The death of Dimitri left Boris 
more or less in the position of a claimant to the throne of the Russias, and he 
would be more than ever an object of jealousy and suspicion to the princely 
families who had the blood of Rurik or Gedimin in their veins. Hence 
Shouyskie, however guarded in the language of the report he was called upon to 
make, would hardly go out of his way to bias the judgment of Court and country 
in favour of his enemy and rival. Between the verdict of the men who had 
carefully examined the evidence relating to the affair and the wild accusations of 
an angry and disaffected people there was a wide divergence. Historians have for 
the most part endorsed the latter. Whatever the truth of the matter, a murderous 
retribution was meted out to the people of Ouglitch for the slaughter of the 
Regent’s agents; many of the Nagois were exiled or imprisoned, and Dimitri’s 
mother was forced to enter a convent, while numbers of the inhabitants were 
executed or sent beyond the Ourals. Ouglitch was reduced almost to a desert. 
The same summer which witnessed the death of Dimitri Ivanovitch saw Khan 
Kazi-Girei stealing out of the sun-parched steppes towards Moskva at the head 
of a large and rapidly-moving army. The best troops of Moskovy were far away 
in the north, watching the movements of the Swedish generals; others had to be 
brought in all haste from the encampments along the Oka to defend the capital 
from this sudden, if not altogether unexpected attack. The slobodas surrounding 
the city were hurriedly fortified and the outlying monasteries transformed into 
fortresses. The Tzar, contrary to precedent, remained at the Kreml, and was 
witness of the magnificent battle which ensued under the walls of Moskva, and 
which recalled, while it lasted, the classic struggles on the plains of Troy. The 
defence was superintended by kniaz Thedor Mstislavskie and Godounov, the 
latter of whom understood the difficult science of working in harmony with men 
who were his personal enemies. 4th July 1591Although the issue of the day’s 
strife was not of a decisive nature, the Khan had no stomach for further fighting, 
and fled precipitately back to his own country, arriving at Baktchisarai with 
scarcely a third of his army. The ignominious failure of this invasion checked 
any disposition which Sigismund may have had for annulling the truce with the 
Tzar of Moskovy, whose voevodas were now free to give their undivided 
attention to the scrambling hostilities which had broken out in Finland and in the 
neighbourhood of the White Sea. The war dragged on in these wild and bitter 
regions without any very decisive action enlivening the general torpidity of its 
course; the failing health of King John of Sweden made him anxious to obtain at 


least a suspension of arms, and negotiations were set on foot for that purpose 
previous to his death (November 1592), which resulted in the conclusion of a 
two years’ truce (each side to retain what it then held) in January 1593. The 
external peace which Russia for the moment enjoyed was clouded by the 
apprehension which was naturally felt at the accession of Sigismund Vasa to his 
father’s kingdom, an event which bound Poland and Sweden into a dual 
monarchy and made the acquisition of a Baltic outlet more than ever a difficult 
task for Moskovite statecraft. The apprehension was, however, soon allayed. The 
union of crowns was by no means followed by a union of hearts, and the close 
relationship into which the two kingdoms — one aggressively Lutheran, the 
other preponderatingly Catholic — were drawn only served to bring to the 
surface the animosities of race and creed which existed between them. 
Sigismund, who was Catholic by religion and more or less Polish in his 
sympathies, had a powerful Lutheran rival in his Uncle Karl, Duke of 
Sudermanland, and the Skandinavian kingdom was more likely to be involved in 
a civil war than to fight hand in hand with Poland against Russia. Under these 
circumstances the truce between Sweden and Moskovy was supplemented (18th 
May 1595) by an “eternal peace,” the former power ceding, besides Yam, 
Ivangorod, and Kopor’e, Korelia with the town of Keksholm. It was probably 
the clearing of the atmosphere in the north which emboldened Godounov, while 
lulling the Ottoman Court with proffers of friendship, to send a substantial 
contribution to Kaiser Rudolf in furtherance of the half-hearted crusade by 
which he was attempting to dislodge the Turks from Hungary. A magnificent 
consignment of the rich fur-products of the Sibirian forests, — sable, marten, 
beaver, black fox, and other skins, in scores of thousands, valued at 44,000 
roubles, — was spread out in twenty rooms of the imperial palace at Prague for 
the edification and astonishment of the courtiers and merchants of the old 
Bohemian city (1595). The inevitable clashing of the Ottoman and Russian 
powers, only deferred on account of the manifold embarrassments of both, made 
it desirable that Moskva should be no longer dependent in ecclesiastical matters 
on the Turk-tolerated Patriarch at Constantinople, and it was perhaps partly on 
this account, partly with the view of gratifying the Russian clergy and his 
partisan, the Metropolitan, Iov, that Godounov in 1589 secured the promotion of 
the Primate to the office of Patriarch of Moskva, with four Metropolitans 
(Novgorod, Kazan, Rostov, and Kroutitsk) under him. A more lastingly 
important stroke of internal administration, effected by the Regent at this time, 
also fell in with his private ends in addition to safeguarding the interests of the 
State. This was the abolition of the “Ur’ev den,” or S. George’s day, on which 
the peasants had been wont to decide for the ensuing year whether they would 


remain with their present masters, or migrate, literally, to fresh fields and 
pastures new. This right of annual “betterment” had lately shown a tendency to 
work in one direction; the opening up of Sibiria and the greater security from 
Tartar raids which the agriculturalist of the south of Russia now enjoyed drew 
the peasants in steady streams from their accustomed grounds, and the small 
proprietors, the military backbone of the gosoudarstvo, who were unable to offer 
the privileges and immunities which the richer landowners held forth, found 
their estates gradually drained of the labour which alone made them valuable. 
Godounov grappled boldly with the situation; he issued an edict which forbade 
the serf to change his master, and thus by one stroke bound the peasant to the 
soil and the grateful small landowner to his party. 

The dynastic hopes of the house of Moskva had been fluttered in 1592 by a 
report that the Tzaritza was in a condition which might well be termed 
interesting, since the birth of an heir was of such vital importance to Russia; 
Irena did indeed bring forth a daughter, who was baptized with the name 
Theodosia, and died. This was the last expiring flicker of the paling torch of the 
Ivanovitch dynasty. On the 7th of January 1598 Thedor himself expired, leaving 
his vacant throne somewhat vaguely at the disposal of his widow, the Patriarch, 
the Regent, and Thedor Romanov. “In the person of this vague and virtuous 
sovereign,” sums up a French historian, “the race of bloody and violent men of 
prey who had created Russia was extinguished.” For the first time in her political 
history Russia was fronted with an interregnum. The widowed Tzaritza, the only 
remaining representative of the sovereign authority in the eyes of the people, 
made the void still more pronounced by retiring with her brother into the New 
Monastery of the Virgin, which hallowed retreat promptly became the centre of 
anxious solicitations and political manceuvrings. As Irena Godounov would do 
nothing to remove the deadlock, Boris Godounov became indispensable, and the 
Patriarch, with the assent of the principal citizens, offered him the crown of 
Monomachus and, as far as he was able to speak with authority, the sovereignty 
of the Russias. Boris wisely deferred the choice of a Tzar to the decision of a 
representative gathering of the Moskovite States, a step which, while it gave his 
enemies a longer time to develop their opposition, would place his election, if 
carried, on a surer foundation. The Sobor which assembled at the capital in the 
month of February was composed of 474 members, of which 99 were clergy, 
272 of the boyarin and landowner class (of which 119 were small proprietors), 
and the remainder starostas, deputies from the provincial towns, and 
representatives of the merchant bodies. With the clergy and small proprietors the 
Godounov interest was predominant, and men of all sections were conversant 
with the ability and energy which the Regent had displayed in dealing with the 


foreign affairs of the country, left by Ivan in such unpromising plight. There 
were many boyarins whose pedigrees gave them a more legitimate claim to sit 
on the throne of Rurik, but none who inspired such confidence as did Godounov. 
The latter was unanimously elected to the sovereignty, and only stimulated the 
popular voice by affecting to hold back from the proffered dignity. 1598On the 
21st of February, amid the striking of the 5000 bells of Moskva’s many 
churches, the Patriarch went forth at the head of his clergy, followed by the 
greater part of the inhabitants of the city, and bearing the ikon of the Mother of 
God of Vladimir, towards the monastery of the Virgin; Godounov met this 
imposing outpour with another procession, bearing the less celebrated but 
equally adorable Mother of God of Smolensk. Satisfied of the solidity of his call 
to the throne, he at length put aside his hesitation and allowed himself to be 
proclaimed Gosoudar and Tzar of all the Russias. In effect nothing was changed, 
except that he ruled in name what he had already ruled in fact; on the other hand, 
however, if he exchanged the position of Vremenszhik for that of sovereign, he 
lost the authority which even the weak Thedor had been able to impart to him — 
the authority of a time-honoured “legend.” With the Russians legend and ideal 
counted for more than an apprenticeship of capable public service, and greater 
homage was paid to an Orthodox sovereign who hid from the enemy under a 
haystack than to a voevoda who died fighting superbly for his country. Crueller 
tortures were inflicted upon brave and blameless men in their midst than any for 
which sixty generations of Jews were held accursed, yet it was the inflictor and 
not the victim who was accounted holy, and worthy to sleep beneath the wings 
of the archangels. Boris, with all his record of past services and recommendation 
of present ability, with all his benevolence and dexterity, could count on nothing 
more than the makeshift loyalty of his subjects. 

His first action after his election, before even his coronation had taken place, 
was one which bespoke alike vigour and calculation. A rumour, possibly not 
without some foundation, but such as was current at Moskva every summer, 
credited the Krim Khan with designs for an immediate invasion of Russian 
territory. Boris did not wait for more exact information, but forthwith assembled 
from all parts of the gosoudarstvo a splendidly equipped army which was 
estimated at 500,000 men. This demonstration of potential fighting power and 
resource not only awed the Khan into good behaviour, but served as a hint to the 
Swedes and Poles that the new sovereign of Russia, albeit of comparatively 
humble origin, was not a factor to be despised in the affairs of North-eastern 
Europe; it fulfilled too another purpose, that of bringing the voevodas, boyarins, 
Tartar vassals, and Kozak hetmans from distant parts of the realm into 
immediate contact with their new ruler. The development of the quarrel between 


Sigismund and his uncle Karl, which gradually became a struggle between 
Poland and Sweden, freed Moskovy from the danger of attack from either 
power, and had Boris been able to wholly shake off the cautious traditions of his 
predecessors and enter into aggressive alliance with one or other of the 
combatants, Riga or Revel might have fallen into his hands and the coveted eye- 
hole into Europe have been secured. The Tzar, however, clung too faithfully to 
the old policy which had borne so little fruit. Nothing but sheer force would 
move the Swedes out of Estland or the Poles out of Livland, and nothing short of 
compulsion would make the inhabitants of these provinces receive the Russians 
as Saviours; yet the same blind of a vassal kinglet which had failed disastrously 
in the case of Magnus was tried again, with a Swedish prince, Gustav (son of the 
late Erik XIV.), as its figure-head. Gustav created no enthusiasm among the 
Livlanders — who were not in a position indeed to show any — and ended by 
inspiring disgust in his patrons at Moskva. It is probable that Boris was merely 
staying his hand while Poles and Swedes fought out their domestic quarrels, and 
hoped to profit by the exhaustion which such conflict must necessarily entail by 
plundering both parties. The opportunity never came. Little by little the 
sovereign became aware that he was scarcely possessed of the love of the people 
for whom he had done so much; the clergy were offended at his suggestion of 
founding a university, the citizens were aggrieved that he introduced skilled 
foreigners, who were so badly needed to reorganise the sciences and arts of the 
country, all classes were scandalised because he shaved off his beard. A terrible 
famine, caused by inclement weather in the spring and summer of 1601, brought 
out the good qualities of the Tzar, who disbursed immense sums ungrudgingly 
among the starving poor, and grappled vigorously and with partial success 
against the prevailing scarcity. The people, however, saw in the calamity only 
the wrath of God against a prince who had caused sacred blood to be shed; with 
their eyes strained upwards to the frescoed roofs of their churches they missed 
the human endeavour and the open-hearted charity which was striving to 
alleviate their misfortunes. Portents of disaster and bodings of coming trouble 
succeeded the famine, for the most part of a very understandable nature. Beasts 
of the chase became scarce in the forests, packs of famished dogs and wolves 
roamed round the villages, eagles screamed over Moskva, and black foxes were 
caught about the city, in addition to which, unknown birds and beasts, strange 
and therefore marvellous, were observed throughout the country. As there had 
been a general scarcity of vegetation, and as the towns were honeycombed by 
the hastily-dug graves of those who had died of want — numbering some 
hundreds of thousands — this sudden invasion of the forest-folk was not 
inexplicable. It was also said that women and animals gave birth to monsters; 


certainly about this time rumour gave birth to extraordinary reports, of more 
disquieting omen than any of the rest, that Dimitri Ivanovitch had survived the 
evil designs of his would-be murderers and was yet alive. The people who had 
credited an irritated Deity with exacting hecatombs of victims for the foul death 
of a Tzarevitch, were equally prone to believe that the Tzarevitch was not dead, 
and it only remained for the rumour to take concrete shape for Boris’s throne to 
be seriously imperilled. With the taint of disaffection visible around him, his 
government began to take a harsher tone. Although never verging upon the 
savagery of the later Moskovite sovereigns, the clemency of the first years of his 
reign was laid aside as useless. Bogdan Bielskie, who had earned the hatred of 
the citizens in the days of the Terrible, now incurred the displeasure of Boris by 
alleged contumacy; it was said that his beard was plucked piecemeal from his 
chin by the Tzar’s orders, but beyond this he was only banished to another 
district more remote than the one he had formerly administered. More thorough 
was the swoop upon the Romanov family; the five sons of the late member of 
Thedor’s Douma, Nikita Romanov, stood high in the public esteem, and stood 
also very near the throne. An elected prince had some cause to fear the 
competition of such a powerful and popular family, albeit they were not of 
Rurikovitch blood. The charge which was suddenly brought against them, of a 
design to remove the sovereign by means of poison, was probably one of those 
whispered calumnies which bred freely in the half-Asiatic, wholly medieval 
atmosphere of Moskva. It was nevertheless a convenient excuse for destroying 
the influence of this dangerous party; the head of the house, Thedor, was 
constrained to enter a monastery, where, as the monk Filarete, he seemed safely 
out of the way. The other brothers underwent more or less rigorous 
imprisonment (the severities of which were eventually relaxed), while a crowd 
of allied or sympathetic boyarins were ordered into captivity or received 
governorships in remote parts of the country. No blood was spilt except 
incidentally that of serfs and servants, tortured to disclose incriminating 
information concerning their masters. That the Tzar, who had received his 
earliest impressions at the Court of Ivan the Terrible, did not act more in the 
spirit of his times is a circumstance which may stand to his credit, especially 
when regard is had to the influences which surrounded him. The Moskva of 
those days was an environment which in itself propagated monstrous and 
reactionary ideas. Here were to be seen on every hand wretched hovels, 
“dwelling-places for human beings,” dark suspicion-speaking bazaars, crowded 
rookeries of cramped caravansaries, wide open spaces, bleak and untenanted, 
chill and massive boyarin palaces, weird and awesome temples; and in the 
Kreml itself “violent juxtaposition of the German Gothic style with those of 


India, of Byzantium, of Italy — the same tangle of edifices, packed one within 
another like a Chinese puzzle; the same strange wild orgy of decoration, of form, 
of colour; a delirium and fever, a veritable surfeit of plastic fancy. Small rooms, 
surbased vaulted roofs, gloomy corridors, lamps twinkling out of the darkness, 
on the walls the lurid glow of mingled ochres and vermilions, iron bars to every 
window, armed men at every door; a swarming population of monks and 
warriors everywhere.” Such was the capital of Russia in the last days of the 
Rurikovitch dynasty; such it remained throughout the seventeenth century. 
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PLAN of MOSKVA. at the close of the Sixteenth Century. 


1. Cathedral of Mikhail the Archangel. 2. Cathedral of the Assumption 
(Ouspenski). 3. Spasskie (Saviour) gate. 4. Nikolai gate. 5. Neglina gate. 6. 
Borovitzkie gate. 7. The Red Place. 8-8. Markets and Bazaars. 9. River gate. 10. 
Strietenskie gate. 11. Tverskie gate. 12. Nikolskie gate. 13. Arbatskie gate. 14. 
Tchertol’skie gate. 15. Swannery. 


CHAPTER X. THE PHANTOM TZAR 


In all historical ages men have been found ready to believe in the pretensions of 
the personators who seem to spring up as the natural aftermath of a vanished 
dynasty or a quenched idol; pre-eminently prone to be deluded by such 
deceptions were the Russians of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. Inured 
by the exactions of their religion to an unquestioning faith in the supernatural, 
incapable from their teaching, as much as from their want of teaching, of 
forming a critical opinion upon a matter which admitted of doubt, and isolated 
from their own communities and from the sources of reliable information by vast 
distances and bad roads, they afforded a fit germinating bed for rumours and 
frauds of the flimsiest nature. Without proof many of them had accepted the 
theory that Boris Godounov was responsible for the murder of Dimitri 
Ivanovitch; equally without proof they were ready to credit the reports which 
began to fly about the country during the winter of 1603-1604 to the effect that 
the long-mourned Tzarevitch was alive and gathering an army beyond the 
Lituanian border. The explanation which accompanied this story was that 
Dimitri had been smuggled away from his would-be assassins at Ouglitch and 
another child had been killed in his stead. The fact that his mother and nurse had 
shrieked and swooned over his corpse, and that his relatives and the townsfolk 
who knew him well had had ample opportunity to detect any substitution while 
the body lay in state awaiting Shouyskie’s inquest, does not seem to have been 
taken into consideration. It was evident, from the accumulating reports that kept 
pouring in, that there was someone in Lit’uania, a tangible being, who claimed to 
be the veritable Dimitri, and it was also evident that the King of Poland and 
numbers of the Russ-Lit’uanian princes believed in his identity — or professed 
to. 

The generally accepted theory among Russian historians as to the true 
personality of this pretended Ivanovitch is that he was one Grigorie Otrepiev, an 
enterprising monk, who had thrown off his frock to live a life of liberty among 
the western Kozaks. Amid the vicissitudes of a self-seeking career, both before 
and after quitting the cloister, the idea of impersonating the dead Tzarevitch 
seems to have cropped up from time to time, and finally, having entered the 
service of a Lituanian boyarin, the adventurer, on the pretence of mortal 
sickness, announced to a priest his identity with Dimitri. The chief evidence in 
support of his story was the discovery of a jewelled cross on his person, a clue 
which might have convicted him of sacrilegious pilfering as convincingly as of 
royal parentage. His “discoverers,” however, needed little convincing; the King 


of Poland, to whom he was exhibited after a somewhat rapid recovery, 
welcomed him as a useful weapon of offence against Boris; the Jesuits saw in 
him an instrument for the advancement of their Church; and the banished and 
disgraced Russians with whom he came in contact hailed him as the possible 
means of restoring them to the state from which they had fallen. Kostomarov, in 
an exhaustive monograph on the subject, throws doubt on the identity of the 
false Dimitri with the somewhat nebulous monk Otrepiev, and inclines to the 
belief that the pretender, whoever he was, was himself convinced of his veritable 
tzarskie descent. 

Whatever the origin and past career of this apparition, he succeeded in the 
first duty of an impostor, which is to impose. The personal resemblance which 
he bore to the family to which he claimed to belong does not appear to have been 
very striking; the medals and coins afterwards struck for him give his 
presentment as that of a coarse-featured thick-set man, with a heavy lower-jaw, 
recalling a Habsburg rather than a Rurikovitch type. But with a widely scattered 
population like that of Russia, rumour, assertion, and hearsay information 
weighed more than actual facts; the bulk of the people may not have been 
convinced, but many of them were ready to give the Pretender the benefit of the 
doubt. Besides the unofficial but more or less open support which he received 
from the Poles, the restless or uneasy spirits on the Russian side of the border 
hastened to join his standard. The Don Kozaks, impatient of the control of 
Boris’s strong hand, sped gleefully to join a leader in whose ranks were already 
gathered numbers of their fellow-freebooters from the Dniepr. The Tzar 
displayed a calmness which perhaps he did not feel, and contented himself at 
first with an expostulatory message to the King of Poland, and an address, 
signed by the Patriarch and all the bishops, to their fellow-clergy in Lit’uania, 
counselling them to withhold their allegiance from the unfrocked monk who was 
masquerading as a Tzarevitch. While a cross-current of proclamations was being 
directed from Moskva into Lit’uania and from the grand duchy into White 
Russia, the adventurer was preparing for bolder measures. Though Sigismund 
would not openly avow him, his cause had been warmly taken up by Urii 
Mnishek, Palatine of Sendomir, who supported him with men and money, and 
promised him, moreover, the hand of his daughter Marina. Boris’s attitude of 
scornful indifference had left the border province of Sieverski more or less open 
to an invasion, and in October the “Ljhedimitri” (false-Dimitri) crossed with his 
little army into Moskovite territory. 1604His audacity was rewarded with a large 
measure of success. The frontier town of Moravsk opened its gates to the 
Pretender, and the ancient city of Tchernigov followed the example. Novgorod 
Sieverski, held for Boris by Petr Basmanov (son of that angel-faced Thedor who 


came to such a miserable end in the days of Ivan), administered a timely check 
to the invader’s progress, but Poutivl and other neighbouring towns went over to 
the impostor’s cause. The Tzar set to work in earnest to stamp out the treason 
which had gained such an advantageous start, but the armed men who had 
sprung up at his summons to combat the Tartar Khan did not gather in such 
numbers to march against the soi-disant Tzarevitch. Nor was the sovereign sure 
of the fidelity either of the troops raised or of the voevodas who were to 
command them. Gladly would he have seen Basmanov, the man of his heart, 
who had already stood “among innumerable false, unmoved,” at the head of the 
tzarskie forces, but the exigencies of his statecraft required that he should 
employ the old family chiefs on this critical service. 1604-5Accordingly kniaz 
Mstislavskie and kniaz Vasili Shouyskie were entrusted with the direction of a 
winter campaign in the Sieverski Oukrain, which resulted in the Ljhedimitri 
being driven out of the open field and obliged to take refuge in Poutivl. Deserted 
by the Palatine of Sendomir and most of the Poles, and unable to count even on 
the continued adherence of the Kozaks, the bold disputer of the throne of 
Moskva was indeed in desperate circumstances. But the very despair which 
animated his followers made them formidable opponents to the Tzar’s troops, 
whose leaders were either incapable of following up their success or unwilling to 
do so. Instead of making a determined attack on Poutivl and securing the 
impostor’s person, they centred their efforts on the siege of Kromi, a gorodok 
held by a small Kozak garrison. The satisfaction felt at Moskva at the first 
successes of the tzarskie arms gradually evaporated as the weeks dragged on 
without result, and men began to speak significantly of the marvellous escapes 
and invincible tenacity of the man who claimed to be Dimitri. That the pretender 
had many adherents in the capital itself was becoming evident, and Boris is 
credited by the chroniclers with having cut off the tongues of some who were 
indiscreet enough to voice their sentiments; a proceeding which, though out of 
keeping with the Tzar’s general methods, was too thoroughly akin to Moskovite 
traditions to be unhesitatingly set down as fable. Boris was, however, wise 
enough to see that he must stand or fall by Russian disposition alone, and the 
loyal offer of assistance made him by the Duke of Sudermanland, now King of 
Sweden, was declined. In possession of the throne and the immense treasure 
appertaining thereto, enjoying the support of the Hierarchy, feared, if not loved, 
by the boyarins and voevodas, and held in esteem by the Courts of Austria, 
England, and Sweden, the Godounov Tzar might well have stood his ground 
against the doubtful rival whom he had hemmed into a corner of the Sieverski 
province. Every year that he reigned made people more accustomed to the new 
dynasty, made them look more naturally to his son Thedor as their future 


sovereign. If the Ljhedimitri had secret well-wishers at the Court, if there were 
within the Kreml’s precincts men who fancied Boris guilty of reaching the 
throne by a hidden crime, it was by the same means that they must vanquish 
him. That such a design existed would not be much to say; that it was ever put 
into practice there is no proof. History merely records that the Tzar, after 
transacting business all the morning, dined in the “gilded room” in his palace, 
and was suddenly stricken with a mysterious malady, of which he died two hours 
later (13th April 1605). So, working and ruling to the last, passed away the great 
boyarin, who, with all his faults, gave Russia one of the noblest of her Tzars. His 
great crime in the eyes of the people who had chosen him to reign over them was 
that he did not belong to the sacred House of Rurikovitch, but for all his Tartar 
extraction he was more western in his ideas than any of the sovereigns of 
Moskovy who had gone before him, and the fifteen-year-old son whom he had 
educated to succeed him gave promise of being an enlightened and gracious 
ruler. Since the vaunted Dimitri Donskoi, he was the first Gosoudar who had put 
himself at the head of an army to meet a Tartar invasion, and Russia was less 
troubled by Krim inroads during his reign than she had been since the alliance of 
Ivan III. with Mengli-Girei. 

As the sorrowing Patriarch escorted his dead friend across the Kreml square, 
awake with the young pulse-life of an April day, into the chill shadows of the 
beautiful Cathedral of the Archangel, he might know that he was burying more 
than the corpse of a monarch. With Boris had gone the peace of an empire. 

In all the wide dominions of the gosoudarstvo three centres of interest stood 
out with a marked prominence: the capital, the camp before Kromi, and the 
phantom Court at Poutivl. At Moskva, where the oath of allegiance to Thedor 
Borisovitch was quietly taken, all the symptoms of a minority or regency 
reasserted themselves. A Douma, which included the old names and in one case 
a former member, was beckoned into existence. Bogdan Bielskie, the twice- 
banished, recurred again in the state council, where he should have been able to 
give valuable information as to the outlying parts of the tzarstvo. Mstislavskie 
and Vasili and Dimitri Shouyskie were summoned from their commands at 
Kromi, less perhaps on account of any counsel they might impart to the Tzaritza 
and her son, than because their withdrawal smoothed the way for Basmanov to 
take over the command of the army. The latter brought down to the camp the 
authentic news of the death of Boris, and exacted from the troops an oath of 
allegiance to the new sovereign. The court at Moskva felt relieved when the 
voevoda whom Boris had loved, and who had given proof both of his fidelity 
and ability in the defence of Novgorod-Sieverski, went down to take command 
of the army of the Oukrain, and they expected to hear of some decisive blow 


struck at the impostor, some victory which should open the new reign with 
brilliancy. Instead of which they learned, from the mouths of two fugitive 
voevodas, that Basmanov, in conjunction with the princes Golitzuin and 
Saltuikov, had proclaimed the Ljhedimitri Tzar of Moskovy. How far this was a 
contemplated move, how far it was a sudden decision, born of a discovery of 
widespread defection among the troops, it is impossible to say. The effect was 
enormous, and revolutionised the whole struggle. The long besieged Kozak 
troop in Kromi found themselves suddenly hailed as allies by the men who had 
for months been working to encompass their destruction, and the bold adventurer 
of Poutivl was able to come out of his retreat, and put himself at the head of the 
army that was to conduct him in triumph to Moskva. The news of these events 
had stirred all classes in the white-built city; the people left their occupations to 
gather in agitated crowds on the great square between the Kitai-gorod and the 
Kreml, and everywhere was heard the name Dimitri. The man who wore that 
name was marching with the tzarskie army, led by the ablest voevodas of the 
state, under the banner of the two-headed eagle and St. George the Conqueror. 
His proclamations were daily smuggled into the city and daily the popular voice 
turned in his favour. The strielitz and body-guard were becoming less and less in 
evidence around the Kreml, the members of the Douma were coldly received, 
the Patriarch dared not show himself, even in the sacred vestments of his office, 
and could only shed tears of bitter mortification in the shelter of his palace. With 
the first day of June came the forerunners of the claimant Tzar to the Krasno selo 
(red, or beautiful village), where dwelt the rich merchants and tradesmen, a class 
which had never been well affected towards the Godounov interest; the 
Pretender was enthusiastically proclaimed, and his adherents streamed into 
unguarded Moskva, shouting the magic name of Dimitri Ivanovitch. The 
multitude of the city rose in response to the cry, and clamouring crowds, giving 
vent to their restrained feelings, burst armed and angry and thousand-throated 
into the undefended Kreml. Boris had asked his subjects to bring him the 
Ljhedimitri alive or dead. They were bringing him in alive. 

The first acts of the aroused Moskvitchi were comparatively moderate. The 
Tzaritza-mother, the young Thedor, and his sister were removed from the palace 
and held prisoners in the private mansion of the Godounovs, and a clean sweep 
was made of the relatives and adherents of the fallen House, who were 
imprisoned or carried off to distant parts of the gosoudarstvo. For the rest, the 
people celebrated the upheaval by getting universally intoxicated, and to the wild 
fury of the day succeeded a night of stupefied repose. The revolution, however, 
was yet to claim its victims; while the new sovereign was still halting at Toula 
his enemies were forcibly removed from his path. The Patriarch was dragged 


from before the altar of the Cathedral of the Assumption and dispoiled of his 
robes and office, and a few days later a report was circulated that Thedor and his 
mother had poisoned themselves. Their bodies, exposed to the public view, bore 
traces of violence, and it was said that they had been strangled by some strielitz 
at the command of the voevoda Golitzuin. What hand, if any, the Pretender had 
in the matter there is nothing to show. Thus ended a dynasty which eight weeks 
previously had seemed in assured possession of the throne. On the 20th of June, 
amid the resounding of myriad bells and the hoarse shouting of the people who 
lined streets, and roofs, and campaniles, the Phantom rode into the city of his 
endeavours, with a crashing of trumpets and kettle-drums, with a glittering 
retinue of Polish cavalry, German guards, Kozaks and strielitz. The long lost 
Dimitri, as his subjects fondly imagined him, made solemn obeisance at the 
tomb where the dread Ivan slept, and incidentally ordered the remains of the 
usurper Boris to be removed to a less hallowed resting-place. A cross-current of 
coffins and persons journeyed to and from the centre-point of Moskovite life; 
Nagois and Romanovs, living and defunct, came in from their monasteries or 
lonely graves to dwell or decompose in the favoured places of the Kreml, while 
the Godounov connections and Vremenszhiki went, literally, out into the cold; 
that is to say, to Perm and Sibiria. Vasili Shouyskie, the man who had conducted 
the inquest on the murdered Tzarevitch, had the indiscretion to recall this 
circumstance to the minds of a people gone wild with enthusiasm. His 
reminiscences were not interesting to the Tzar, who had him promptly arrested. 
He was interrogated, probably with the accompaniment of torture, and 
condemned, by a council of boyarins and citizens, to death. While his head was 
actually awaiting the axe-stroke a dramatically timed reprieve stopped the 
execution of the sentence, which was commuted to one of banishment. The 
people, with whom the Shouyskie family were more or less popular, might 
appreciate the sovereign’s clemency, but it did not strengthen their conviction 
that he was the son of the terrible Ivan. A new Patriarch was elected, Ignacie, a 
Greek, once Archbishop of Cyprus, from which see he had been driven by the 
Turks, since Archbishop of Riazan; he had been one of the first of the Vladuikas 
to recognise the adventurer as Tzar. There remained one more step towards 
establishing his identity, which, though of slight historical value, it was 
important that the Pretender should take. Mariya Nagoi, seventh wife of Ivan 
IV., was still living, and her testimony was naturally called for as to the 
authenticity of the person who posed as her son. In the middle of July the ex- 
Tzaritza was summoned from the convent that had been her prison for so many 
years, and was met at Tayninsk, a village near Moskva, by the man who claimed 
her as mother; whom, after a private interview, she publicly acknowledged as the 


true Dimitri. After thirty years of banishment and disgrace, half of which had 
been spent in cloistered seclusion, the relict might well have considered that it 
was a wise mother that knew her own child in the person of a reigning and 
popular sovereign. The very fact that his imposture had overturned her hated 
enemies, the Godounovs, would have gone far to soothe any possible scruples. It 
is significant that after her testimony the “Otrepiev” theory, first put forward by 
the Patriarch in the reign of Boris, began to gain ground in the capital. The 
people who had feared to oppose a forlorn and desperate pretender, from an idea 
that he might be the genuine heir of the Rurikovitches, were not comfortable at 
seeing him on the sacred throne of Monomachus, from a suspicion that he might 
not be. 

Firmly established at the Kreml, after a campaign of almost unexampled good 
fortune, the new Sovereign commenced to display characteristics disconcerting 
alike to his subjects and to future students of his personality. His idiosyncrasies 
were not those of the House whose scion he professed to be, but neither were 
they those of a partially-educated adventurer. The boyarins of the leading 
families of Moskva, encased in the complacent conceit of ignorance, were aghast 
at being told by this newly-appeared Gosoudar that their great need was 
schooling. Boris had talked of colleges as a desirability; Dimitri spoke of them 
as urgent necessities. For their part the boyarins were of opinion that the Tzar 
himself had much to learn in the way of conforming with the manners and 
customs of the Moskovites. His behaviour was a growing source of scandal to 
his Orthodox subjects; his hair was not dressed in the Russian fashion; he never 
slept after dinner; he sat down to dine to the sound of music instead of prayer; 
and he ate veal. He drilled his soldiers himself — a thing which no Moskovite 
sovereign had ever done — and he slew bears with his own hand instead of 
seeing them killed from a safe distance. The precedent of David, King of Israel, 
might have been quoted in extenuation of this unbecoming hardihood, but 
nothing could excuse the erection of a statue of Cerberus in front of the Tzar’s 
pleasure-house in the Kreml, a locality hitherto graced only with the 
representations of Bogoroditzas, or at most a saint-mastered dragon. The clergy 
were offended by the scant consideration with which they were treated, by the 
toleration shown to Catholics and Lutherans, and above all by a disposition 
which Dimitri showed to divert some of the hoarded wealth of the monasteries to 
the public treasury. The strielitz were piqued by the open acknowledgment 
which the Tzar made of the superior merits of the foreign soldiery, the boyarins 
resented the subordinate part they were compelled to play at the Court of this 
man of new and unpalatable ideas. All this gives a glimpse of a strong 
personality, an enlightened mind, healthily contemptuous of the foibles and 


superstitions with which it came in contact, and a vigorous faculty for reform 
and organisation. A rare character in the long list of Moskovite sovereigns. Such 
a one recurs some ninety years later and creates a new Russia. The Ljhedimitri, 
himself a man of straw, appears to have tried to cram into a few months the 
patient efforts of a lifetime. Probably the fact was that the extraordinary facility 
with which his enterprise had been carried to a triumphant conclusion gave him 
a false idea of his own powers and of the dispositions of the Russians. In one 
respect only do his transactions approach, at one and the same time, to the 
childish arrogance of the legitimate Moskovite Sovereigns and the petulant 
vanity which might be expected of a mushroom monarch; not only did he 
demand from the Pope and the King of Poland the acknowledgment of the old 
disputed title of Tzar, but he further stipulated for the style of Cæsar (Kesar), an 
innovation of his own devising. It is possible that this solemn trifle, which 
threatened to interrupt his good understanding with Rome and the Holy See, was 
really introduced for that purpose, in order to get rid of allies who were likely, 
now that he had attained his ambitious object, to become inconvenient. That he 
had, from conviction or policy, privately entered the Catholic Church during the 
days of his pretendership seems fairly evident; that it was not expedient to carry 
the matter farther will be readily comprehended. The Jesuit Father, Pierling, in 
an historical disquisition on the subject, combats the assertion of the Russian 
writers that the Ljhedimitri was “invented” or first brought forward by the 
Society of Jesus, the Nuncio in Poland, or any agent of the Pope. Certainly there 
is no evidence on which to rest such a charge, which probably had its origin in 
inter-Christian jealousy. The fairest and most reasonable conclusion is that the 
Jesuits, Ragoni, and the Holy See, allowed themselves to be somewhat easily 
persuaded of the legitimacy of the claims of a pretender who might render 
splendid services to their Church. Rome had ever been dazzled with the hope of 
bringing the Russian Communion into her maternal embrace, and the prospect 
was the more alluring now that her spiritual dominion had been shorn and 
abbreviated by the Protestant heresy in the north of Europe, and by the 
Mohametan encroachments in the south-east. At the same time it should be 
borne in mind that the evidence on which the Catholics and Poles grounded their 
ostensible faith in the Ljhedimitri was substantially the same as that which 
imposed upon the whole of Russia. The zeal of a convert — and a pensioner — 
showed a considerable abatement when the adventurer was safely transformed 
into Tzar, and Dimitri evinced no disinclination to continuing bowing down in 
the house of Rimmon for the rest of his life. The Poles who still hung about his 
person were permitted to worship freely after their own fashion, and to penetrate 
into the sacred places of Moskovite Orthodoxy; but when sounded on the subject 


of establishing the Latin faith the Tzar talked evasively of educating his subjects 
and of initiating a war against the Sultan, objects nearer his heart than a 
revolution of dogmas. If a contemptuous clemency could have inspired the 
Moskvitchi with affection for a veal-eating sovereign, the False Dimitri would 
not have lacked popularity. Vasili Shouyskie and his two brothers were recalled 
from their disgrace and banishment, and the former was admitted into the 
Council of the Tzar. The axe and the gibbet had a long rest, and the monarch 
hunted bears instead of boyarins. Dimitri might have strengthened his position 
and gained time to live down the prejudices of his subjects by effecting a prudent 
marriage; by allying himself with the Romanov or even the Shouyskie family he 
would have created a party for himself among the nobles and have secured an 
incontestable link with the line of Rurik, either by remote descent or recent 
connection. For some reason of his own he was bent on fulfilling his betrothal 
vow to Marina Mnishek, and such was his impatience to see his bride at Moskva, 
sharing his throne, that the Palatine, her father, was able to exact considerable 
sums of money and concessions on the question of the future Tzaritza’s religious 
liberty (she was a Catholic), before escorting her to her expectant husband. May 
1606The arrival at the capital of the Polish maiden, attended by her father and a 
following of some 2000 persons, together with an embassy from King 
Sigismund, did not inspire the citizens with any greater affection for their 
monarch, already tainted in their eyes with partiality for foreign customs and 
alien faiths. The bride made her state entry in a carriage decorated with silver 
eagles and drawn by ten pied horses. The tzarskie troops, in red coats with white 
cross-belts, were drawn up to receive her; cannon, bells, drums and trumpets, 
sounded a welcome; only the people kept an ominous silence. It was noted with 
disapproval that as she entered the Kreml through the Saviour Gate, a portal 
usually crossed with deep obeisance, the Polish band crashed out their national 
air, “For ever in weal as in woe.” The wedding and coronation festivities were 
carried on with a lavish display and open-handed conviviality seldom seen 
before in Moskva, but they were not preceded by the elaborate religious 
ceremonials by which the Grand Princes of yore had been wont to “purify” any 
consort they took from un-Orthodox lands. The woman who now shared the 
throne of Monomachus was a Pole and a Latin; as for the Tzar, no one knew 
what or who he was — except perhaps Mariya Nogai. The popular discontent 
had found a rallying-point in the Shouyskie zamok; ‘Dimitri had pardoned Vasili 
Shouyskie, the latter had never forgiven ‘Dimitri. Before the arrival of the bridal 
foreigners the boyarin had set in movement the conspiracy which was intended 
to hurl the impostor from his mis-gotten throne. The plot was a wide-reaching 
one and could scarcely be kept from the Tzar’s knowledge, but the newly- 


wedded monarch, strong in contemptuous security and engrossed in feasting and 
music, paid scant notice to the warnings which he received from spies or the 
croaking of his guests as to the temper of the people. The 18th of May he had 
fixed for a sham battle around a specially constructed wooden fortress; in the 
early hours of the 17th his subjects gave him a display of a less make-believe 
nature. Besides the accumulated dislike for the Tzar and all his ways, the Poles 
who had flocked in such numbers to the marriage festival of Marina Mnishek 
gave bitter offence to the Moskvitchi by their haughty and irreverent bearing. It 
was the old history of Kiev repeating itself. The Russians chafed to see the 
Kreml of their cherished capital, the Holy of Holies of the Moskovite nation, 
overrun by swaggering Poles and lawless Kozaks, and the hour of vengeance 
was eagerly awaited by all classes. On the night of the 16th the strangers and the 
Tzar’s household, weary with wine and revelry, sought unsuspectingly their 
accustomed couches; otherwise “no one slept that night in Moskva.” As the 
sun’s first rays touched on the gilded cupolas an alarm bell clanged out from a 
church; another and another took up the signal, till all over the watching city the 
warnings resounded. The noise penetrated into the Kreml and roused the Tzar 
from his bed; the body-guard hazarded the explanation that a fire had broken out, 
and the Ljhedimitri returned to his chamber. But soon above the clanging was 
heard the angry yelling of a blood-seeking multitude, and Basmanov, who since 
his celebrated desertion of the Godounovs had remained true to his adopted 
master, burst in upon the startled Tzar and warned him to fly. The voevoda 
himself faced the clamouring crowd on the palace staircase and sank beneath a 
shower of murderous blows. The Ljhedimitri, hunted through his apartments, 
jumped or was thrown from an upper window and lay broken and senseless in a 
courtyard. His bleeding corpse, seized by some strielitz, was borne into a 
chamber where his principal boyarin enemies gathered round; for a few short 
moments he returned to a consciousness of agony from broken limbs, saw 
pitiless scowling faces around him, heard taunts and abuse from angry throats; 
then bullets and sword-thrusts closed his last audience. His body was dragged 
with ropes out through the Saviour Gate, to the striking of the same bells that 
had welcomed his state entry eleven months ago, and haled to the convent of the 
Ascension, where dwelt the pseudo-mother Mariya. The corpse might well have 
been beyond recognition, but to the insistence of the boyarins the old Tzaritza 
declared that the Ljhedimitri was not her son — a recantation as worthy of belief 
as the former avowal, and nothing more. The carrion that yesterday had been 
Tzar of all the Russias was dragged back to the Red Place, where, naked and 
with a ribald mask on its face, it was exposed for three days. At its broken feet 
lay the corpse of the voevoda who had been faithful to the death. “They loved 


each other in life; let them be together now.” So passed the Phantom Tzar from 
the throne he had so strangely haunted; phantom still, even when his 
dishonoured body had been flung into an unhallowed grave beyond the city 
walls, in “the house of the wretched,” a waste-land where outcasts were buried. 
Here, it was rumoured, mysterious fires were seen at night. The boyarins wished 
to be troubled with no further resurrections; the corpse was dug up and burned, 
and the ashes, mingled with gunpowder, blown to the winds from a cannon. But 
not thus even could they get rid of the spirit of the impostor whom they had 
crowned and anointed. Already, before his downfall, new spectres had started up 
in various quarters, following on the same lines. From Poland had come a fable 
that Boris had deluded the Moskvitchi with a sham death and interment and had 
fled to England disguised as a merchant. A more substantial fraud was that of a 
false Petr, a supposed son of Thedor Ivanovitch, who was actually carrying on a 
war of petty depredation at the head of some Volga Kozaks. With a people so 
easily deluded the ghost of the “child of Ouglitch” would not be easily laid. 
Kostomarov’s question, “Who was the first false Dimitri?” is one of those 
problems of history that seem to become more tangled and unsolvable the more 
light is brought to bear on them. A careful study of the circumstances and nature 
of his career, while leading to a strong conviction that he was not Dimitri 
Ivanovitch, equally disturbs the theory that he was Grigorie Otrepiev. The man 
who showed himself alike indifferent to the Greek and Latin cults, who would 
not cross himself before the adored ikons — the real Dimitri would have 
prostrated himself before them, if heredity and early education go for anything 
— who, moreover, was earnestly concerned for the education and welfare of his 
people; who strove by personal effort to raise the fighting value of the 
deplorably slack Moskovite army, and who restored the old boast of 
Monomachus, never to leave to subordinates what might be done by himself, 
above the effete Byzantine-borrowed etiquette of the later Russian Gosoudars; 
who, in the midst of feasting and rejoicing was steadily preparing for an attack 
on the Sultan, and who treated his private enemies with clemency and even 
distinction; the man who displayed all these qualities in the course of a few 
months was assuredly not a Rurikovitch, nor was he an adventurer who had 
received his education only in a Moskovite monastery, who had seen life only in 
a Kozak camp. That he was really an instrument in the hands of the Jesuits, 
nursed and educated for the purpose which he was afterwards called upon to 
fulfil, necessitates not only a much greater intimacy with Russian affairs than 
that body are known to have possessed, but also a foreknowledge on their part of 
the course those affairs were likely to take under the Godounov dynasty. Such 
pretenders are not made in a day. Each supposition takes the inquiry no farther 


than the starting-point — who was the first false Dimitri? And here it must be 
left. Russian historians of the Orthodox Faith at least are able to say with 
absolute conviction that the Tzar of 1605-6 was not the real Dimitri, for the latter 
was beatified by the Church, and many miracles were performed at his reputed 
tomb. If the supposed impostor were proved to be identical with the veritable 
Ivanovitch, a new and embarrassing dilemma would arise. The history of the 
career of the Ljhedimitri is instructive as to the slender evidence on which whole 
peoples will base their implicit belief in a resuscitation, or even in a resurrection. 
Such beliefs have lived again and again in human history; some are living yet. 
Ljhedimitries, false Pucelles, Perkin Warbecks, missing Archdukes, and others 
that need not be mentioned, have their perennial Easter in the credulity of 
mankind. 

The catastrophe which had overtaken the impostor-Tzar included in its scope 
the foreign guests who were partly responsible for the outbreak. The massacre 
commenced with Dimitri’s musicians and servants in the Kreml and extended to 
the lodgings of the Poles and Lit’uanians in the Kitai- and Biel-gorod. For seven 
hours the church-bells dinned out their vibrating war-music, and tumultuous 
crowds of citizens and strielitz put to death such of the foreigners as were unable 
to defend themselves. Well to the fore in the work of butchery were the priests 
and monks, who turned the occasion of the Marina marriage into a S. 
Bartholomew of their own, hunting down with zealous rage the “enemies of their 
religion.” The houses of the Palatine and of some of the other Polish nobles were 
vigorously defended by their retainers, who fired from the windows upon their 
assailants. Vasili Shouyskie (who had led the first rush into the Kreml, crucifix 
in one hand, sword in another), and other boyarins rode about the streets 
endeavouring to calm the tempest they had raised, and were able to save 
Mnishek, the Tzaritza, the ambassadors, and those of the Poles who had been 
successful in defending their thresholds. The bells were quieted, and the people 
dispersed to their homes, or vented their smouldering rage in mutilating the 
figure on the Red Place. 

With the disappearance of the Ljhedimitri the Moskovites were again 
confronted with an interregnum, and on this occasion there was no one very 
obviously marked out to fill the vacant throne. By a process of exhaustion they 
fixed on the Rurik-descended kniaz who had offered the most determined 
opposition to the impostor, and who had engineered the revolution which had 
brought about his overthrow. Vasili Ivanovitch Shouyskie, a man of mediocre 
talents, widowed and past his prime, was scarcely a promising personality with 
whom to start a new dynasty, and the election of a sovereign of such an 
obviously stop-gap nature almost invited new intrigues and new apparitions. 


Prudence suggested at least a recourse to a national assembly, such as that which 
had elected Boris, but Shouyskie preferred to take the tide of his fortune at its 
flood, and was content to receive the crown of all the Russias from the hands of 
the boyarins, clergy, and merchants of Moskva. Nor was this the only error he 
committed in the impatience for power to which old men are especially liable. 
The trail of Polish influence made itself visible even in the electoral gathering of 
the nobles and citizens who had just entered a blood-drenched protest against all 
that pertained to the West-Slavonic state. An oath was exacted from Vasili to the 
effect that he would swear to govern in consultation with the boyarins, and to put 
no one to death without their consent; that he would listen to no false 
denunciators; and that he would not confiscate the lands, goods, shops or houses, 
of the relatives of condemned offenders. This concession, the first step towards 
the Pacta conventa of Poland, was an innovation which shook men’s ideas of the 
sacred nature of the sovereign, and reduced the new Tzar more than ever to the 
position of a make-shift ruler, the mere head of a boyarin douma. Without 
waiting for the consecration of a new Patriarch (the Russian Primates regularly 
toppled over and disappeared in the political earthquakes which engulfed their 
temporal masters), Vasili’s coronation was solemnised on the 1st of June, the 
earliest date by which the corpses of the victims of the late massacre could be 
cleared out of the city. The first act of the new reign was one of nervous 
ostentation; the remains of the genuine Dimitri were solemnly transported from 
Ouglitch to the Kreml of Moskva, where they were reinterred in the Cathedral of 
the Archangel. Here, in this sacred environment, under the eye of the Tzar, it 
was hoped that this troublesome Ivanovitch would sleep in peace and cease to 
haunt the throne which should have been his heritage. The revolution was 
completed by the election of Hermogen, Metropolitan of Kazan, to the 
Patriarchate, the new head of the Church being a bitter opponent of all that 
savoured of foreign heresy. Surrounded by courtiers who had not had time to 
develop disaffection, by complaisant priests and heavily-armed strielitz, 
encompassed on all sides by the stately and sanctified buildings of the Kreml, 
and breathing an atmosphere laden with the exhalations of centuries of 
accumulated homage rendered to saints and sovereigns, Vasili may have fancied 
himself, in fact as well as title, Tzar of all the wide Russias. But throughout the 
hot days of July and August, when the sun blazed on the white and gold cupolas, 
and the dogs slunk about with lolling tongues in the shady bazaars of the Kitai- 
gorod, and frogs croaked dismally from the steamy marshes of the Neglina, dust- 
coated messengers kept pouring in to the Tzar’s paradise, by the Saviour and 
Nikolai Gates, with tidings of trouble and unrest throughout the land. From the 
Sieverski country, from Toula, Kalouga, from the camp at Eletz, from the Volga 


valley, and from far Astrakhan came reports of sedition and open rebellion, and 
the burden of each report was the magic name Dimitri. It almost seemed as if, in 
scattering the ashes of the impostor to the winds, his undertakers had sown a 
crop of phantoms which was now springing up in all directions. The most 
persistent rumour was that Dimitri had escaped once again from the hands of his 
would-be murderers and had fled into Poland, another man having been killed in 
his stead; the Moskvitchi instantly recalled the fact that the face of the corpse so 
ostentatiously exposed on the Red Place had been covered by a mask. Another 
widely-circulated version invented a new Dimitri who had only just emerged 
from the obscurity of his exile and claimed the throne as the real child of 
Ouglitch. Nowhere at the outset was there even the foundation of a pretender 
round whom these legends might crystallise; he existed as yet only in the 
popular imagination. The first impostor had created the belief in a romantically 
restored Dimitri; the belief now called for another impostor. Several princes and 
boyarins of the lesser rank (styled dieti-boyarins, literally “children-boyarins”) 
took up arms in support of what was more than ever a phantom, but the most 
formidable of the war-brands which blazed out at this time was remarkable for 
belonging to a class which had supplied few men of note to Russian history. 
Bolotnikov, who claimed to have seen the real Dimitri in Poland and to have 
been appointed his lieutenant, was a serf who had been carried off in one of the 
Tartar raids by which South Russia was periodically drained of her already 
sparse population, and had continued his life of toil in a Turkish galley. 
Obtaining his liberty, he had wandered back to his native country, to reappear, 
like a trouble-scenting beast of prey, in the hour of mischief and calamity. His 
real purpose, which underlay the Dimitri agitation, was to inaugurate a peasant 
rebellion, and if an apprenticeship of hardship and suffering were any 
qualification for the championship of a down-trodden class, the enterprise was in 
good hands. The sedition of the voevodas and their military followings, the 
loosening of the central authority over the provincial kniazes and boyarins, and 
the open door which the general dislocation offered to the free-lances and 
Kozaks of the borders, swelled the insurrection to alarming dimensions. As in 
the long struggle of the Fronde which distressed France in the same century, it 
was difficult to say what each particular band-in-arms was fighting for. The very 
vagueness of the threatened danger added to its alarm, and the waning of the 
year, instead of dispersing the insurgent army which had gathered round 
Bolotnikov, impelled it towards Moskva. Towns and gorodoks surrendered to 
the ex-serf as they had done before to the reputed ex-priest, and the rebels 
reached the village of Kolomensk on the 2nd December. But the ambitious 
nobles who had thrown in their lot with the peasant leader saw no prospect of 


seizing or holding the capital on the strength of an empty name, the shadow of a 
shadow, nor did they propose to install a serf and sometime galley-slave on the 
throne of Monomachus. Several flitted away from the insurgent camp, and the 
young voevoda Mikhail Skopin-Shouyskie defeated and dispersed the 
diminished company of rebels, whose leader fled to Kalouga. 1607Relieved 
from the onslaught which had threatened to overturn his throne, Vasili was able 
to celebrate Christmas in his capital, and the New Year was marked by another 
of the coffin-movings which accompanied every change in the dynasty, and were 
characteristic of a period when the dead seemed to share the restlessness of the 
living. This time it was the remains of Boris, his wife, and Thedor II. which were 
conducted to the Troitza monastery, possibly as a guarantee against inconvenient 
reappearances — a precaution certainly not uncalled for. Bolotnikov meanwhile 
had gathered fresh adherents and joined his forces to those of the pretended 
Tzarevitch Petr, who brought a large following of Don and Volga Kozaks. The 
Tzar marched against this new rival in person, at the head of an army of 100,000 
men, and drove the rebels into Toula. Bolotnikov, seeing the hopelessness of the 
struggle under existing circumstances, sent a courier to the Palatine of Sendomir, 
urging the immediate production of a flesh-and-blood Dimitri, without whom all 
was lost. The precedent of Kromi, however, was not repeated, and in October the 
besieged leaders of the revolt, Bolotnikov, the “Ljhepetr,” and two or three 
boyarins who had continued staunch to the movement, surrendered the fortress 
on the condition that their lives should be spared. The holy and Orthodox Tzar 
crowned his victory by inflicting a signal chastisement on his too confiding 
enemies. Bolotnikov had his eyes struck out and was then drowned, a fit climax 
to his career; the pretended Tzarevitch was hung, and hundreds of his followers 
flung into the river. The boyarins escaped with lesser punishments. Vasili 
returned to Moskva “in triumph.” But the demolition of one pretender seemed to 
make way for a whole crop of dragon-heads; on all sides sprang up self-styled 
heirs of the vanished line of Moskva. One was a pretended son of Ivan Groznie, 
another of the murdered Ivan Ivanovitch, while in the Oukrain alone no fewer 
than eight apparitions disputed the parentage of the saintly Thedor Ivanovitch. It 
was as though a whole baby-farm of tzarskie foundlings and unacknowledged 
offspring had suddenly come to maturity and public notice. But more formidable 
than any of these shadowy claimants, there appeared in the spring of 1608, in the 
Sieverski land, the long-demanded Dimitri — Ljhedimitri II. of Russian 
historians. Who this man was is as deep a mystery as the origin of his 
forerunner, but his claims received almost as ready a recognition. His following 
of Dniepr Kozaks and Polish adventurers was swelled daily by desertions from 
the Moskovite soldiery, and town after town proclaimed him. He advanced as far 


as Toushin, a village twelve verstas from the capital, where he pitched his camp, 
which instantly became a rallying-point for all the disaffected and intractable 
elements which the period of troubles had called forth. Among other birds of 
sinister omen who made their appearance at the impostor’s improvised Court 
were the Palatine Mnishek and his daughter, widow of the first Ljhedimitri, and 
though there was little outward resemblance between the two men, the new 
pretender was publicly “recognised” by Marina as her husband. 

The Moskovites by this time had lost their first enthusiasm for romantically 
restored Tzarevitches and took their revolutions more soberly. The tide of 
success carried the Ljhedimitri no farther than Toushin; in Moskva itself there 
was no popular upheaval such as that which swept the first pretender into the 
Kreml over the ruins of the Godounov dynasty. On the other hand there was as 
little enthusiasm for the cause of the Tzar, who inspired none of the reverence 
and affection which the people had been wont to lavish on their legitimate 
hereditary sovereigns. The mutual weakness of the rivals led to an extraordinary 
situation; the Tzar of Moskva dared not march against the “thief of Toushin,” 
and the pretended Dimitri dared not march against the “usurper.” Russia was 
divided by two Gosoudars whose antagonistic Courts were pitched within a few 
miles of each other. Many of the Moskovite upper class, hovering in their 
allegiance, flitted to and fro between Toushin and the Kreml, paying their 
respects to both Tzars and gathering favours and presents from both masters — a 
course of action which earned for them the designation of “péréleti” (birds of 
passage). The merchant folk of the capital pursued a similar policy, and finding a 
better market for their goods among the free-spending camp-dwellers at 
Toushin, almost depleted the city of its necessary supplies, a state of things 
further aggravated by the fact that the rebels held the roads to the rich corn- 
province of Riazan. Beyond the flat meadows of the Moskva valley the contest 
was waged more briskly; despite Sigismund’s solemn assurances of a strictly 
enforced neutrality, numbers of Poles flocked to the adventurer’s service, among 
them the voevoda Sapieha, already distinguished by his military exploits in 
Transylvania and Sweden. The rapidly moving Kozak and Polish troops of the 
Pretender’s army outmatched in activity the heavily-armed and, for the most 
part, slackly-led forces of Vasili. In the north-eastern province town after town 
fell into the hands of the “Toushinists”; Souzdal, Vladimir, and Péréyaslavl 
opened their gates or were captured after a perfunctory resistance; Rostov, where 
resided Filarete Romanov, raised to the dignity of Metropolitan of that town by 
the first ‘Dimitri, made a bolder stand against the conquerors. Defeated in battle 
outside the walls, the garrison and citizens defended their ramparts for three 
hours, and when finally overpowered took refuge with Romanov in the 


cathedral. The town submitted to the impostor’s voevodas, and the Metropolitan 
was dragged from his sanctuary and conducted with indignity to Toushin, where 
not martyrdom but preferment awaited him. Out of consideration for Filarete’s 
kinship with his “late half-brother” (the Tzar Thedor I.), the ‘Dimitri proclaimed 
his captive Patriarch of Moskva and of all Russia. 

Unable to attempt a direct attack upon the capital, the pretender endeavoured 
to possess himself of the Troitza lavra. The accumulated wealth of this famous 
monastery, which had risen like a celestial city on the site of the lonely cell from 
which S. Sergie had watched the beavers playing, necessitated safe keeping. 
High walls and strongly fortified towers and gates peeped out from amid the 
thickly growing trees, and spoke defiance to Tartar raiders and plundering bands 
of freebooters. They were now called upon to withstand an organised siege from 
the batteries of the False Dimitri. In anticipation of the threatened attack two 
voevodas and a detachment of soldiers were dispatched from Moskva to the 
assistance of the monks, who numbered scarcely more than 300 brothers; the 
monastery servants and peasants from the neighbouring villages brought the 
effective of the defenders to 2500. At the end of September 1608 a force of 
30,000 men, Poles, Russians, Tartars, Kozaks, and Tcherkesses, led by Sapieha 
and Lisovski, invested this secluded haven of peace and piety, which was 
suddenly transformed into a beleaguered fortress. The balls from ninety heavy 
cannon crashed incessantly against the walls and towers, which “shivered, but 
did not fall”; mines and assaults alike were fruitless, and the siege dragged on 
month after month. The monks fought as vigorously as the soldiers, and during 
the lulls in the attack paraded their venerated ikons on the ramparts. Meanwhile 
the tide of the Ljhedimitri’s success had begun to ebb. The composition of his 
following bore within itself the elements of defeat. The Poles, Kozaks, and 
Russian outlaws, who formed the most active contingents of his adherents, drove 
from his cause, by their licentiousness and indiscriminate marauding, the people 
whom they had previously won over by their energy and the renown of their 
arms. Wherever the opportunity offered, the towns which had acknowledged the 
pretender renounced his sovereignty and recognised that of Vasili. The reaction 
was further hastened by the victorious campaign of Skopin-Shouyskie and his 
Swedish allies. Vasili, less prudent than Boris, had accepted the renewed offer of 
assistance which King Karl held out, and, at the price of yielding up the town of 
Keksholm and district of Korelia, had obtained the services of 5000 Swedes, led 
by Jacob de la Gardie, son of the famous general. With this reinforcement 
Skopin-Shouyskie proceeded to strike at the northern strongholds of the 
Toushinists, and the two young captains (Mikhail was twenty-three, de la Gardie 
twenty-seven) swept all before them. 1609A victory over the rebels in May was 


followed by the capture of Toropetz, Kholm, Velikie-Louki, and other places. In 
July the army of the False Dimitri was driven out of Tver after hard fighting. 
Temporarily deserted by the Swedes, whose demands he was unable to satisfy, 
Skopin continued to organise victory; his exhausted war-chest was replenished 
by patriotic disbursements from several monasteries, while the Stroganovs sent 
him valuable aid in men and money from Perm. The young voevoda “whom the 
people loved” had the art of opening purse-strings as well as of forcing 
strongholds. In August a force detached from the siege of the stubbornly 
defended Troitza was met and repulsed with loss on the banks of a Volga 
tributary stream, and in October Skopin, rejoined by the Swedes, drove his 
enemies successively out of Péréyaslavl and the Aleksandrovski sloboda. The 
loss of the latter place threatened the blockade which the Ljhedimitri’s voevodas 
had drawn round Moskva, and Sapieha made a determined effort to beat back the 
indomitable pilot of the reaction. Around the horror-haunted village where the 
Terrible had amused himself with his bears and gibbets and services, a bloody 
battle was fought between the armies of the rival Tzars; Shouyskie’s Moskovite 
and Permskie troops and the Swedish allies crowned their campaign by another 
victory, and the followers of the Thief straggled away from a scene of defeat and 
slaughter. Wearily back they made their way to the doleful camp at Toushin or 
to the monastery whose battered walls still held them at bay, while the ravens 
and hooded corbies came barking and croaking out of the darkening woods to 
interest themselves in the corpses stiffening in the snow; and from afar, perhaps 
from the distant Valdai mountains, the vultures swooped down on the same 
errand. 


1610 


The cause of the phantom was fading; on the 12th January the defenders of the 
Troitza, worn with sixteen months of siege and wasted with want and disease, 
saw their foiled enemies withdraw sullenly from their dismantled trenches and 
vanish from the landscape they had so long disfigured. In February the impostor 
withdrew southward to Kalouga, and by March the famous camp of Toushin was 
deserted. But the decline of the Ljhedimitri’s fortunes was not followed by a 
corresponding improvement in those of Vasili. Sigismund, who had secretly 
abetted the cause of the second pretender, prepared to play a bolder game now 
that the insurrection seemed on the wane. The calling in of the Swedes, the 
“interference” of the rival branch of the House of Vasa, gave him a diplomatic 
excuse for displaying open hostility towards the Tzar, and the confusion which 
reigned throughout Russia furnished him with an opportunity for intervening 


with specious solicitude in the eddying course of the troubles. In September he 
crossed the border with a not very numerous army, and invited the burghers of 
Smolensk to admit him as a friend who wished only to stay the shedding of 
Russian blood. A similar declaration was forwarded to Moskva. Shein, the 
governor of Smolensk, refused to be cajoled by the benevolent overtures of the 
honey-lipped King, and the city was blockaded. Sapieha and the Poles and West- 
Russian Kozaks were summoned from the pretender’s service to join the royal 
camp, and many of the Moskovite adherents of the Ljhedimitri went with them. 
Thus a new danger trod on the heels of the old one, and Vasili once again beheld 
his Sysiphus stone of subjugation and pacification roll back from the almost- 
gained summit. A catastrophe which was suspiciously like a crime deprived him 
at once of the services of his ablest voevoda and of the lingering affections of the 
Moskvitchi. Skopin-Shouyskie and de la Gardie had wintered their troops at 
Aleksandrov; in March 1610 they made their entry into the capital, where the 
young Mikhail was received with a public enthusiasm such as had probably 
never been so spontaneously exhibited since the triumph of the victor of 
Koulikovo. Far out into the slobodas and meadows the populace streamed to 
welcome their hero, falling prostrate as he rode by with his companion-in-arms, 
and calling him their saviour; some were said to have hailed him as their Tzar. 
This demonstration could scarcely fail to be displeasing to Vasili; it was the old 
story of a consciously feeble monarch and a victorious and idolised warrior. Still 
more would it jar upon the Tzar’s brother and natural heir, Dimitri Shouyskie, 
whose chances of succession were undoubtedly threatened by the popularity of 
his nephew. At a christening feast given by the Tzar’s brother-in-law, Ivan 
Vorotuinskie, on the 23rd April, the young hope of the Moskovites was seized 
with a deadly illness, and expired as soon as he had been carried to his own 
house. His friend and fellow-in-arms, de la Gardie, forced himself into the death- 
chamber, and, gazing wofully on his stricken comrade, exclaimed, “People of 
Moskva, not only in your Russia, but in the lands of my sovereign, I shall not see 
again such another man.” The heart-wail of the young soldier was echoed by the 
people, who mingled with their lamentations bitter and not unreasonable 
accusations of foul play against the Shouyskies. Ekaterina, wife of Dimitri 
Shouyskie, of the “viper brood” of Skouratov (she was daughter of Maluta), was 
generally credited with having administered poison to the unsuspecting Mikhail. 
To crown the universal resentment, Dimitri Shouyskie was given the vacant 
command of the tzarskie troops. 

While the muttering roll of disaffection sounded louder every day on the Red 
Place and in the markets of the Kitai-gorod, in the west the Polish invaders (who 
had put forward Vladislav, son of Sigismund, as candidate for the throne of 


Moskva) were making themselves masters of the Russian border towns. 
Starodoub, Potchep, and Tchernigov were taken by assault, Novgorod-Sieverski 
and Roslavl “kissed the cross” to Vladislav. Against these advancing enemies it 
was necessary to oppose such force as could be rallied on behoof of the disliked 
and despised Tzar. An army of 40,000 Russians and 8000 Swedes, under the 
supreme command of the incompetent Dimitri Shouyskie, moved west towards 
Smolensk. They did not get far. Near Mojhaysk they were attacked by the royal 
hetman Jholkiewsko on the morning of the 23rd June and completely defeated, 
the Moskovite cavalry breaking at the first shock. The German troops in de la 
Gardie’s following deserted to the enemy early in the battle; “the Poles advanced 
to their regiments crying, Kum! Kum! and the Germans came flying like birds to 
a call.” The tzarskie voevodas, Shouyskie, Golitzuin, and Mezentzkie, galloped 
away into the forest, the first-named leaving his baggage, money, staff of 
command, and his furs in the hands of the victors. De la Gardie, regretting more 
than ever his lost comrade, surrendered to Jholkiewsko, and was permitted to 
return with his diminished battalions to the north. As a result of this decisive 
encounter Voloko-Lamsk, the Iosif monastery, and other places were forced to 
submit to the Polish commander. In the capital the effect was to hasten the 
downfall of the Shouyskie dynasty. The brothers Prokopie and Zakhar 
Liapounov, Rurik-descended nobles possessing immense influence in the 
province of Riazin, stirred up the Moskvitchi to depose Vasili on the ground that 
his rule had not restored peace to the land nor checked the spilling of Christian 
blood. The city was in a ferment; on the 17th of July the ferment came to a head. 
The kolokols clanged out from their bell-towers the curfew of the reign of Vasili 
Shouyskie, as they had sounded the death-knell of the first Ljhedimitri. The 
people, Liapounov led, surged in angry crowds from one point to another; 
gathering first beyond the Arbatskie gate, thence to the Kreml, where the Tzar 
vainly endeavoured to recall them to their fealty, back through the Red Place, 
they finally swarmed outside the Serpoukhovskie gate. There the assembled 
citizens — boyarins, clergy, traders, and lesser folk — decreed that the stop-gap 
Tzar must go. Vasili bowed before the storm and departed from the tzarskie 
palace to his hereditary mansion. To prevent the possibility of a reaction in his 
favour (he was known to be distributing money among the Strielitz) he was 
seized by Zakhar Liapounov two days later and forced to undergo tonsure and 
frocking in the monastery of the Ascension. Thus ignominiously disappeared the 
last Tzar of the line of S. Vladimir. The government of the city devolved upon a 
council of boyarins with Thedor Mstislavskie at their head; this was naturally 
only a provisional arrangement, and the most urgent business of the new Douma 
was to take steps to give the Moskovite empire the ruler necessary for its 


cohesion and administration. The choice lay practically between two evils; on 
the one hand was the exploited and discredited “Dimitri,” with his following of 
Don Kozaks and bandits, on the other the foreign Prince Vladislav, connected by 
birth and association with Russia’s two historically hostile neighbours. The 
common folk and peasants were ready to accept the former and shut their eyes to 
the gaps in the evidence connecting him with the child of Ouglitch; the boyarins 
and upper classes — the same aristocracy that had rebelled with pious horror 
against the Polish and Catholic taint of the first Ljhedimitri — turned their 
thoughts and inclinations more and more towards the son of Sigismund. 
Undoubtedly the near neighbourhood of the pretender (he was then at 
Kolomensk) and the disposition of the people in his favour forced the hands of 
the boyarins, who feared that if they did not come speedily to terms with 
Vladislav the bestowal of the crown would be rudely diverted from their 
disposal. Their anxiety on this score smoothed the way for Jholkiewsko, who 
entered into negotiations from his camp at Mojhaysk on behalf of the Polish 
candidature. He was empowered to give solemn assurances for the upholding of 
the Orthodox religion, and to promise a share of the administration to the 
Douma, besides guaranteeing fair trial for all political offenders. In the teeth of 
the opposition of the Patriarch, and without recourse to the counsel of the 
citizens in general, still less with regard to the voices of the people as a whole, a 
small group of the Douma boyarins, Mstislavskie, Golitzuin, and Mezentzkie, 
and two secretaries of council, signed the treaty which placed the throne of 
Moskovy conditionally at the disposal of a Polish prince (17th August). Four 
years previously the Poles had been hunted down like wolves in the Kitai-gorod 
and Kreml, now the guardians of the State, fearing a popular outburst in favour 
of “the thief,” were only anxious to see the Polish hetman installed with his 
troops in the capital. As a precaution against another possible revolution, which 
might restore Vasili from his cloister-prison to the throne, the persons of the 
deposed Tzar and his brothers were handed over to Jholkiewsko and by him 
transmitted to Poland. On the 27th of August, on the road half-way between 
Moskva and the Polish camp, the oath of allegiance to Vladislav was sworn by a 
large number of the citizens and boyarins, and the example of the capital was 
followed by the provincial towns of Souzdal, Vladimir, Rostov, and others. A 
lingering hope on the part of the Russians that the new Tzar would adopt the 
Orthodox religion caused a hitch in the progress of the negotiations, and a large 
embassy, at the head of which was the Rostov Metropolitan, Filarete Romanov, 
and the kniaz Golitzuin, set out to wait upon Sigismund at his camp before 
Smolensk, which city still held out against his attack. The anxiety of the leading 
boyarins to complete a political manœuvre with which they had already gone too 


far to draw back, led them to take a step which left them no power to enforce 
their demands. The doubtful proposals of the Polish king, who began to covet 
the Russian crown for himself, had aroused strong symptoms of patriotic 
sedition in the capital, and the Douma, having for the moment appeased the 
irritated citizens, invited Jholkiewsko to bring his troops into Moskva. On the 
night of the 20th September the stroke was effected, and the people awoke next 
morning to find the Poles quietly established in the Kreml, Kitai-gorod, and 
White-town. 

With a garrison at Moskva and others in some of the provincial towns, 
Sigismund felt certain of securing the crown of Monomachus, which it was now 
his object to obtain for himself. The voevoda and citizens of Smolensk, though 
ready to kiss the cross to Vladislav, still stubbornly defended their walls against 
the King, who had announced his intention of annexing the town to Poland. The 
Moskovite ambassadors stoutly refused to agree to this projected 
dismemberment, but in the extraordinary state of affairs they were unable to 
make any show of relieving the place. Since the days of the Mongol servitude 
Russia had not been in such a humiliating position. In the north a new trouble 
arose; the King of Sweden, seeing his ally Vasili deposed and Vladislav of 
Poland elected in his place, changed his good relations with the gosoudarstvo 
into open hostility, and sent an invading force into Russian territory. The 
northern voevodas, divided in their allegiance between the pretender and the 
Pole, offered an ineffective resistance to the Swedes, and Ladoga and Ivangorod 
fell into their hands. Meanwhile the weeks dragged on in lengthened 
negotiations, and the royal camp before Smolensk was the scene of as many 
intrigues and self-seeking subserviencies as had distinguished the impostor’s 
Court at Toushin. An unlooked-for event towards the close of the year rid 
Sigismund of a rival and the Moskovites of an embarrassment. 11th Dec.The 
false Dimitri, decoyed out hare-hunting on to the steppes by a Tartar who nursed 
against him a private enmity, was murdered on the lonely plain; his death broke 
up the camp at Kalouga, despite the efforts of the twice-widowed Marina to form 
a party on behalf of her infant son Ivan. For the most part the malcontents gave 
in their adhesion to the elected Tzar Vladislav. Sigismund had now no further 
excuse for prolonging the uncertainties and anxieties of an interregnum in a 
country already suffering from the effects of a long period of anarchy and 
revolution; his object seemed to be, however, to weary the Moskovites into an 
unconditional acceptance of his rule. From the beginning of the troubles he had 
played an ungenerous part and sown a fresh crop of bitter animosities between 
the two Slav nations — a crop which was to yield a rueful harvest to Poland. 
Threatened with a hostile league between Moskovy and Sweden, it was but 


natural that he should view with satisfaction the dawning of internal troubles in 
the former State, natural perhaps that he should give underhand support to the 
two successive impostors; natural also that he should attempt to secure for his 
son or himself the eastern Slav sovereignty. But the double-dealing and 
hypocrisy which marked his policy towards the Russian nation, before whom he 
posed as a friend and deliverer, while seeking to filch from its weakness an 
important frontier city, was scarcely worthy of the great House of Vasa, which 
was about to present to Europe so splendid a warrior. 


In long-suffering Moskva murmurs began to be heard against the Poles and 
against the Jesuits, and hints of armed opposition to Vladislav were wafted about 
the country. The Patriarch Hermogen, irritated by the sound of Latin chants in 
the high places of Orthodoxy, sedulously fanned the smouldering spirit of revolt 
and became so outspoken in his exhortations that he was seized by the Poles in 
the Cathedral of the Assumption and placed in confinement. Released on Palm 
Sunday in order to take his place astride an ass in the customary procession, he 
was soon afterwards sent back to his captivity and displaced from the Patriarchal 
throne, which was filled by the counter-Patriarch Ignasie; the third, counting 
Filarete Romanov, who disputed that office. If the State was without a head, the 
Church enjoyed in that respect a Cerberus-like superfluity. This persecution of 
their Vladuika did not dispose the people more favourably towards the Poles; 
Liapounov began to collect troops in the Riazan country, and in the capital an 
outbreak between the citizens and foreign garrison was only a matter of 
opportunity. 1611In Passion week the tension between the two elements found 
vent in a massacre, but on this occasion it was the Poles who set on foot the 
butchery. Mistaking an accidental brawl for a preconcerted rising, the hetman’s 
troops, including the Germans serving under him, attacked the defenceless 
inhabitants of the Kreml and Kitai-gorod and slew, by all accounts, some 7000 
men. The alarm spread into the Biel-gorod, where the people, under the direction 
of Kniaz Pojharskie, prepared to resist the foreigners. The streets were hastily 
barricaded with timber and furniture, and furious fighting went on round the 
several gates of the Kitai-gorod, while flames broke forth in various quarters. 
The city was soon a blazing mass, and amid the roar and crash of conflagration 
the Poles were driven back on all sides into the Kitai-gorod and Kreml. 
Pojharskie, wounded in the fray, was carried to the Troitza monastery, which 
became a base of operations for the Russians, who held the Biel-gorod and all 
the approaches to the city. The situation of the garrison during the Dis-like night 
which succeeded the furious day has been vividly pictured by the historian of 
Moskva. “Darkly gazed the Poles from the walls of the Kreml and Kitai-gorod 


on the burnt ashes of Moskva, awaiting the arming people and listening through 
the night to the howling of dogs, that gnawed human bones.” For days the city 
blazed, and within their quarters the foreign soldiery plundered and ransacked 
the houses of boyarins and merchants. Outside, the Moskvitchi, swarming like 
burnt-out bees, were reinforced by drafts of Liapounov’s Riazan levies. The 
arrival of the chief Zaroutzkie with a following of Don Kozaks was a source of 
weakness rather than strength, and the quarrels of the ill-disciplined children of 
the steppes with the Riazan troops served to inflame the jealousy existing 
between their respective leaders. While the wardens of Polish occupation were 
being hemmed within the walls of the Russian citadel, Sigismund was steadily 
discharging his cannon against the battered bulwarks of Smolensk. On the 3rd of 
June a breach was effected and the city won. The voevoda Shein defended 
himself with a small body of men in a tower, and only surrendered on a promise 
of the King’s mercy. The mercy of Sigismund Vasa might be likened to the 
“gentle dew from Heaven” only in the sense of a tendency to rapid evaporation, 
and neither his sense of honour nor a regard for brave constancy came to the 
rescue; the man who had held his forces so long at bay was put to the torture and 
afterwards dispatched in fetters to a Lit’uanian prison. This besmirched victory 
was celebrated by a triumphant entry into Warszawa, graced by the presence, in 
the King’s train, of the befrocked and discrowned Tzar, Vasili Shouyskie. 
According to the Russian historians, who see the trail of Jesuit intrigue 
throughout the duration of the Troubles, this success of the Poles had the 
significance of a Papal triumph. “The success of Poland over Russia brought joy 
to all the Catholic world. In Rome festival succeeded festival.” Rome was 
thankful for small mercies in those days. The King found it easier to celebrate 
his victory than to follow it up by any vigorous action against the Russians who 
were in armed opposition to his son’s pretensions to the throne. The 
gosoudarstvo at this moment was in a state of bewildering chaos, and nowhere 
could be seen the elements of re-organisation. Around the Pole-held inner city of 
Moskva was quartered an army of some 100,000 men, strielitz, dieti-boyarins 
and their followings, and Don Kozaks, the whole under the separate leadership 
of three voevodas, Prokope Liapounov, Dimitri Troubetzkoi, and Zaroutzkie. 
Besides the personal jealousy which existed between the leaders, it was 
impossible to say what common cause, except the negative one of opposition to 
Vladislav, brought and held their forces together. There was not even a phantom 
to set against the claim of the Polish prince. It almost seems as if, like the 
Germans who nursed the legend that their Red King still slept in his Untersberg 
and would come forth with all his knights in the hour of his country’s greatest 
need, the Moskovites persistently hoped that the real Dimitri would at last 


emerge from his obscurity and give Russia once more an Orthodox sovereign. 
Beyond the immediate neighbourhood of the capital, confusion and uncertainty 
were naturally intensified; no town knew whom to acknowledge and could at 
most only defend itself against the attacks of the plundering bands which 
swarmed everywhere. The inhabitants of Velikie-Novgorod, in the midst of their 
indecision, were suddenly startled by the arrival before their gates of a Swedish 
army under de la Gardie, who demanded their allegiance to Karl, his king. 
1611The old spirit of the Novgorodskie answered defiance to their old enemies, 
and the Swedes were held awhile in check; on the night of the 16th July, 
however, de la Gardie was admitted by treachery into the town, and effected his 
entrance so stealthily that the citizens first learned of the unexpected stroke by 
seeing the Swedish guards patrolling the walls. After a faint attempt at resistance 
the city submitted with as good grace as was possible to the Swedish occupation, 
and swore fealty to Karl-Filip, the King’s second son, as their sovereign. 
Meanwhile the army around Moskva showed serious signs of breaking up in 
confusion. A forged letter, supposed to have been concocted by the Poles, 
calling upon the Moskovites to destroy the Kozaks and signed with the name of 
Liapounov, was found in Zaroutzkie’s camp. Despite his denial of the 
authorship, the enraged Kozaks hewed the voevoda down with their sabres, a 
deed which increased the ill-feeling and distrust with which the country people 
and citizens regarded them. 

In this deplorable condition did the waning of the year find the Russian land; 
the capital in the hands of the Polish enemy, its outskirts and slobodas infested 
with scarcely more welcome Kozaks; Smolensk and the towns of the Sieverski 
country held by Poles; bands of Poles and Dniepr Kozaks ravaging and slaying 
in the western villages; Great Novgorod, Ladoga, and the cities of the Finnish 
Gulf in Swedish thrall; freebooters and robber gangs everywhere. To crown all, 
there descended on the stricken inhabitants a winter of frightful severity, and 
many of the homeless outcasts died of cold and hunger in the roads and fields. 
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CHAPTER XI. “THIS SIDE THE HILL” 


In the midst of Russia’s direst despondency, when the throne of Monomachus 
was empty and the lawful Patriarch starving in prison, and when the tombs and 
temples of Moskva’s sacred past were profaned by the unhallowed presence of 
strangers and heretics, within the scarred walls of the Troitza the lamp of 
Orthodoxy and national independence was kept steadily burning. The hegumen 
Dionosie, as bitter a foe of Catholicism as any of the Reformers who were 
convulsing Western Europe in their struggle with Rome, ceased not to call to his 
fellow-Russians to unite against the foreign enemy, and save alike the true 
religion and the empire. Like the cry of the figurative pelican re-echoing through 
the wilderness, the warlike summons from the Troitza passed along the wasted 
land; and met at length with response. The city of Nijhnie-Novgorod, 
advantageously situated at the confluence of the Volga with the Oka, had, since 
the reduction of Kazan and the decline of the Tartar power, advanced greatly in 
prosperity and importance. At a moment when Moskva, Velikie-Novgorod, and 
Novgorod-Sieverski were in alien hands the eastern city stood forth with 
enhanced prominence as the rallying-point of Russian freedom, and it was here 
that the exhortations and entreaties of the Troitza hegumen were most effective. 
As was usual in times of popular commotion, visions and portents were not 
wanting, and the religious enthusiasm of the people was wrought up to a high 
pitch. The anger of heaven, it was said, as the noise of these apparitions was 
spread from town to town and from monastery to monastery, had been visited on 
the land on account of the sins of its inhabitants; the Russian people had lightly 
sworn allegiance to successive sovereigns, and had as lightly shed their blood or 
driven them from the throne. Impious hands had been raised against the Lord’s 
anointed — hence these afflictions. It was decreed that before the work of 
liberation could be begun the people should purge themselves of their iniquities 
by a solemn and universal fast; for three days every one was to abstain from 
food, even the infants at the breast, though what measure of political 
responsibility could be brought home to the latter for the intrigues and 
revolutions of the past five years it would be difficult to say. The ideal of a God 
is usually that of a being who derives some not very comprehensible satisfaction 
from the contemplation of self-inflicted sacrifice or suffering of some sort, and it 
was quite in keeping with accepted ideas that the only remedy for the misery of a 
nation was — more suffering. At Nijhnie-Novgorod the patriotic upheaval 
produced more than unstable visions of the night, it brought to the surface of 
political action a man; princes and boyarins there were as usual, and some 


among them doubtless men of ability, but the most remarkable figure in the 
group of Nijhniegorodskie regenerators was one of humbler extraction, torn by 
the circumstances of the time from his normal rank in life, like a low-growing 
ocean-weed uprooted by the action of some violent pelagic disturbance. Kozma 
Minin-Soukhorouk, who arose as the apostle of the movement which had started 
into being in response to the beacon blaze from the Troitza, was a provincial 
starosta, and by trade a cattle-dealer or, according to some accounts, a butcher. 
Like the peasant-girl of Domremy, his certificate for assuming the direction of 
affairs usually yielded to those of higher station was a supernatural “call”; S. 
Sergie had appeared to him and entrusted him with the task of arousing the 
slumbering consciences and national ardour of the Russian folk. Having 
convinced his fellow-men of the sacredness of the cause, Minin proceeded to 
convert their enthusiasm into practical support of its furtherance. “Give” was the 
cry, give every one, and give to depletion; goods, money, service, were asked of 
all, and those who had restricted ideas on the subject were brought into line by 
forced contributions. The emerged cattle-dealer, though good enough as an 
awakening influence, was scarcely fitted to conduct a campaign against the war- 
seasoned Polish troops, and the soldiery clamoured for a voevoda in whom they 
might have confidence. Such a one was forthcoming in Kniaz Dimitri 
Pojharskie, still weak from the wound he had received in the fight around 
Moskva, and under his command an army was formed which only delayed 
taking the field till it should have received sufficient support in men and money 
from the neighbouring lands. 1612Not till the end of April were the equipped 
forces ready to march, and by that time new dangers had begun to crop up like 
noxious weeds on a land that had too long lain fallow of settled government. The 
Kozaks around Moskva had begun to talk of Marina’s infant as the rightful heir 
to the throne, while at Ivangorod had arisen another phantom Dimitri, 
Ljhedimitri III., who had established himself at Pskov. It was time for the army 
of regeneration to be moving, though what it “carried in its stomach” was 
difficult to foreshadow. With the melting of the snows Pojharskie unfurled his 
standard, blazoned with a swarthy eastern Christ and thickly bestrewn with 
inscriptions, and led his troops towards Moskva. Vague as his political objective 
was, his crusade attracted adherents. At Kostroma, which a Russian kniaz held in 
the name of Vladislav, the people had arisen and declared themselves for 
Pojharskie. At Yaroslavl the citizens came forth to welcome the approaching 
army, with ikons and provisions and gifts for the voevoda in command. It 
seemed probable that a Dimitri might yet mount the throne of Monomachus. 
Here, however, the onward movement came to a sudden halt; Pojharskie was 
unwilling to lead his men direct upon Moskva, where Zaroutzkie and his Kozaks 


were encamped, lest they should be seduced, from sheer lack of alternative, to 
give in their allegiance to the adventuress Marina and her child, on whose behalf 
the Kozak leader was working. Pojharskie in fact, in the helplessness of a 
negative undertaking, was waiting upon Providence, and was not loth to receive 
the proposals which came from Velikie-Novgorod for the election of the King of 
Sweden’s brother to the tzarstvo. (Karl IX. had died in the winter, and was 
succeeded by his eldest son, Gustav-Adolf, brother of Karl-Filip.) But here again 
the double-edged difficulty arose which confronted every attempted solution of 
the succession problem; the House of Moskva, since the extinction of the 
independent Russian principalities and the disappearance of the Paleologi, was 
the only reigning family in Europe which professed the Greek faith, and with the 
dying out of the Ivanovitch line the supply of Orthodox Princes of the Blood 
came to an end. Hence the Russians must either submit to the elevation of a Tzar 
from the boyarin ranks, or persuade some foreign prince to adopt the 
indispensable dogmas. Pojharskie met the proposals of the Novgorodskie and 
Swedish agents with an inquiry on this matter of religion, and professed himself 
willing, if satisfied in this respect, to accept Karl-Filip’s candidature. It was 
doubtful, however, if the Lutheran Vasa would be more open to embrace 
Orthodoxy than his Catholic cousin had shown himself, and meanwhile, from 
the Troitza and the capital, kept coming urgent expostulations as to the 
dangerous stagnation on the part of the Russian vanguard. In July Pojharskie at 
last put his troops in motion and moved slowly towards Moskva, but turned 
aside from the army at Rostov to make a pilgrimage to the Souzdalskie 
monastery of the Saviour, where reposed the bones of his ancestors. The 
campaign was suddenly quickened out of its irresolute lethargy by the news that 
the hetman Khodkievitch was approaching Moskva with a relief force and the 
much-needed supplies for the Polish garrison. The Russian voevoda, still holding 
aloof from the Kozak encampment, threw his forces into the western end of the 
Biel-gorod, leaving to Zaroutzkie the eastern quarter confronting the walls of the 
Kitai-gorod. On the 22nd August the Lit’uanian army appeared on the western 
approaches of the city, and a wild scrambling engagement ensued, Pojharskie’s 
soldiery and the strielitz defending their lines from the attacks of the relieving 
force on the one hand, and the sorties of the Polish garrison on the other, while 
the Kozaks remained for the most part inactive. Along the banks of the Moskva 
on the south, at the Tverskie gate on the north-west, under the ramparts of the 
Kreml, and beneath the western walls of the Biel-gorod the combat was hotly 
waged, and evening found the Russians still interposed between the besieged and 
their succours. After a lull of a day’s duration the fighting was resumed at 
daybreak on the 24th; the hetman’s forces came into collision with Zaroutzkie’s 


Kozaks, and the freebooters of the Dniepr found themselves opposed by their 
fellows of the Don. The Russians, if fighting without cohesion, had the 
advantage of numbers and position, and the Poles were hampered by the 
baggage train which it was their object to convoy through the enemy’s lines into 
the Kreml. At mid-day, after having suffered enormously in his repeated 
attempts to force a passage through the Biel-gorod, Khodkievitch drew off his 
discomfited forces and retired to the Vorob’ev mountains, leaving his baggage 
and provision train in the hands of the enemy. Four days later he retreated 
towards Lituania. The effect of this national victory was to infuse more spirit 
into the measures taken to dislodge the Poles from the citadel; ill-feeling and 
suspicion still existed between the various elements composing the blockading 
army, but the leaders were at least able to arrange a concerted plan of action 
against the beleaguered garrison. The latter, who had seen with sinking hearts 
the Polish standards fade away down the Moskva valley, held out for some time 
against the assaults and summonses of their attackers, notwithstanding the 
sufferings they endured from lack of sufficient provisions. The stories recounted 
of parents feeding on the flesh of their children were probably exaggerations, 
and the starving to death of the hapless Patriarch Hermogen early in the year was 
a measure of severity rather than necessity, but the defenders and their Russian 
prisoners were undoubtedly in sore straits, and their surrender, unless relieved, a 
mere matter of time. In October the Kozaks under Troubetzkoi stormed the 
Kitai-gorod and drove the hunger-weakened Poles into the Kreml. Two days 
later (24th October) the garrison let down a bridge over the Neglina stream and 
disgorged a crowd of prisoners, among them Thedor Mstislavskie, Ivan 
Vorotuinskie, and the young Mikhail Thedorovitch Romanov. The unruly 
Kozaks rushed to plunder the outcasts, and were with difficulty held back by the 
country regiments of Pojharskie. On the 25th the Polish eagle was lowered from 
the towers of the Kreml, the gates were thrown open, and the Russians marched 
with triumph into their long-sealed citadel. Their Patriarch was dead and there 
was none whom they could call Tzar, but with pathetic eagerness they ran to 
prostrate themselves before their restored Bogoroditza of Vladimir. For the most 
part the lives of the Poles were respected, according to the terms of the 
surrender, but many of those who were unfortunate enough to fall into the hands 
of the Kozaks were butchered by those fierce irregulars, who, now that the 
binding tie of a common military task was loosened, were more than ever a thorn 
in the side of the Moskovites. Helping themselves to plunder and demanding 
pay, they threatened to turn their weapons against the citizens and country 
troops, and the capital seemed likely to become the scene of renewed bloodshed. 
In the midst of these feuds and disorders Moskva was suddenly agitated by the 


intelligence that the King of Poland in person was marching against it with a 
large army. This was only half a truth; Sigismund had indeed made a tardy 
movement towards the succour of his Polish outpost in the Russian capital, but 
neither Poland nor Lituania had furnished him with the necessary forces. 
Valuable time was lost at Vilna and at Smolensk without any resulting increase 
in the King’s army, and in October he was obliged to move forward with only 
3000 German troops, of whom 2000 were infantry. A junction effected with the 
retreating remnant of Khodkievitch’s forces did not materially strengthen his 
following, and the news of the surrender of the Kreml put a finishing touch to 
the hopes of the expedition. An ineffectual assault on Voloko-Lamsk completed 
the Polish monarch’s discomfiture, and soon after the Moskvitchi learned that 
their enemy had withdrawn across the border. The Russian land was free from 
the invader, and the Russian people had liberty and leisure to set about the 
important task of electing a new sovereign, and evolving a new dynasty from the 
chaos and wreckage which had attended the disappearance of the old one. In the 
dark winter days which followed the capture of the Kreml, when anger and fear 
and suspicion, rumour-bred or founded on past experiences of trouble, had 
sharpened the minds of the citizens, an idea had sprung up which seemed to be 
flavoured at least with hope. As a door had suddenly opened in the Kreml wall 
and given egress for a crowd of eagerly-escaping hostages, so, from that very 
circumstance, a way seemed opened as an outlet for Russian perplexities and 
troubles. Among the throng who had pressed across the gangway over the 
Neglina was the sixteen-year-old Mikhail Romanov, son of the Metropolitan 
“Filarete,” and grandson of Nikita Romanovitch, whose sister Anastasie had 
been the first wife of Ivan the Terrible. Here was a representative of a family 
which furnished a link with the vanished dynasty, and which at the same time 
had no untoward reminiscences in its past history to cloud the affections of the 
people. If the Romanovs had rendered no striking services to the country, at least 
there were no skeletons of Ouglitch, no records of extortion and faction- 
mongering to reproach them with. Standing near the throne, they had never 
seemed to scheme for its possession, and if the citizens and country-folk alike 
turned their thoughts towards young Mikhail it was a spontaneous movement, 
innocent of the influences by means of which Boris Godounov and Vasili 
Shouyskie had engineered their elections. Nor was the young boyarin devoid of 
recommendatory qualities, though these were naturally of a negative order; but 
lately a prisoner in the hands of the Poles, as his father was still (Thedor 
Romanov had visited the cradle of his race under inauspicious circumstances, 
having been seized and carried as a prisoner to Marienburg at the outbreak of 
hostilities), he was scarcely likely to have leanings towards Polish and Catholic 


ideas. His connection with the elder family branch of Ivan IV. precluded him 
from sympathy with the Nagois and the brood of impostors which sprang up in 
mock relationship with them, and equally he was free from any taint of political 
association with Zaroutzkie and the partisans of Marina. The people saw in his 
parentage a relic of the old reigning family, in his youth perhaps a reminiscence 
of his namesake, their beloved Skopin-Shouyskie, and they forgave him the fact 
that the blood of Rurik did not flow in his veins. 1613As the dieti-boyarins and 
starostas, the archimandrites of monasteries and other church dignitaries, and all 
the various country representatives came flocking into Moskva to the national 
electoral sobor, one name was heard on every side; and when, in “Orthodox 
Week” of the great Lent, the Archbishop of Riazan, attended by the 
archimandrite of the Novo-Spasskie, the cellarer of the Troitza, and the boyarin 
Morozov, proceeded to the high place of execution and put the question of the 
choice to the assemblage crowded in the Red Square, one name was thundered 
back from a gaping chorus of throats. “Mikhail Thedorovitch Romanov.” The 
Time of the Troubles had ended. 

Hymns of jubilation arose in the temples, the kolokols sounded from one end 
of Moskva to the other, and the great city and its influx of country-folk rejoiced 
at having once more a holy and Orthodox sovereign. But much remained to be 
done ere the new state of things was settled on a firm footing; Zaroutzkie and his 
Kozaks, driven out of the capital, plundered and ravaged in the south-east; the 
Poles and Swedes threatened the west and north-west; freebooters, unattached to 
any party, rode in marauding troops everywhere. The situation was alarming 
enough to deter any but the most adventurous from challenging its outcome, and 
when the ambassadors from the sobor came, with the news of Mikhail’s election, 
to the Ipat’evskie monastery at Kostroma, whither the young boyarin had retired 
with his mother, they found the latter reluctant to sanction her son’s acceptance 
of the offer. Her husband was a prisoner in the hands of the Poles, and her boy 
was now Called upon to brave the fate which had brought to a violent end the 
younger Godounov, and perhaps his father, had lured on and destroyed both the 
False Dimitris, and had sent Vasili Shouyskie to a dishonoured captivity. When 
she at length yielded to their insistence other difficulties stood, literally, in the 
way. The Tzar-elect was constrained to halt for several weeks at Yaroslavl, on 
his journey to Moskva, by reason of the swarming bands of Kozaks and Polish 
adherents which infested the roads, and made travelling unsafe for any party 
smaller than an army. At length on the 2nd of May the long-looked-for 
cavalcade arrived, and the young Mikhail was triumphantly conducted into the 
Kreml which he had left under such different circumstances. Nine weeks later 
(11th July) the ceremony of the coronation took place in the Ouspienskie 


Cathedral with the customary pomp and time-honoured usages. The revered 
ikons of the Mother-of-God of Vladimir and the Mother-of-God of Kazan duly 
made their appearance on the scene, like the “male and female phoenix, entering 
with solemn gambollings,” which formed an auspicious feature in the festivals of 
Chinese Court mythology. But the throes of revolution had left the tzarstvo weak 
and the treasury depleted, and the young Gosoudar had to begin his reign by 
appealing for substantial support to a country already drained by contributions 
and forced distraints. The dieti-boyarins and small landowners, on whom the 
State depended for military service against the many enemies that threatened it, 
were unable to obtain the necessary sustenance from their deserted estates, and 
there were no means of supplying the wants of their retainers from the empty 
public coffers. A letter, signed by the Tzar, was sent to the administrators of the 
Perm and Sibirian provinces, the loyal and trusty Stroganovs, requesting the 
prompt payment of all outlying debts and taxes and further soliciting, “in the 
name of Christian peace and rest,” an immediate loan of money, corn, fish, salt, 
cloth, and all kinds of goods for the payment and support of the soldiery. Similar 
letters were sent to the principal towns and districts of the gosoudarstvo. Russian 
convalescence demanded feeding and strengthening against the possibility of a 
relapse. 

Dark and anxious for the Moskvitchi was the winter following the tzarskie 
election; sullen and ill-fed troops quartered within the capital, and without bands 
of Kozaks prowling like wolves about the country; no supplies coming into 
Moskva, only rumours of warlike invasion from Lit’uania. The thaws of spring 
might bring with them Sigismund and his hetmans, and the swallow tribes 
returning to their nests on the Kreml ramparts might once again be greeted with 
the singing of the Latins in the holy places of Orthodoxy. The forebodings of 
Polish invasion passed away, however, with the winter snows, and the Tzar’s 
counsellors were able to devote their attention to a campaign of extermination 
against Zaroutzkie and his wild horsemen. 1614The kniaz Ivan Odoevskie was 
dispatched with a Moskovite army in search of the Kozak chief, and after a 
series of marchings and counter-marchings fell in with him not far from Toula; 
according to the voevoda’s report, Zaroutzkie was completely defeated after two 
days’ continuous fighting, and forced to fly across the Don to Medvieditz with a 
few followers, leaving his baggage train, standards, and many prisoners in the 
victor’s hands. The chronicles give a somewhat different account of the matter, 
and relate that the rebel leader repulsed the tzarskie troops and retired in good 
order to Astrakhan, leaving a devastated country behind him. Whatever the 
actual result of the fighting, the disturbing element was at least removed from 
the heart of the empire, and the authorities at Moskva were able to open up 


negotiations with the Kozaks of the Don and Volga for the purpose of detaching 
them from the cause of Zaroutzkie and Marina and enlisting their services 
against the Lit’uanian enemy. The Tzar sent them messengers with his flag and 
exhortations to withdraw their allegiance from heretics and traitors; more to the 
purpose, he was able to send them supplies of cloth, provisions, saltpetre, and 
lead. The Kozaks greeted the Tzar’s name with a display of loyalty, and 
accepted his presents, but they did not show a readiness to enroll themselves 
under his flag; there seemed indeed a possibility that Zaroutzkie would succeed 
in gathering under his leadership the Volga and Don freebooters and the Tartars 
of Kazan, and thus shut in the struggling tzarstvo between his forces on the east 
and those of Poland on the west. Letter after letter was sent from Moskva to the 
men of the steppe, and appeals were made to their patriotism, their religion, and 
their cupidity. The downfall of Zaroutzkie and his party was brought about, 
however, by other agency; in dusty Astrakhan, where Marina and her third 
consort held their rebel Court, the townsfolk, resentful of the violence of the 
Volga Kozaks who were quartered on them, rose in rebellion. Zaroutzkie was 
driven into the stone town, and, on the approach of a body of Moskovite strielitz, 
the Astrakhanese kissed the cross and beat the forehead to the Tzar Mikhail. The 
desperate adventurers escaped from the toils which were gathering round them, 
and fled with a small number of adherents along the wooded banks of the Volga. 
Odoevskie had arrived on the scene with fresh forces, and a hot pursuit was kept 
up on the track of the fugitives. At the end of June the enemies of Russia’s peace 
— Zaroutzkie, the ambition-borne Marina, and her four-year-old son — fell into 
the hands of their pursuers, and were brought back in triumph to Astrakhan. The 
bold and stubborn Kozak kniaz ended his wild career by the horrible death of 
impalement, and the Polish ex-Tzaritza was torn from her child and sent in 
chains to Moskva, closing her chequered course in a dungeon of the city which 
she had entered as a monarch’s bride. Her luckless infant, the last and fittest 
victim of the catastrophe of Ouglitch, swung on a gibbet on the road that runs 
towards Serpoukhov, a tender and pitiful morsel of gallows-fruit for the Volga 
daws to peck at. The fate of Zaroutzkie and the extinction of the last pale 
ghostling of a race of spectres did not immediately deter the wild spirits of the 
steppes from struggling against the elements of order, so long absent from the 
land. Bands of Kozaks, swelled into an army by drafts of Russian freebooters 
and fugitive serfs, border raiders and Tcherkesses, raised anew the flag of 
rebellion and discord, and were not dispersed till an over-bold rush towards 
Moskva brought upon them a decisive defeat on the banks of the Loujha 
(September 1614). At the same time Lisovskie kept alive the cause of the Polish 
prince and made the Sieverskie land the base of operations for his light and 


seasoned troops. Nor was the outlook more hopeful in the north; besides Great 
Novgorod and the Water-ward (one of the five districts appertaining to that city), 
the Swedes held Keksholm, Ivangorod, Yam, Kopor’e, Ladoga, and Staraia 
Rousa. The Novgorodskie, who had handed themselves over to the Swedish 
prince on the supposition that he would be chosen Tzar of Russia, found 
themselves, by the election of Mikhail, confronted with the alternative of revolt 
against their accepted sovereign or separation from Moskovy. The citizens 
would willingly have chosen the former course, but the Swedes were in forcible 
possession, and, like the porcupine of the fable, were in no way disposed to quit 
the quarters into which they had been admitted. Faced with the necessity of 
increasing their field forces to cope with the enemies who threatened them on 
every side, the Russian executive were obliged to make further calls upon the 
resources of the gosoudarstvo; the north-eastern province, the youngest of all the 
Russian territories, responded manfully to the Tzar’s requisitions, but for the 
most part the other taxing grounds yielded poor returns. Equally unproductive 
was the experiment in liquor dealing, by which the Government sought to 
augment their revenue by monopolising the distilling and sale of wines and 
spirits. In another direction they were more successful in seeking for assistance; 
shortly after Mikhail’s coronation the young Tzar’s counsellors, recalling the 
terms of friendship which had existed aforetime between the rulers of Moskovy 
and the Tudor sovereigns of England, dispatched an embassy to the Stewart 
prince who had stepped into the inheritance of the latter dynasty. King James 
was appealed to by his brother monarch for urgently needed supplies of 
gunpowder, money, lead, sulphur, and other munitions with which to carry on 
the war of self-defence, and also for the exertion of his good services for the 
arrangement of an accommodation with Sweden. It was characteristic of the 
British negotiators that they instinctively sought to obtain concessions for their 
merchants to trade through Russian waterways direct with Persia, India, and 
China, characteristic perhaps of the Moskovites that they temporised, raised 
obstacles, and finally granted nothing. It was also an honourable episode in the 
not too satisfactory foreign dealings of the Stewarts that the refusal did not 
alienate the good offices which were put forward on behalf of the Tzar. In 
August 1614 John Merrick, a recently knighted merchant who was well 
acquainted with Moskva, came to that city with full powers from the King of 
Great Britain for opening negotiations between Sweden and Russia. Holland had 
also been approached on the same subject, and Merrick was joined at Novgorod 
by the Dutch ambassador van Brederode. At the same time that the Russian 
Government was seeking the intervention and aid of the northern sea powers, its 
agents were casting about among the military states of south-eastern Europe with 


a similar object. So far had the dream of a crusade against the Crescent faded 
away from Moskovite imagination before the nightmare of present woes, that the 
young Tzar and his counsellors were anxious to league their forces with those of 
the Sultan and the Tartar Khan against the King of Poland, and negotiations were 
set on foot at Constantinople for that purpose. 1615The Emperor, who was 
appealed to with the view of obtaining by diplomacy what the Turks did not 
seem likely to effect by war, accepted the post of mediator, and a meeting of the 
Russian and Polish ambassadors was held at Smolensk, under the presidency of 
the imperial representative, Erasmus Handelius. As the Poles began by 
demanding that Vladislav should be recognised as Tzar of Russia, the 
negotiations did not proceed very far, and the German returned to his master 
with the report that “you might so well try to reconcile fire and water.” An 
irregular warfare of an extraordinary character preluded the opening of a more 
serious campaign between the two hate-hounded States. The firebrand Lisovskie 
kindled the blaze of strife and devastation once more in the Sieverskie country, 
and with his light horsemen, innured to fatigue and rapid marches, flitted like a 
will-o’-the-wisp before the pursuing troops of Dimitri Pojharskie. Hunted out of 
the Sieverski border, he passed swiftly northward by Smolensk and Viasma, 
harried the slobodas of Rjhev, turned towards Ouglitch, and subsequently burst 
through between Yaroslavl and Kostroma and laid Souzdal in ashes; from thence 
he hied into the Riazan province, beat off the attacks of the Moskovite voevodas, 
and dashed back into Lit’uania by way of Toula and Serpoukhov. In the north 
meanwhile the walls of Pskov had once more proved a bulwark against the tide 
of Russia’s misfortunes, and the military talents which the young Gustav-Adolf 
had already commenced to display were unable to bring about the reduction of 
that stronghold. This check, together with the Polish and Danish wars in which 
Sweden was involved, inclined the King to be more favourably disposed towards 
a reasonable accommodation than his cousin of Poland had shown himself, and 
the peace negotiations which the English and Dutch representatives set afoot 
were more hopeful of result than those of Smolensk. The foreign envoys saw in 
the miserable desolation of the border districts through which they travelled 
evidence of the distress with which Moskovy was still afflicted. Save bands of 
Kozaks skulking in the woods, the country-side was devoid of human habitants; 
of the native population only unburied corpses remained, and at night the 
howling of congregated wolves and other beasts of prey resounded on all sides. 
The once thriving town of Staraia Rousa was a heap of ruined houses and 
churches, haunted by an under-fed remnant of scarcely 100 men. Such were the 
scenes amid which the ambassadors of the two contending nations and their 
mediators commenced their attempts at mutual accommodation. The cool- 


headed and business-like qualities of the British representative were perhaps the 
deciding factor in the protracted negotiations, and towards the end of 1616 
Merrick was able to bring the opposing elements together in the village of 
Stolbova to discuss the final terms of peace. 1617In February the following year 
the treaty of Stolbova was signed, its principal provisions being: that Sweden 
yielded back to Russia Great Novgorod and district, Ladoga, Staraia Rousa, and 
some smaller places, but retained Ivangorod, Yam, Kopor’e, Keksholm and the 
province of Korelia, and in addition received a sum of 20,000 roubles; that free 
commercial intercourse should obtain between the two reconciled countries; and 
that immigrants from the west should have free access to the Tzar’s dominions 
through Swedish territory. Merrick, who had done his utmost to secure tolerable 
terms for the Russians, further assisted them by paying down the money 
demanded by Sweden. 

The peace of Stolbova was as favourable an accommodation as the Tzar 
could reasonably have expected to secure. The surrender of a hopeless 
pretension to the last shred of Baltic coast still further checked the struggle for 
an outlet seawards which had been pursued for the last half-hundred years with 
such discouraging result; but Moskovy got back some of the places which had 
been wrung from her weakness, and above all gained breathing time to 
concentrate her energies on the strife with the arch-enemy Poland. 

Both parties had made preparation for pushing the quarrel to the uttermost. 
The Korolovitch Vladislav had, with the insistence of youth, induced the Poles 
to support him in enforcing his election to the throne of all the Russias, a 
sovereignty stretching away over a vast expanse of tributary lands till it was 
almost lost on the horizon of western politics. On the other hand, Mikhail and 
the Moskovites were braced to fight for their faith, their fatherland, for very 
existence. 1616Vladislav’s enterprise had received the cautious sanction of the 
Senate and the more unrestrained blessing of the Archbishop of Warszawa, and 
in a schismatic-Greek church in the old Volhynian capital, Vladimir, a standard 
bearing the arms of Moskva had been consecrated; a standard which would, it 
was hoped, draw the Russians over to the cause of the Polish pretender. In the 
autumn of 1616 a detachment under the hetman Gonsievskie, consisting of a 
small but capable force, moved out of Smolensk towards Dorogoboujh and 
camped at the gorodok of Tverdilitz. Instantly the Tzar ordered his voevodas to 
make a dash upon Smolensk, thus cutting off Gonsievskie’s line of 
communication and striking at the enemy on their own ground. The move was 
well conceived and swiftly executed, but its success stopped short at the 
outworks of Smolensk. The Russians were not well versed in the art of taking a 
city by sudden assault, and their leader, Boutourlin, remained helpless in his 


intrenchments for the rest of the year, his troops exposed to attacks from the 
besieged on one side and Gonsievskie’s skirmishers on the other, and reduced to 
feed on horse-flesh for want of other provisions. 1617The new year witnessed 
vigorous action on both sides; a Polish force was routed by a Russian 
detachment near Dorogoboujh, an event which caused much rejoicing at 
Moskva, while in May Gonsievskie drove Boutourlin from before the walls of 
Smolensk. The same month another Polish attack on Dorogoboujh was repulsed, 
and the Russians hoped at least to maintain an effective defensive resistance to 
the invaders, but the turn of the year brought with it worse tidings. In July the 
hetman’s troops made themselves masters of Staritza, Torjhok, and other places, 
and pushed their advance guard into the Bielozero district, and at the same time 
came news that the Korolovitch himself was marching with a fresh army upon 
Moskva. At the end of August Vladislav effected a junction with the Malo- 
Russian hetman Khodkievitch, and two months later Dorogoboujh and Viasma 
had both been occupied by the conquering Vasa. Mikhail saw the fate of his 
forerunners looming large upon him, and already perhaps heard the bells of 
Moskva knelling his overthrow or the crowds of Krakow jeering at his 
misfortunes. But the winter season brought with it a respite; the Poles were 
beaten back from attacks on Tver and Mojhaysk, and in December Vladislav 
retreated to quarters in Viasma. From here he put forward proposals for peace 
negotiations, hoping perhaps to gain over the boyarins and people to his side 
without recourse to further fighting. The Moskovites, however, answered the 
Korolovitch boldly, and seemed as little disposed to yield an inch of territory as 
he was to abate a jot of his pretensions. 1618The first six months of the ensuing 
year were spent in fruitless discussions, during which time hostilities were as far 
as possible suspended. On the 29th of June the Poles resumed the offensive by 
an assault on Mojhaysk, which was defended with spirit against this and several 
subsequent attacks. Seeing, however, the hopelessness of prolonging the defence 
of this place against the determined efforts of the Korolovitch’s army, the 
Russian voevodas withdrew their force on the dark and wet night of the first of 
August, and retired upon Moskva. Masters of Mojhaysk, the Poles now prepared 
to clinch their successes by an attack on the capital itself, and Mikhail saw 
himself threatened in his last stronghold. With the memory of Vasili Shouyskie 
and Thedor Godounov before his mind the young Tzar may well have distrusted 
the loyalty which was nevertheless all that remained for him to trust to, and it 
was not without reason that he sought, by a solemn assembly of the sobor, to 
confirm and invigorate the staunchness of his subjects. To all appearance the city 
was lost. On one side advanced the Korolovitch with his victorious army as far 
as the village of Toushin, of evil memory; on the other, by way of Kolomna, 


bore down the Malo-Russian hetman, Sagaydatchnuiy, with 20,000 Kozaks. The 
Moskovite voevodas stood by in helpless inactivity while the hetman joined his 
forces with those of Vladislav, and terror settled down on the capital. The 
religious fanaticism of the people was countered by their superstition-soaked 
imaginings, and the appearance of a comet some millions of miles above them in 
the skies, “over against the town,” intensified the alarm felt at the more 
immediate neighbourhood of the Polish armies. A demand for submission sent in 
by the Korolovitch restored the defiant humour of the Moskvitchi; this overture 
was more or less a blind, as the Poles were meditating a sudden assault, but their 
designs became known by some means to the citizens, and when, on the night of 
the 1st of October, the attack was made, the Russians were ready for it. The 
Arbatskie gate was stoutly defended, and at red dawn the Poles were driven back 
from that point; along the wall from thence to the Nikitskie gate the efforts of the 
assailants were directed with no better result, and at the Tverskie gate the 
onslaught failed by reason of the scaling ladders being too short for their 
purpose. Nowhere could the enemy force an entrance, and the Polish hetmans 
had to draw off their discomfited troops from the neighbourhood of the capital. 
The spell which had hung round the Korolovitch’s advance was broken, and he 
found himself at the commencement of winter in the heart of a hostile country, 
whose inhabitants only needed the heartening effect of a success to rouse them 
on all sides against him. Under these circumstances Vladislav gave permission to 
his advisers to open fresh negotiations with the Moskovite boyarins of state, and 
Lev Sapieha, Adam Novodvorskie (Bishop of Kaminiec), and three other 
notables were empowered to treat for the arrangement of a peace. But 
notwithstanding the difficulty of keeping together a discouraged and ill-paid 
army and the instructions which came from Sigismund to bring the war to a 
speedy conclusion, the Polish prince was loth to relinquish the sovereignty 
which had seemed so nearly within his grasp, and placed the terms of 
compensation too high for Russian acceptance. The negotiations which had been 
opened near Moskva on the bank of the Priesna were broken off, and the 
Korolovitch once more assumed the offensive. Neither the capital nor the walls 
of the Troitza offered a very promising point of attack, and a retreating 
detachment of Poles was overtaken and defeated near Bielozero, but the ravages 
of the Dniepr Kozaks, who were undeterred in their rangings by the bitter winter 
weather, disposed the Moskovites to renew the proposals for a peaceable 
settlement. At length, in the village of Deoulino, three verstas from the Troitza 
monastery, a truce of fourteen years and six months was agreed upon. Vladislav 
left Mikhail in possession of the throne of Moskva, but retained the empty 
consolation of styling himself Tzar; on the other hand Russia yielded up to 


Poland a long list of towns, most of which had been snatched from her during 
the fatal “Time of the Troubles,” and which she was now too weak to recover. 
Smolensk, Tchernigov, Roslavl, Novgorod-Sieverskie and district, Starodoub, 
Dorogoboujh, Serpeysk, Nevl, and some lesser places were the price the 
gosoudarstvo had to pay for the peace which had been so long absent from the 
land; Viasma, Mojhaysk, and some other Pole-held towns were given back to the 
tzarstvo, and an exchange of prisoners was concerted, by virtue of which Filarete 
Romanov and the voevoda Shein were restored to their country. (Vasili 
Shouyskie had died in captivity at Warszawa some years previously.) The ikon 
of S. Nikolai of Mojhaysk, venerated by the Russians as a living being, and 
seized by the Poles as a spoil of war, was also included in the stipulated 
restitutions. On the 1st of December 1618 the Truce of Deoulino was signed, and 
with the opening of the new year Mikhail saw the waters of destruction recede 
from around his long-menaced throne. As the Polish eagles went winging 
homeward the land settled down, almost for the first time in the century, to a 
period of peace and security, and the figurative “voice of the turtle” arose once 
more in the forests and fields of Moskovy. In June 1619 the inhabitants of the 
capital went out with their ubiquitous ikons and crosses to receive the restored 
Filarete, who had been elected to the vacant Patriarchate, and as the bells rang 
out their welcome to the returning Vladuika Mikhail hailed with joy a father and 
a counsellor, the Church obtained a head, and the gosoudarstvo an able 
administrator. State and Church emerged together from the maelstrom which had 
swept over them both, and in the persons of Thedor and Mikhail Romanov the 
Russian Empire had found the dynasty which was to nurture it to a giant growth 
and guide it forward on the path of power. The conclusion of the treaties of 
Stolbova and Deoulino drove deep wedges into the territory of the tzarstvo and 
thrust Moskovy back yet farther from the Baltic and from Western Europe; but 
all the elements of survival and absorption were present in the momentarily 
weakened state. While Sweden, devoid of natural resources, was manuring a 
fitful crop of laurels and grafted possessions with the blood of magnificently 
disciplined armies, the wealth of Perm and Sibiria and the trade of Makar’ev and 
Azov was pouring into Russia the life-spring of recuperation, the wherewithal to 
wring victory from defeat, and weary down less enduring opponents. And while 
the Poles were opening wider and wider the doors of their Constitution to every 
species of privileged obstruction and respectable anarchy, the Moskovites, 
warned by past experiences, and constrained by the grim spectre of the scaffold 
on the Red Place — which was not always a mere spectre — were “beating the 
forehead” to the sovereign authority as unreservedly as they had done in the days 
of the fearsome Ivan. With the firm establishment of the first Romanov on the 


throne the Russian Empire became an accomplished fact, and the ground was 
prepared for the work of his famous grandson. This was the turning-point of the 
long struggle for existence, and from thenceforth the two-headed eagle, blazoned 
with S. George the Conqueror, soars ever more prominently in the eastern 
heavens. With the consecration of the Patriarch Filarete in the Ouspienskie 
Cathedral, in the presence of the Tzar and the high boyarins, prelates, and 
councillors, nobles, clergy, and people, with the historic jewel-wrought 
Bogoroditza of Vladimir shedding its sacred lustre on the assembled throng, and 
the crown of Monomachus sparkling in the light of the illuminating tapers, 
closes the last scene of the grounding of the Russian Empire; and here may be 
fitly quoted, from the old Slavonic saga, “Oh, men of the Russian land, already 
are you this side the hill.” 
S. Solov’ev, Kostomarov 
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GLOSSARY. OF RUSSIAN WORDS EMPLOYED 
WITHOUT EXPLANATION IN TEXT 


Baba yaga 
witch in Slavonic myth 


Bogoroditza 
Mother-of-God 


gorod 
town 


gosoudarstvo 
realm, sovereignty 


ikon 
picture of a saint in relief 


kolokol 
church bell 


lavra 
monastery of superior grade 


oblast 
district, region 


posadnik 
mayor of free city 


sobor 
national council or Parliament; cathedral 


Spasskie 
of-the-Saviour 


Strielitz 


body-guard, originally archers 


velikie 
great, grand 


vetché 
town or communal council 


voevoda 
military commander 


zamok 
castle 
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MY earliest recollection of Hector, my younger brother, was in the nursery at 
home, where, with my elder brother, Charlie, we had been left alone. Hector 
seized the long-handled hearth brush, plunged it into the fire, and chased Charlie 
and me round the table, shouting, “I’m God! I’m going to destroy the world!” 

The “world” tore round and round the all-too inadequate table, not daring to 
leave it to dash for the door, while Hector, his face lit with impish glee and the 
flare from the brush, enjoyed to the full his self-imposed divinity. Our yells 
brought Aunt Augusta on the scene, and we all got a dressing down. 

The nursery looked on to a field, where appeared various farm animals that 
served as models for Hector’s sketches — models that he kept in his head, for I 
never saw him drawing from life until years later. 

Broadgate Villa, in the village of Pilton, near Barnstaple, North Devon, was 
the house my father took for us, after our mother’s death, before leaving far 
India. Here his mother, and his two sisters, Charlotte and Augusta, were installed 
to look after us. 

I think Hector must have been about two when we arrived there. He was born 
in Akyab, Burma, where my father was stationed, on December 18, 1870, and 
christened Hector Hugh. He was a delicate child, in fact the family doctor at 
Barnstaple, whom the grown-ups looked upon as an oracle, declared that the 
three of us would never live to grow up. Probably children not so highly-strung 
and excitable would have succumbed, because, judged by modern methods, our 
bringing up was quite wrong. The house was too dark, verandas kept much of 
the sunlight out, the flower and vegetable gardens were surrounded by high 
walls and a hedge, and on rainy days we were kept indoors. 

Also fresh air was feared, especially in winter; we slept in rooms with 
windows shut and shuttered, with only the door open on to the landing to admit 
stale air. All hygienic ideas were to Aunt Augusta, the Autocrat, “choc rot,” a 
word of her own invention. 

Then we should have had more country walks than we ever got, there were 
lovely fields and woods quite handy, but Aunt Augusta wanted shops and gossip 
— also she was afraid of cows. 

Fortunately, there were the three of us, and we lived a life of our own, in 
which the grown-ups had no part, and to which we admitted only animals and a 
favourite uncle, Wellesley, who stayed with us about once a year. 


Our pleasures were of the very simplest — other children hardly came into 
our lives — once a year, at Christmas, we went to a children’s party, where we 
were not allowed to eat any attractive, exciting looking food, “for fear of 
consequences,” and in case the party might have done us harm, Granny gave us 
hot brandy and water on our return. 

Also, once a year, in the summer, the child of some friend visiting the 
neighbourhood would come to play with us. “So good a boy,” we would be told, 
“he always does what he is bid.” 

From that moment a look of deep purpose settled on Hector’s face, and on the 
day when the good Claud arrived an entirely busy and happy time for Hector 
was the result. 

He saw to it that Claud did all the things we must never do, the easier to 
accomplish since his mother would be indoors tongue-wagging with Granny and 
the aunts. Poor Claud really was a good child, with no inclination to be anything 
else, but under Hector’s ruthless tuition, backed up by Charlie, he put in a 
breathless day of bad deeds. 

And when Aunt Tom (Charlotte she was never called), after the visitors’ 
departure, remarked, “Claud is not the good child I imagined him to be,” Hector 
felt it was the end of a perfect day. 

But by ourselves we had not the scope for naughty deeds — it was, “Don’t 
play on the grass,” from one aunt, and “Children, you’re not to play on the 
gravel,” from the other. 

The front garden, with its grass slopes under the elm-trees where the rooks 
lived, was the only outdoor place we had to play in, the kitchen garden being 
considered too tempting a place, with its fruit trees. Therefore the boys had to 
get into it, by hook or by crook. 

So much has been said, in reviews of Hector’s books, about the cruelty 
element in them, an element which, personally, I cannot see, that an account of 
the aunts’ characters may perhaps throw some light on the environment of his 
early years. 

Our grandmother, a gentle, dignified old lady, was entirely overruled by her 
turbulent daughters, who hated each other with a ferocity and intensity worthy of 
a bigger cause. How it was they were not consumed by the strength of their 
feelings I don’t know. I once asked a friend of the family what had started the 
antagonism. 

“Jealousy,” she said; “when your Aunt Tom, who was fifteen years older than 
Augusta, returned from a long visit to Scotland, where she had been much 
admired, and spoilt, and found the little sister growing up, also pretty and 


admired, she became intensely jealous of her — from that time they have always 
quarrelled.” 

Aunt Tom was the most extraordinary woman I have ever known — perhaps 
a reincarnation of Catherine of Russia. What she meant to know or do, that she 
did. She had no scruples, never saw when she was hurting people’s feelings, was 
possessed of boundless energy and had not a day’s real illness until she was 
seventy-six. 

Her religious convictions would fit into any religion ever invented. She took 
us regularly to Pilton Church on Sunday mornings. For a long time I was struck 
by her familiarity with the Psalms, which she apparently repeated without 
looking at her book, but one day I discovered she was merely murmuring, 
without saying a word at all, and had put on her long-distance glasses in order to 
take good stock of the congregation and its clothes. A walk back after church 
with various neighbours provided material for a dramatic account to Granny (not 
that she was interested) of the doings of the neighbourhood. Whatever Aunt Tom 
did was dramatic, and whatever story she repeated, she embroidered. No use to 
try to get to the end before she intended you should. Without any sense of 
humour whatever, she was the funniest story-teller I’ve ever met. She was a 
colossal humbug, and never knew it. 

The other aunt, Augusta, is the one who, more or less, is depicted in “Sredni 
Vashtar” (“Chronicles of Clovis”). She was the autocrat of Broadgate — a 
woman of ungovernable temper, of fierce likes and dislikes, imperious, a moral 
coward, possessing no brains worth speaking of, and a primitive disposition. 
Naturally the last person who should have been in charge of children. 

But the character of the aunt in “The Lumber Room” is Aunt Augusta to the 
life. “It was her habit, whenever one of the children fell from grace, to improvise 
something of a festival nature from which the offender would be rigorously 
debarred; if all the children sinned collectively they were suddenly informed of a 
circus in a neighbouring town, a circus of unrivalled merit and uncounted 
elephants, to which, but for their depravity, they would have been taken that very 
day.... She was a woman of few ideas, with immense powers o concentration.... 
Tea that evening was partaken of in a fearsome silence.” 

Well do I remember those “fearsome silences!” Nothing could be said, 
because it was certain to sound silly, in the vast gloom. With Aunt Tom alone 
we should have fared much better — she adored Hector as long as he kept off 
the flower-beds and out of the kitchen garden — but as we could not obey both 
aunts (I believe each gave us orders which she knew were contrary to those 
issued by the other), we found it better for ourselves, in the end, to obey Aunt 
Augusta. 


Our best time was during some pitched battle in their internecine warfare, 
“with Aunt calling to Aunt like mastodons bellowing across primeval swamps;” 
we lived our little lives, criticized our “elders and betters” and rejoiced 
exceedingly when Aunt Augusta went to bed for a whole day with a headache. 

This gave us more scope, and we became more venturesome — Hector 
always the most daring — even exploring the top story because it was forbidden 
ground, and contained a mysterious room, the original of “The Lumber Room” 
in “Beasts and Super-Beasts.” 

Aunt Augusta’s religion was not elastic; it was definite and High Church and 
took her into Barnstaple on Sunday evenings. Neither aunt permitted her religion 
to come between her and her ruling passion, which was, to outwit the other. 
What they squabbled about never seemed to be of much importance. If Aunt 
Tom came back from Barnstaple market bearing reports of poultry she had 
bought at 2s. 6d., Aunt Augusta would know no peace until she had seen a far 
fatter bird at 2s. 4d and announced it. 

Then a row began — more or less intense, according to the length of time that 
had elapsed since the last one. Fighting probably relieved their tremendous 
energy. They never swore, so we heard no bad words. One good effect the 
quarrelling certainly had on us — it looked so ugly, we never copied them — 
never in our lives have we three had a row. 

The aunts’ outside interests lay in politics and the gossip of Pilton. Gardening 
kept Aunt Tom more or less sane, and making yards of useless embroidery had a 
soothing influence on Aunt Augusta. From morning to night, whether the 
jobbing gardener were there or not, Aunt Tom would be busy and dirty. Both 
aunts were exceedingly loyal to their friends, who, in their eyes, could do no 
wrong, and very generous to the poor. 

They did not care at all for animals, but luckily did not interfere with our pets, 
whom we adored — they were the only young things we had to play with. 

Hector had a curious dislike of rooks; I had a pet young one, and used to feed 
it with bread and milk; if he took the spoon he dropped it as it opened its beak. 
This dislike lasted all his life. 

We had charming cats, who gave us all the affection the grown-ups did not 
know how to show. Tortoises, rabbits, doves, guinea-pigs and mice were other 
pets we had for a time, but cats and cocks and hens were always with us. 

There was a most intelligent Houdan cock, who was Hector’s shadow; he fed 
out of his hand and loved being petted. Unhappily he got something wrong with 
one leg, and had to be destroyed. I believe a “Vet” would have cured him, but 
this would have been considered a sinful extravagance. No one but myself knew 
what Hector felt at the loss of the bird. We had early learnt to hide our feelings 


— to show enthusiasm or emotion were sure to bring an amused smile to Aunt 
Augusta’s face. It was a hateful smile, and I cannot imagine why it hurt, but it 
did; among ourselves we called it “ the meaning smile.” 

Of course there were lots of days on which life went smoothly, but, with an 
autocrat like herself, the most unexpected little things would upset her. 

Both aunts were guilty of mental cruelty: we often longed for revenge with an 
intensity I suspect we inherited from our Highland ancestry. The following 
episode has already appeared somewhere, years after it happened. I told it to a 
friend of Hector’s, who said he should make it into a story. 

We always had plenty of good food, but, of course, plain, and except on our 
birthdays we never got roast duck, of which we were very fond. Sometimes a 
friend coming from a distance would be asked to lunch, and then roast duck 
would be the chief dish. Before the guest arrived Aunt Augusta would tell the 
three of us that at lunch she should ask us which we would have — roast duck or 
cold beef, and we were to answer, “Cold beef, please.” 

Well, on one occasion there were a couple of ducks, which Aunt Augusta was 
carving, and cold beef, which Granny had before her. All the grown-ups had had 
their plates filled, and Aunt Augusta turned to us. Hector and I gave the dutiful 
replies, but Charlie, on her left, was evidently so overcome by the sight and 
smell of the birds that he replied, “Roast duck, please.” 

Aunt Augusta glowered at him. 

“What did you say?” she asked, with furious eyes, and kicked him under the 
table. 

“Oh, cold beef, please,” said Charlie, hurriedly. 

“What extraordinary children, to prefer cold beef to duck!” remarked the 
visitor, and the children did not enlighten her. 

Charlie really came off worst — Aunt Augusta never liked him, and 
positively used to enjoy whipping him. Hector and I escaped whipping, being 
considered too delicate. Fortunately for Charlie, he went to school when he was 
eight, and so got away from her malign influence. In her queer way she was fond 
of Hector and me, but being such an unlovable character, we extended only a 
lukewarm sort of liking to her. 

With the best will in the world we could not be really naughty, for there 
simply was not the scope. Three children with three grown-ups to manage them 
are really handicapped from the outset. 

Granny we were very fond of; she was always very gentle with us, but 
appallingly strict on Sunday. No toys, no books except Sunday books, Dr. 
Watts’s ghastly catechism, a collect and piece of a hymn to be leamt and 


repeated to her, stories read to us from “Peep of Day,” and church, of course, in 
the morning. But at church we saw people and other children. 

In the afternoons we had a church service among ourselves, the grown-ups 
must have been sleeping the Sabbath sleep. Preaching was the favourite part of 
the game and was a solemn affair, listened to with deep attention, far deeper than 
the preacher in church ever got, but there had to be three sermons in rapid 
succession — we all had something to say. 

It also, in summer, was the favourite day for the boys to attempt, generally 
successfully, to get into the kitchen garden. Not every afternoon did the aunts 
sleep, so either that or to make a marauding expedition into the store-room via 
the greenhouse, and equally forbidden ground, was naturally the only thing to be 
done. 

On one occasion they emerged from the latter with a jar of tamarinds, and got 
it safely into the night nursery, where there was a large trunk in which Aunt 
Augusta kept spare clothes. They ate what they wanted and put the jar in the 
trunk between folds of a black silk dress. The jar contained a lot of juice, very 
sticky, and in the eating much was smeared over the sides. However, the black 
silk absorbed a lot. 

And then Aunt Augusta had occasion to open that trunk! 
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Broadgate resounded to her bellowings, and the row was frightful. In a former 
life she must have been a dragon. No toys allowed for two days, disgrace for all 
of us, and, of course, nothing to do. But mercifully we had fertile brains, and 
Hector was never nonplussed for occupation. Aunt Tom sometimes read to us 
—” Robinson Crusoe,” 

“Master-man Ready,” and the two “Alice’s,” which we loved, “Sandford and 
Merton” we refused to listen to. 

“Johnnykin and the Goblins,” a very little-known book, had always fascinated 
Hector. Being a Celt, I suppose it was natural he should be fond of goblins and 
nature spirits — he was certainly a Puck himself to the end of his life. 

Pilton was a sort of Cranford; there were about ten families, most of them 
without children, so we got to know grown-ups well and to be quite at ease in 
their society. When we did see children, it was in a crowd at a Christmas party. 
Aunt Augusta always went with us, and sometimes left us with the other children 


while she departed to gossip with the grown-ups. Hector leapt at the opportunity 
and the nearest boy, and was soon in the ecstasies of a fight. 

Then Aunt Augusta would look in and in a restrained fury drag him off to be 
tidied. But his blood was up and any threat as to subsequent punishment was 
ignored. It was not that he was pugnacious — he was a very sweet-tempered 
child, but his high spirits had to have some outlet, and life at Broadgate was very 
monotonous. At the same party he had to be restrained from dashing on to the 
stage to rescue a man who was being threatened by another. 
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At this time he was an extremely fair child — very pink and white skin, blue- 
grey eyes with long black lashes, and flaxen hair. In his teens he began to get 
darker. Those who only knew him in his London days cannot understand that he 
could ever have been fair. 

From about seven years old he was a keen politician. There was a most 
exciting election in Barnstaple, when Lord Portsmouth’s son, a Radical, was 


elected. We were taken to the town to hear the poll declared, and had seats in a 
window opposite “The Golden Lion.” The sights we saw were far too thrilling, 
and Hector was in a fever of excitement and furious at the result of the poll. He 
remained Conservative all his life. 

He showed no signs of a writing talent as a boy with the exception of 
contributions to “The Broadgate Paper” which we ran. Drawing animals was his 
favourite occupation; he never copied — just drew things out of his head. One 
rainy day in the holidays we had nothing to do, so we settled to have a Picture 
Exhibition that afternoon. Hector would be about eight then. We set to work to 
paint the pictures, of which many were still wet at the time the show opened. 
The grown-ups knew what we had planned, yet they never troubled to attend and 
praise our efforts, so we had to be audience and judges as well. With great 
solemnity and perfect justice Hector’s pictures were awarded the prize, an old 
copy I had of AEsop’s Fables. 

Once in four years my father came home on leave (he was then a major in the 
Bengal Staff Corps, and Inspector-General of the Burma Police), and for six 
weeks we had a glorious time. 
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He took us for picnics, and to the houses of friends who had farmyards, where 
Hector rode the pigs, climbed haystacks with Charlie and arrived home rakish 
and buttonless, but in unquenchable spirits, snapping his fingers (figuratively, of 
course) at Aunt Augusta. 
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We did not fear her when Papa was about. The wonder was we did not fear 
God with every inducement to do so. It was patent that our characters were 
fatally attractive to Him, and when we went a bit too far we were told that He 
sent a thunderstorm as a warning that we had better be careful. 

I think Aunt Augusta must have mesmerized us — the look in her dark eyes, 
added to the fury in her voice, and the uncertainty as to the punishment, used to 
make me shiver. She had the strange characteristic of being unable to be just 
annoyed at anything, she had to be so angry that she would work herself into a 
passion. After all, we fared better than a splendid retriever she had, who was 
kept chained up in an outhouse of the back-yard for years, with nothing to look 
at, eating his heart out. He was taken out for a walk perhaps twice in the year 
(until my father came home) and frightened Aunt Augusta with his obstreperous 
delight. He died of tumours when he was about eight. 

Uncle Wellesley, our only civilian uncle, was a great favourite with us. He 
only came about once a year, and took Hector on fishing and sketching 
expeditions. We never had a dull moment when he was home; in a letter I found 
lately, written to his mother, he said (á propos of Aunt Augusta’s complaint of 
our behaviour), “the children are never naughty with me, because I take the 
trouble to amuse them.” 

Hector began lessons with a daily governess we had; our history lessons were 
read aloud, each taking a page. All went well until we reached Cromwell’s time. 

“You must take the Roundheads’ part,” he said to me. 

“But I would rather be Royalist,” I objected. 

“We can’t both be Royalists, so you must be Roundhead.” 

(The odd thing is that, from being forced into it, I have remained Roundhead 
ever since.) So we began the period of the Civil Wars with great delight — it 
soon became exciting — Hector would gloat over a victory of his side, even 
rising up in his chair to hurl abuse at the Roundheads, which naturally I wouldn’t 
stand, so I abused back; the governess, being a fool, at last stopped the concerted 
history lesson, but she couldn’t stop us; we only waited until she was off, got 
down the histories and took the battles at a gallop, going through all the gamut of 
emotions from depression to exultation, according to the fortune of war. History 
then and ever afterwards became his favourite study, and as he had a wonderful 
memory his knowledge of European history from its beginning was remarkable. 
He was also very keen on natural history. When he was about nine he had brain- 
fever: the aunts nursed him most carefully; we had only to be ill, and everything 
was changed at Broadgate, scoldings were things of the past. This illness delayed 
his going to school. We went much too seldom to visit my mother’s people in 


Kent. They were much more our sort than the home aunts. My grandfather, 
Rear-Admiral Mercer, was full of fun, and his daughters were young and lively, 
and they let us do lots of things we could never do at home. Grandpapa was very 
fond of practical jokes, which fondness his grandchildren inherited in full 
measure. 

Two or three London visits, and, very seldom, two weeks by the sea, 
completed our outings. 

Hector was rather a favourite with old ladies, with whom he made himself 
quite at home. Aunt Tom took us once to see a very charming old lady, whose 
daughter (not a chicken) was then away on a round of visits. In a pause in the 
conversation Hector approached our hostess and, in a most courtly manner, 
proceeded: 

“And so I hear, Mrs. Simpson, that Miss Janet is away in Scotland, enjoying 
all kinds of debauchery.” 

There was an astonished pause, every one laughed, and Aunt Tom exclaimed: 

“That dreadful Roman history! That’s where he picks up these extraordinary 
expressions!” 

It was quite true — we had a remarkable, unexpurgated history with novel 
and lengthy words which needed airing, and this seemed to he a good occasion 
to have one out. 

My father chose a resident governess for me before his last departure for 
Burma; she was to teach Hector as well until he was strong enough for school 
(he was then twelve). It would be a great change for us to have a new-comer in 
the house, and we gravely discussed the situation. 

“After all,” said Hector, “we have only the grown-ups’ word for it that she is 
a real governess, but how are we to know? We must put a pea under her 
mattress, and see how she sleeps.” 

In one of Hans Andersen’s tales, an unknown Princess was admitted on a 
wild night into a royal castle and given a bed consisting of twenty mattresses and 
twenty feather beds, after the Queen had thoughtfully put a pea under the lot. If 
she slept well, she was an impostor; if badly, that proved her royalty. She slept 
atrociously. 

So before the pseudo-governess arrived we put a dried pea under her mattress, 
and next morning asked her anxiously how she had slept. 

“Very well indeed, thank you,” she replied, with a pleased surprise at our 
solicitude. 

“Ah, then, you can’t be a real governess,” said Hector, greatly disappointed, 
and told her what we had done. 


She was, however, a real companion, and took us for the walks we loved and 
explored the whole countryside. She, like Uncle Wellesley, never found us 
naughty, because she took the trouble to amuse us. However, Aunt Augusta was 
afraid of her; we did not know it at the time, but she thought Miss J’s dark eyes 
were trying to mesmerize her, so, on the day she left for the holidays, after only 
one term with us, Aunt Augusta, who had not the nerve to do it herself, got 
Granny, who was then dying, to dismiss her. The following term we had no 
governess; Granny died, and we had a very sad time. 
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Another governess arrived for the next term, chosen by Aunt Augusta, and 
Hector soon after that was considered strong enough to go to school. 

He went to Exmouth, where Charlie had preceded him, and was very happy 
there. 

It was on returning to school after the holidays that Aunt Augusta gave a 
sample of mental cruelty. Some petty naughtiness had angered her the day 


before his return to school, so she sent him back without any pocket-money. As 
each boy had to bank his allowance for the whole term with one of the masters, 
Hector’s ordeal may be imagined when he had to confess he had none. 

Charlie, who had not yet returned to Charter-house, and I planned what we 
could do to help Hector. We settled to sell our books — Christmas and birthday 
presents from friends of the family. So we did, secretly, to a second-hand 
bookseller for quite a nice sum, and sent a postal order to Hector. Charlie then 
wrote to Papa, telling him what we had done, and the latter’s letter to Aunt 
Augusta, blaming her for her action, was the first news she had of the affair. 
There was a row. 

At fifteen Hector went to Bedford Grammar School and was there for two 
years. His school reports used to be, “Plenty of ability, but little application.” In 
his Easter holidays he went birdnesting with some of our neighbours, and made 
the beginning of a collection which he added to in our Heanton days. This 
collection is now in the Bideford Museum. 

ELISHA AND THE MOCKING CHILDREN 
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Two bears came forth from their cubless den — 
Their cubless den, for their cubs were robbed — 
And hunted about in search of men 

Till they came to the spot where the Prophet was mobbed. 
For men must hunt, tho’ bears will fret, 

And a cub will command a good price as a pet 
And money is always consoling. 

Thirty-two corpses lay stretched on the sward 
Thirty-two corpses, or possibly more, 

For the bears were too busy their bag to record 
And the Saint didn’t stay to attend to the score 
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My father, who had now retired, took us both to Normandy, our first trip 
abroad. We had some amusing young playmates, French and Russian, and 
enjoyed to the hilt the novelty and fascination of life at Etretat, with no aunts to 
mar our delight: the bathing would certainly have shocked them. 

Our second trip abroad was a more educational one, to Germany. We had a 
lengthy stay in Dresden, Charlie joining us, and my father first began to feel 
what it was like to look after strictly brought up children! Although Hector was 
then eighteen, he was still a boy, with no intention of growing up. One effect of 
the strict Broadgate regime was that he developed late — he remained and 
looked a boy long after he was in the twenties. We stayed in a Dresden pension 
run by a German lady, where the other guests were Americans. 

On the flat beneath us was a girls’ school, all of them ugly. One day, when 
my father was out, the boys made a weird figure of his bathing costume, stuffed 
out with paper and clothes, with a sponge for a face, and a rakish-looking hat. 
This they lowered into the balcony below. The schoolmistress happened to be 
giving dinner to a pastor, and to them, instead of to the girls, was vouchsafed this 
appalling vision. 

When the boys thought enough time had elapsed, they swiftly drew up the 
figure. Swiftly, also, a note of complaint arrived for our landlady, who, being a 
German, saw no fun in the affair, not even with the figure sprawling at her feet. 
It was the convulsive laughter of a hitherto rather unbending American woman 
(in fact, the only time we ever knew her to laugh) that thawed her, and a note of 
apology was sent — insincere, as the school ma’am must have guessed, from the 
shouts of laughter above. 

A “Lohengrin” night at the opera resulted in a sketch in which Hector 
depicted Lohengrin suffering from sea-sickness, while the swan turns round and 
gazes at him in astonishment. A German who saw it begged him to send it to the 
“Fliegende Blatter,” but he never bothered to do it. He took long walks by 
himself in the parks to observe bird-life, and would stop Germans and draw in 
the gravel path the sort of bird he wanted, and ask if it were to be found. They 


would then write the bird’s name in the gravel, and tell him where to get further 
information. 

He routed out, in some obscure corner, an old man who sold birds’ eggs, and 
from him bought a model of the Great Auk’s egg, and insisted on coming home 
in a cab, for the greater safety of the egg. 

Charlie left us to go to a crammer’s (he was trying for the Army), and we then 
began a strenuous tour, beginning with Berlin. At the Palace of Sans Souci at 
Potsdam we searched for the graves of Frederick the Great’s chargers and 
favourite dogs, and refused to go over the Palace until a park-keeper could be 
found who knew where they were buried. 

We saw an immense number of picture galleries in Berlin, Munich, etc., and 
were impressed by the love of German artists for St. Sebastian (the arrow-stuck 
saint), so we started bets on the gallery which would have the most: Berlin won. 

Nuremberg delighted Hector — then and always he loved old towns; in later 
days Pskoff more than fulfilled his dream of what a mediaeval town should be. 
Prague was another delight, particularly Wallenstein’s castle, where I had to 
engage our guide in talk while Hector cut a hair from the tail of Wallenstein’s 
charger. In one room high up, formerly a council chamber, we were shown the 
window from which obstreperous councillors were thrown; we leant out while 
my father hung on to us, to see the depth they had to fall. This is the one 
described in “Karl-Ludwig’s Window,” in this book. 

It was on our way to Prague that we saw snowcapped mountains for the first 
time, a never-to-be-forgotten experience. Any Celt will know the sort of 
awesome thrill one gets. 

Fortunately, Innsbruck was the last place on our tour, for we were fagged out, 
and on arriving at Davos, where we were to spend several months, we lay low 
for a week, drank much milk and took stock of our fellow-guests at the Hotel 
Belvedere. 

And then we let ourselves go! 

My father was soon nicknamed “the Hen that hatched out ducklings,” and 
some middle-aged, self-sacrificing men tried to be extra fathers to us, but it was 
no use. Swiss air and freedom went to our heads — nothing but an avalanche 
would have stopped us. 

Tennis, paper-chases, riding, dancing, climbing, searching for marmots on the 
high reaches, occupied our bodies, and lectures on all manner of learned subjects 
and painting lessons kept our brains busy. Professor Meyer, a painter of birds of 
prey, was a teacher after our own hearts. He understood that we had to play 
some wild game before settling down to work. Usually we got to his flat before 
he was ready for us, and crept into his bedroom; presently a search began, and 


before he knew where he was he found himself in the midst of a pillow fight — 
that or a wild scrimmage round the studio, and then we settled down, first eating 
some excellent cakes he fetched hot from the kitchen. 

Hector learnt pastel from him, and did a very good picture of an eagle, life- 
size, bringing a seagull to her young ones. 

John Addington Symonds had a house at Davos; he and Hector played chess 
together, and found they had a taste for heraldry in common. 

The winter was even more fascinating than the summer — we were 
tobogganing all day, sometimes at night as well, and “tailed” behind sleighs to 
far-off runs, picnicking in the sun and snow. Charlie and Uncle Wellesley came 
out, and the bigger indoor entertainments began, fancy dress and domino balls, 
sheet and pillow-case dances, theatricals, etc. No better “coming-out” could any 
young thing desire, it was certainly the happiest winter we three had ever spent 
Davos in those days was a friendly, jolly place, not at all fashionable. 

We left it in April and went to stay at Schloss Salenstein, on the Swiss side of 
Lake Constance, the home of some very charming people whom we met at 
Davos. 

Then to England, where we took a house, absurdly large for us, at Heanton, 
four miles from Barnstaple, also four miles from the aunts. Occasionally they 
came to visit us, one at a time, but were not encouraged to stay long. On the 
whole we were far too kind to them — so much water had flowed under the 
bridge since Broadgate days, and we were now topdogs and they knew it. 
Moreover, they had mellowed a bit, and Aunt Tom especially was devoted to 
Hector. She was such an original character we had to forgive her much, simply 
because of her unusualness. We were certainly blessed in our near relatives in 
one respect, we had not one who could be called dull! 
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Charlie, having failed, unfortunately, for the Army, being the only one of us 
with bad sight, left for the Burma Police. At Heanton we had for the first time a 
dog of our own, a fox-terrier, who accompanied Hector on all his explorings. 
Toby, our cat, we brought from Broadgate; she was delighted to have us back, 
also to find so many hares in the field at the bottom of the garden, but unhappily 
through them she met her death from some beast of a keeper; her kitten had the 
same fate, and we were too sad to have another cat. 

It was while roaming the country-side that Hector got to know the Devon 
character so well. The incidents in “The Blood-Feud of Toad-Water” really 
happened; our rector knew the people. There was also a witch in our 
neighbourhood who had uncanny powers, but we never met her. 

For two years we lived at Heanton, studying under my father’s direction, then 
left it for a season in town. Then back to Davos for the winter. 

We had no more painting lessons there; our old friend had died the year 
before. We soon got together a “Push,” of which Hector was the leading spirit, 


and on one or two occasions we literally painted the place red and blue with 
Aspinall’s enamel. There was a very pious hotel, the Hotel des Iles, which 
received Hector’s most artistic efforts. Six of us one night kept guard while he 
painted devils in every stage of intoxication on its pure walls. 

The theatricals were on a more ambitious scale than two years previously. 
Hector took the part of the old lawyer in “Two Roses”; I heard an old colonel 
say he had created the part. 

We had curling for the first time that winter, a game my father and Hector 
played a great deal, and some exciting toboggan races. But the event that set the 
seal on our activities was the gorgeous hoax we played on the Hotel des Iles. It 
had committed the unforgivable crime in Hector’s eyes of being mean. 

The four English hotels at Davos (the Hotel des Iles was one) at the beginning 
of the winter season elected each an Amusement Committee, which provided the 
various entertainments, dances, etc., for the season, sending round the hat for the 
funds, and it was the custom for each hotel to invite the guests of the others to 
the weekly dances, concerts, etc. 

The Hotel des Iles was the only one that invited no one to anything — the 
fault, of course, of the guests, not of the proprietor. They collected the money 
and — spent it on a dinner to themselves! 

This, naturally, we could not stand, so the “Push,” at the end of the winter 
season, decided they should give an entertainment that would be talked about. 
Hector, whose writing was not known there, wrote the invitations. 

“The Hotel des Iles requests the pleasure of the company of the Hotel 
Belvedere’s visitors on 20th March. 

“Box and Cox.’ 

“LE PETIT HOTEL.” 

This last, we heard, was an improper play, and was chosen to attract the 
foreigners. 

These invitations were sent to the English hotels and to some of the visitors at 
the Kurhaus. We picked out Russian princes, German barons, Italian counts, etc., 
and we left out the distant chalets, so that no one should be put to any expense in 
hiring sleighs. I wanted to stay and see the fun, but Hector said he had not the 
nerve to look innocent. The replies, we stated on the invitations, should be sent 
to two men who, we knew, had left the Hotel des Iles, and naturally were 
forwarded on to them. 

As the Hotel des Iles people were so unco’ guid and kept so much to 
themselves, they did not mix in the life of Davos and so knew nothing of the 
excitement their invitation caused. 


A Scottish girl, one of our “Push,” sent us a thrilling account of the evening. 
The English hotels were warned in time, not so the people at the Kurhaus, who 
arrived in strength. 

Then there was pandemonium, and a babel of imprecations assailed the chaste 
ears of the innocent inmates. “I know who did it,” shouted an irascible man, and 
rushing home for a horsewhip he hurled himself into the room of a guiltless 
American. I mean he was not one of the “Push.” Fortunately explanations were 
satisfactory, and no one was whipped. I believe the authorship of the hoax was 
never guessed. We heard long afterwards a rumour that early next winter the 
Hotel des Iles gave a concert to which everybody was invited and no one turned 
up! 

We went to stay with Aunt Tom at Pilton, that spring of 1893, and in June 
Hector left for a post my father had got for him in Burma, in the Military Police. 

Charlie met him on arrival and they both stopped in Rangoon with the Deputy 
Inspector-General of Police. 

Hector was in Burma only thirteen months and had seven fevers in the time. 
He got a lot of enjoyment from the animal life surrounding him — to be on a 
horse was one great delight, and to be at close quarters with wild animals was 
another. 

He also, as his letters show, appreciated the good qualities and 
resourcefulness of the Burmese servants; whether other masters have found them 
so all-round useful I do not know, but Hector had the gift of attracting willing 
service wherever he was. The Burman is fond of animals, particularly little 
animals, and saw nothing extraordinary in a tiger-cat as a pet. I have quoted, in 
the following letters, almost exclusively the bits dealing with animals, because 
they are the most characteristic of him. 


SINGU, June 5th, — 93. 
MY DEAR E. 


The heat during the last few days has been scorching, and I have been quite 
knocked off my legs in consequence.... This is a dreadfully noisy place when one 
is not feeling well; there are the children: — the little brats have a remarkably 
good time of it, they are never whacked or scolded, and they take a deliberate 
pleasure in howling at the slightest opportunity; you never heard such yells, they 
throw all their little heathen souls — if they have any — into the performance. I 
should like to spank them for ever, stopping, of course, for meal times.... Then 
during the night, the frogs and owls and lizards have necessarily lots to say to 


each other, and whenever my pony hears another neigh she whinnies back, and 
being a mare always insists on having the last word. As to the dogs they go on at 
intervals during the twenty-four hours, like the Cherubim which rest not day or 
night Have you ever seen a dog bark and yawn at the same time? I did the other 
day and nearly had a fit; it reminded me of a person saying the responses in 
church. The most welcome noise of all is the whistle of the steamboat, especially 
when it brings the English mail.... I am agreeably surprised with my servants, 
they are quick, resourceful, seem honest, and are genuinely attached to their 
master’s interests; of course they are more or less stupid, they are human 
beings.... I had quite a nursery establishment last week; I found a little house- 
squirrel which had just left its nest, on my verandah; it is like a large dormouse, 
silver grey with a mauve grey tail, and orange buff underneath; it lives upon 
milk, and is very tame and snoomified. 

.. Then there was a duckling; I thought of putting it with the squirrel, but the 
latter looks upon everything as meant to be eaten and the duck had broad views 
on the same subject, so I thought they had better live in single blessedness. As 
the squirrel occupied the only empty biscuit tin the duck had to go into the 
waste-paper basket where it was quite happy. 


SINGU, 17.6.93. 


I am rather excite over a pony I have unearthed with zebra markings on its 
legs; Darwin believed that the horse, ass, zebra, quagga and hemonius were all 
evolved from an equine animal striped like the zebra but differently constructed, 
and in his book on the descent of domestic animals he attached great importance 
to some zebra-like markings which he observed on an Exmoor pony; so my 
discovery may be of some interest.... This is a disappointing place as far as the 
flora is concerned; I have not seen any decent flowers or shrubs, except a kind of 
magnolia which is common here.... 

Aunt Tom’s first letter was full of her grievances — so interesting to read; 
really if Providence persecuted me in the way it does her, I should be too proud 
to go to Heaven. Her complaint of loneliness amused me. If she is lonely in a 
place with 13,000 inhabitants it’s her own fault. My boy continues to give 
satisfaction in regard to cooking, the way he serves chicken up as beefsteak 
borders on the supernatural. 

I amuse myself by painting, when the midges are not too troublesome. I am 
doing a picture of the coronation of Albert II, Archduke of Austria, in 1437; not 
a proper picture but a sort of heraldic procession like you would see in old 


tapestries. The arch-bishop of Treves looks very smart on a fiery bay; I shall 
never forget the trouble I had to find his arms at the Brit. Museum. 


MWEHINTHA OUTPOST, 26.7.93. 


I meant to have written to you last mail, but Mr. Carey arrived by the boat 
and paid me a long visit — it was a relief to have someone human to talk to — 
and I had to get ready for going out in the district; you see I have taken to district 
visiting in my old age. The place is so inundated that no pony can get out so I 
had to go by boat.... The Maid of Sker is charmed with her new quarters, she 
sees so much more life than formerly, and instead of having to thump on the 
earth floor when she wants anything, she can now rap her fore hoofs against the 
wooden partitions, which makes fifty times as much noise and ensures a prompt 
attendance.... There are most charming birds here now the rains are on, egrets, 
bitterns, pelicans, storks, pond-herons, etc. Shwepyi (the 1st guard on my route) 
is a great stronghold of these birds, as in the dry weather there are 2 large lakes 
there and in the rains it is all one big swamp; so when I arrived there last night I 
determined to make a hurried excursion next morning before leaving for this 
place. Accordingly I went forth this morning in a small sort of canoe with my 
boy and two men to row. We saw lots of pelicans and other birds but no nests, as 
most of them don’t breed till August. As we were getting back, a Malay spotted 
dove flew up from a nest in a tree, which hung just over us. 

I sent one man up to get the eggs but he could not get at it, so I gave it a prod 
with an oar. There was a yell from the men and as I stood back I saw an 
enormous snake rise “long and slowly” from the nest and glide into the branches. 
The man in the tree came down with the agility of three apes. It was a monster 
snake and looked very venomous. 

As we were coming here in the big boat we passed a tree on which were 
several nests with darters sitting on them (the darter is a sort of cross between a 
gannet and a cormorant), a frightful tree to climb, but one of the natives ran up it 
like a cat and brought me down a lot of eggs and some young birds for them (the 
natives) to eat; fancy eating unfledged cormorants — oo-ah! When I got here I 
found the stockade was ankle deep in water; I had to be dragged up to the guard 
house in a small boat, which had to be carefully led round various shallows; it 
was like the swan scene in Lohengrin. 


Owl and oaf thou art, not to see “Woman of no importance” and “Second 
Mrs. T.” The plays of the season; what would I not give to be able to see them! 


25 Aug., 93. 


For the last three days I have been at this place (can’t remember the name, but 
it’s six miles from Mandalay) where a high festival is being held in honour of 
two local deities of great repute, called the Nats. Their history is briefly this: 
they were two brothers who were ordered by the king to build a temple here, 
which they did, but omitted two bricks, for which reason the king killed them, in 
the impulsive way these Eastern monarchs have. After they were dead they 
seemed to think they had gone rather cheap and they made themselves so 
unpleasant about it that the king gave them permission to become deities, and 
built them a temple, and here they are, don’t you know. Just that. The original 
temple with the vacant places for the missing bricks is still here; this is not an 
orthodox Buddhist belief but the Nats are held in great esteem in Upper Burma 
and parts of China, and this show is held here every year in their honour. The 
whole thing is so new to me that I will describe it at some length. Of course I 
had to come here as the presence of a European officer is necessary to keep 
order, and twenty-five police had to be drafted here. No martyr ever suffered so 
much on account of religion as I have. When I arrived the Nats were being 
escorted to the river to bathe, accompanied by unearthly music which sent the 
pony I was riding spinning round like a weathercock in a whirlwind. Then I 
came to where the chief show is held and to my horror I found a solitary chair 
had been placed on an elevated platform for my especial use, to which I was 
conducted with great ceremony; I am not sure the orchestra did not try to strike 
up the National Anthem. I inquired wildly for Carey, but was told he was with 
his wife somewhere. I was in terror lest they might expect a speech, and how 
could I get up and tell this people, replete with the learning of centuries of 
Eastern civilization, “this animal will eat rice”? Fortunately the sparring 
commenced at once and was very-absorbing to watch; two men fight with hands 
and legs and go for each other like cats, the one who draws blood first wins. I 
was quite disappointed to see them stop as soon as one was scratched. I had 
hoped (such is our fallen nature) that they would fight to the death and was 
trying hurriedly to remember whether you turned your thumbs up or down for 
mercy. Some of the encounters were very exciting, but I had to preserve a calm 
dignity befitting the representative of Great Britain and Ireland, besides which 
my chair was in rather a risky position and required careful sitting. Noblesse 
oblige. Then Carey came and told me that he had got quarters in the monastery 
grounds... and had got me a house adjoining the show-place. Not only does it 
adjoin the building, but it forms part of it and opens on to the arena! The hours 
of performance are from 10 a in to 3 p m., and from 8 p in to 6 am. There are 


two bands. During performances my diningroom is a sort of dress-circle, so I 
have to get my meals when I can. As to sleep, it’s not kept on the premises, 
while the heat is so great that you could boil an egg on an iceberg. There are also 
smells. The acting is not up to much but the audience are evidently charmed with 
it. I go to bed at ten, finding two hours quite enough, but when I get up at 5.30 
the audience are applauding as vigorously as ever. Then I am worried to death 
by princesses; some of the native magistrates’ wives are relatives of the ex-king 
and fancy themselves accordingly. One old lady, who carries enough jewels for 
twenty ordinary princesses, takes an annoying interest in me and is always 
pressing me to partake of various fruits at all hours of the day. She asked me, 
through Mrs. Carey, how old I was, and then told me I was too tall for my age, 
obligingly showing me the height I ought to be. It reminded me of another royal 
lady’s dictum “All persons above a mile high to leave the Court.” I told her that 
in this damp climate one must allow something for shrinkage, and she did not 
press the matter. 

It is no sinecure to keep order with this huge mob of mixed nationalities, and 
I shall be glad when it is all over. 


SINGU, 
6 Sept., 93. 


.. I found the tiger-kitten quite wild; pretended it had never seen me before, so 
I had to go through the ceremony of introduction again. I soon made it tame 
again, and we have great games together. It has not learnt how to drink properly 
yet and immerses its nose in the milk, then it gets mad with the saucer and 
shakes it, which sends the milk all over its paws, upon which it swears horribly. I 
have another queer creature in the shape of a young darter (same species of bird 
as the self-hatching one) which I saw sitting on the river bank en route for here; 
the men rowed to shore and just picked it up and put it in the boat where it sat as 
if it didn’t care a twopenny damn. What blase birds those darters are. Then there 
is the crow-brought chicken which was carried here by a crow and rescued by 
the syce; crows often run off with one’s chickens but it is not often they add to 
your poultry. I feel quite like the prophet Elijah (or was it Elisha?) who was 
boarded by ravens. Milk is scarce now, but the kitten has to have some of my 
scanty store, while the ponies feel very annoyed if they don’t get a bit of bread 
now and then; I believe I am rather expected to share my sardines with the 
darter, but I draw the line there! The Burmans have not collected any eggs for 
me yet; my boy says the birds are “too much upstairs living.” Frightfully 
thrilling!... 


The kitten throws off the cat and assumes the tiger when it is fed; I have to 
throw it its food (generally the head of a chicken) and then bolt; it is making the 
day hideous with its growling now, as I gave it the head and wing, and it is 
trying to eat both at once. 





Problem: To seat two inside. 


MADAYA, 
15.9.93 


A day or two before I left (headquarters) I was enjoying my midday tub, 
when my boy came and announced that a big bear had been caught and was 
being brought up to me; I implored him not to do anything so rash but he went 
away saying “Master bringing, yes.” The bathroom is comparatively small and I 
knew that if a large bear were introduced there would be unpleasantness. I 
hastily forgave my enemies and tried to say my prayers, but the only one I could 
remember was the prayer for fine weather. As it happened my boy meant bird 
when he said bear, having caught a large sort of buzzard which naturalists have 
dignified with the name of hawk-eagle; so I left off praying for fine weather and 
unforgave my enemies forthwith. The bird has fine plumage but a very sinister 
expression; when I go near it, it opens its mouth, elevates its crest and glares at 
me with baleful eyes. 


OHNMIN, 
17.9.93. 


I left Madaya yesterday.... My new pony I have called “Microbe” on account 
of his diminutive size. Poor little neglected beast, he looked on so modestly and 
wistfully when the mare was being given her corn and he was so charmed and 
thankful when he found he was going to have some too: and when he had a 
plantain brought him for dessert he began to think with “Mrs. Erlynne” that the 
world was “an intensely amusing place.”... At Yenetha my bullock cart had to be 


stopped, as two bears were walking along the path in front; I was on ahead, so 
missed seeing them. It is ever thus.... The “Mandalay Herald” had an article on 
the Toungbein Pwe, in which it said, “Many Europeans graced the proceedings 
with their presence, but the one who was most generally noticed and admired 
was a police-officer in full khaki uniform.” This is rather rough on me, as I was 
the only European in uniform there. 


HOTEL DE FRANCE, MANDALAY, 
24 Oct., 93. 


.. The tiger-kitten has had a nice cage made for it, with an upstair apartment 
to sleep in, but every afternoon it comes out into my room for an hour or two and 
has fine romps. It would make a nice pet for you but it would be an awful trouble 
sending it — it might die — and it won’t be safe when it grows up. It goes into 
lovely tiger attitudes, when it thinks I’m looking. 

.. Tell Mrs. Byrne there is no immediate danger of my marrying a Burmese 
wife 5 there was a woman at Singu — ugly as a Fury — who, I think, had great 
hopes, but my boy, always ready to save me trouble, married her himself; he had 
one wife already, but that was a trifle. I impress upon him that he may have as 
many as he likes, within reasonable limits, but no babies. To this rule there is no 
exception. When I was out in the district if a child howled in any neighbouring 
hut men were sent at once to stop it; if it wouldn’t stop it was conducted out of 
earshot; wouldn’t you like to do that with English brats! How rabid the mothers 
would get! 


HOTEL DE FRANCE, MANDALAY, 
30 Oct., 93. 


.. An old lady came to the hotel last week, one of those people with a tongue 
and a settled conviction that they can manage everybody’s affairs. She had the 
room next to mine — connected by a door — and I was rather astonished when 
the proprietor came that evening, and with great nervousness, said that there was 
an old lady in the next room and er — she was rather er — fidgety old lady and 
er — er — er — there was a door connecting our rooms. I was quite mystified as 
to what he was driving at but I answered languidly that the door was locked on 
my side and there was a box against it, so she could not possibly break in. The 
proprietor collapsed and retired in confusion; I afterwards remembered that the 
“cub” had spent a large portion of the afternoon pretending that this door was a 
besieged city, and it was a battering ram. And it does throw such vigour into its 


play. I met the old lady at dinner and was greeted with an icy stare which was 
refreshing in such a climate. That night the kitten broke out in a new direction; 
as soon as I went up to bed it began to roar; “and still the wonder grew, so small 
a throat could give so large a mew.” The more I tried to comfort it the more 
inconsolable it grew. The situation was awful — in my room a noise like the 
lion-house at 4 p m., while on the other side of the door rose the beautiful Litany 
of the Church of England. Then I heard the rapid turning of leaves, she was 
evidently searching for Daniel to gain strength from the perusal of the lion’s den 
story; only she couldn’t find Daniel so fell back upon the Psalms of David. As 
for me, I fled, and sent my boy to take the cage down to the stable. When I came 
back I heard words in the next room that never came out of the Psalms; words 
such as no old lady ought to use; but then it is annoying to be woken out of your 
first sleep by a rendering of “Jamrach’s Evening Hymn.” She left. The beast has 
behaved fairly well since, except that it eat up a handkerchief.... It also insisted 
on taking tea with me yesterday and sent my cup flying into my plate, trying 
meanwhile to hide itself in the milk jug to prove an alibi. I am getting as bad as 
Aunt Charlotte with her perpetual cats, but I have seen very few human beings 
as yet, every one being away, as this is a sort of holiday time.... 


MANDALAY, 
1 Feb., 94. 


.. I had a delightful petition brought me by a native in my guard who had got 
a Burman clerk to write it for him; he wanted to resign the police and his reasons 
were that his father and mother had died after him and that his uncle was 
generously ill. I hear you have a Persian kitten; of course I, who have the 
untameable carnivora of the jungle roaming in savage freedom through my 
rooms, cannot feel any interest in mere domestic cats, but I am not intolerant and 
I have no objection to your keeping one or two. My beast does not show any 
signs of getting morose; it sleeps on a shelf in its cage all day but comes out after 
dinner and plays the giddy goat all over the place. I should like to get another 
wild cat to chum with it, there are several species in Burma: the jungle-cat, the 
bay-cat, the lesser leopard-cat, the tiger-cat, marbled cat, spotted wild-cat, and 
rusty-spotted cat; the latter, I have read, make delightful pets. 

I hope you have no more bother with servants; my boy gives me notice about 
once a month but I never think of accepting it; if he doesn’t know a good master 
I know a good servant, to paraphrase an old remark. He has a great idea of my 
consequence and of his own reflected importance; I sent him to a village with a 
message, and Beale A.S.P., who was expecting some fowls from that place, 


asked if they had been sent by him; he told me he should never forget the tone in 
which he said “I am Mr. Munro’s boy!” Civis Romanus sum. 


MANDALAY, 
7 Feb., 94. 


The men who bring grass carry it in two bundles thus: 





the other day just as my grass man was bringing the fodder into the stable the 
mare came up from behind and catching hold of the hind bundle gave it a violent 
jerk, which brought the whole bag of tricks to the ground. I luckily had no stays 
on or they would certainly have burst. 
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MANDALAY, 
11.2.94. 


I went to watch a game of polo last week; I long to play, and I am told that 
Gordon, of the military police, would mount anyone who cared to play, but at 
present I can scarcely find time to go and look on, much less go in for it 
regularly... 

I am very interested in watching the vultures which congregate in great 
numbers just here; there are three kinds, 2 brown and 1 black; the latter is a fine 
bird and very much cock of the walk; whenever one comes to a carcase the 
brown birds have to leave off eating and wait till he’s finished, trying to look as 
if they weren’t in the least hungry. Usually only one eats at a time at a small 
carcase, but this morning there was a regular Rugby scrimmage over a 
particularly “ripe” pariah puppy, about 14 birds struggling for the choice morsel. 


Among the vultures I was astonished to see a lovely black eagle (Neopus 
Malayensis) but just as I got my field-glasses to bear on him, off he flew. 


MANDALAY, 
30 March, 94. 


.. My boy has just got me some crows’ eggs; the Burmans don’t quite approve 
of my taking them as they have an idea that the spirits of their grandmothers turn 
into crows, but I cannot be expected to respect the eggs of other people’s 
grandmothers. Some absurd owls built themselves a nest inside my roof, which 
was a rash thing to do; of course I promptly took care of their eggs for them. 
Where would one find English servants who, besides cooking one’s food and 
bottle-washing generally, hunted for birds’ eggs and routed out police cases (my 
boy is of more use to me that way than any of my police men, and is invaluable 
in the witness box, as he will swear not only to what he saw, but to what he 
thinks I should like him to have seen)? Fancy saying to an English cook “Dinner 
at 7 sharp, and I’ve three guests coming; and, by the way, just see if the 
buzzard’s nest in the high elm has any eggs in it; and while you’re about it find 
out if there is any gambling going on in the Red Lion, etc., etc.” Pedrica would 
have wept scalding tears at such requests. 


MAYMYO, 
23.4.94. 


Į am still delighted with this place, it is delightfully cool and we have whist 
every night and dine and breakfast in each other’s houses rather more frequently 
than in our own; not much work to do, and a fair amount of sport to be had.... I 
heard a good story of some police officer to whom one of the Petty Burman 
princelings wrote an official letter, styling himself as usual “Lord of a 100 
elephants,” etc., etc. The police officer in reply called himself Lord of 1 pony, a 
half-bred terrier, 3 puppies, 13 fowls, and 1 duck. The princeling kicked up no 
end of a row. 

My goose has hatched out a brood of goslings in spite of 40 miles’ transit in a 
jolting bullock cart. 


MAYMYO, 
26.5.94. 


Don’t count your chickens after they’re hatched; it’s quite as fatal as it was to 
number one’s subjects in David’s time. I was writing to Mr. Lamb out in the 
jungle last week and telling him what gentlemanly geese and ducks I had and 
how they multiplied exceedingly and waxed fat, etc., when a confounded 
messenger rode up with the following letter from the Head Constable: 


“Your syce report that 2 goose and 2 gooseling, duck 3, hen 1, died yesterday 
with deceased. Syce weeping tears, 
Your obedient servant, etc. 


P.S. I saw them lying dead and ordered them to dry in the sun.” 

English’s poultry are dying too 5 he has just built a swagger fowl house so I 
wrote and told him that he was like the Rich Fool who built bigger barns, not 
that I wished to suggest for a moment that he was rich. 


In the summer months Hector got malaria very badly, and in August had to 
resign and come home, to my great delight. He told me that while lying in bed, 
feeling wretchedly ill, in some hotel, he heard footsteps passing in the corridor 
and called out. A German, a visitor like himself, and a stranger to Hector, came 
in and asked what was the matter? Hector told him he wanted a servant to bring 
him something to drink; the German stood and argued that it was not his 
business and he could not attend to sick people, neither should he give a message 
to anyone, and then departed. Of course he may have been mad, or madder than 
usual. It was some time after that Hector attracted the attention of a servant 
passing by and got what he wanted. 

My father went to meet him in London and found he was too ill to travel 
down to Devon at once, so they stopped in town for a time, a nurse was engaged, 
and he gradually got better. 

When he did arrive home, although looking ghastly ill, he lost no time in 
getting well, and soon bought a horse for the hunting season. But the fevers had 
weakened him so much that he could not last out a whole day’s hunting until 
quite the end of the season. 

However, we had some lovely times out together, in the hilly country 
between Devon and Cornwall, and these were priceless opportunities for Hector 
to study Devon types. 

We had settled down at Westward Ho, in those days a gay and jolly place, 
and separated by eleven miles from the aunts. 

A fox terrier, some Persian cats, and Agag, a jackdaw, with a passion for 
bathing, were our pets at that time. Hector shared that passion — not that they 


bathed together, but, wherever water was, he was not happy unless he was in it. 
We thought of keeping bears, but there were difficulties in the way, how to get 
them, chiefly. If a merchant travelling in wild animals had come our way, he 
would not have passed our gates in vain. 

In the summer, in addition to sea-bathing and riding, there was tennis, a game 
Hector loved more than any other, and we had lots of fun on our sporting 
“putting” green, but apart from putting he never played golf. 

Not more than three miles from Westward Ho there lived another witch, 
known personally to our housemaid, whose brother had been uncivil to her one 
day, and who was punished by a plague of creeping things all over him, which 
only left him next morning; but she is not the original of the witch in Hector’s 
stories. 

In 1896, Hector left for London, to earn his living by writing. Some Devon 
friends introduced him to Sir Francis Gould (then Carruthers Gould), who 
launched him in the literary world. He wrote for the Westminster Gazette 
political satires, called “Alice in Westminster,” illustrated by Carruthers Gould, 
and afterwards published in book form, as “The Westminster Alice.” 

In these sketches all the characters are public men, chiefly Cabinet Ministers, 
portrayed as the animals, etc., in “Alice in Wonderland.” 

These were followed in 1902 by the “Not So Stories,” also political satires. 

The Munro clan has always been composed of fighters and writers. Our 
grandfather, a colonel in the Indian Army, had a great compliment paid him by 
the Marquis Wellesley of his day, who said that he wrote purely classical 
language. His writing was entirely, I believe, on Indian politics. Aunt Tom told 
us this — she always said Hector had inherited his grandfather’s gift. At any 
rate, he wrote naturally and never went through a literary correspondence course. 
My mother’s mother was a very clever woman, and she, through her mother, 
belonged to the Macnab clan. So Hector was Celtic on both sides of his family. 

To me, his strongest characteristics were — whimsicality, keen sense of 
humour, love of animals, and pride in being Highland. There are people who 
think that to be fond of animals means domestic animals only; to include wild 
ones shows madness. Well — Hector must have been raving! It is possible to get 
a good deal more out of madness than sane people have any conception of! 

Another characteristic was his indifference to money. 

His attitude to business is shown in “Clovis on the Romance of Business,” in 
this volume. 

I have kept, unfortunately, very few of his letters written from town. Some, in 
fact, I destroyed as soon as read, because my father insisted on reading any 


letters his sons ever wrote, and Hector and I sometimes had plans which we did 
not divulge to him at once. 

Here is an extract from one written when he was chumming with a friend, one 
Tocke. 


“MY DEAR E. 


“The duck was a bird of great parts and as tender as a good man’s conscience 
when confronted with the sins of others. Truly a comfortable bird. Tockling is 
looking well and is in better health and spirits generally, and everything in the 
garden’s lovely. Except the ‘Cambridgeshire’ which we all came a cropper over. 
We put our underclothing on the wrong horse and are now praying for a mild 
Winter.” 

Sometimes when I left Westward Ho for a short visit, he came down to 
“understudy” me, chiefly in looking after the animals, and to see that Aunt Tom, 
who made a bee line for our house as soon as she knew I had started, did not 
have everything at sixes and sevens before I came back. This is one from home. 

“Aunt Tom came on a visit the day Ker left, but I am still understudying your 
place. She is horrified at the rapidity of my marketing (which has been so far 
successful), but I pointed out to her that it was doubtful economy to spend an 
hour trying to save a few halfpennies on the price of vegetables when other 
people spent pounds to snatch a short time by the seaside — and the quicker I 
marketed the sooner I got back. Of course she was not converted to my view.... 
On Wednesday we drove to Bucks and met a menagerie, so with two other traps 
we turned into a field to let it pass. Bertie and I went in on both nights to see the 
beasts, and made friends with the young trainer, who was quite charming, and 
had sweet little lion cubs (born in the first coronation week) taken out of their 
cage and put into our arms, also seductive little wolf-puppies which you would 
have loved.” 

He spent much time in the British Museum Reading Room getting material 
for his book, “The Rise of the Russian Empire.” This was published in 1900, his 
only entirely serious book, tracing the beginnings of Russian history to the time 
of Peter the Great. 

A friend writes that he is sorry the book is so little known, “for it is better 
written and more interesting than Rambaud’s ‘ History of Russia,’ which I fancy 
is still the most widely read book on this subject.” Hector himself had not a great 
opinion of the book. He was charmed with the remark of our coachman who 
asked for the loan of it. I don’t know how much of it he read, but one day he said 


to Hector, “I’ve read your book, sir, and I must say I shouldn’t care to have 
written it myself.” 

Hector said it was the biggest compliment he had ever had. 

The Bookman considered he had provided “an historical outline of no little 
value.” 

In August 1901 he had the experience of going to Edinburgh with Aunt Tom. 
At one time I wished that she had invited me too, but not after reading the 
following account. 


EDINBURGH, 
17.8.01. 


“MY DEAR E. 


“Travelling with Aunt Tom is more exciting than motorcarring. We had four 
changes and on each occasion she expected the railway company to bring our 
trunks round on a tray to show that they really had them on the train. Every 10 
minutes or so she was prophetically certain that her trunk, containing among 
other things ‘poor mother’s lace,’ would never arrive at Edinburgh. There are 
times when I almost wish Aunt Tom had never had a mother. Nothing Out a 
merciful sense of humour brought me through that intermittent unstayable 
outpour of bemoaning. And at Edinburgh, sure enough her trunk was missing! 

“Tt was in vain that the guard assured her that it would come on in the next 
train, half-an-hour later; she denounced the vile populace of Bristol and Crewe, 
who had broken open her box and were even then wearing the maternal lace. I 
said no one wore lace at 8 o’clock in the morning and persuaded her to get some 
breakfast in the refreshment-room while we waited for the alleged train. Then a 
worse thing befel — no baps! There were lovely French rolls but she demanded 
of the terrified waiter if he thought we had come to Edinburgh to eat bread! 

“In the midst of our hapless breakfast I went out and lit upon her trunk and 
got a wee bit laddie to carry it in and lay it at her very feet. Aunt Tom received it 
with faint interest and complained of the absence of baps. 

“Then we spent a happy hour driving from one hostelry to another in search 
of rooms, Aunt Tom reiterating the existence of a Writer to the Signet who went 
away and let his rooms 30 years ago, and ought to be doing it still. ‘Anyhow’ she 
said, we are seeing Edinburgh,’ much as Moses might have informed the 
companions of his 40 years’ wanderings hat They were seeing Asia. Then we 
came here, and they took rooms after scolding the manageress, servants and 
entire establishment nearly out of the senses because everything was not to her 


liking. I hurriedly explained to everybody that my aunt was tired and upset after 
a long journey, and disappointed at not getting the rooms she had expected; after 
I had comforted two chambermaids and the boots, were crying quietly in 
comers, and coaxed the hotel kitten of the waste-paper basket, I went to get a 
shave and a wash — when I came back Aunt Tom was beaming on the whole 
establishment and saying she should recommend the hotel to all her friend, ‘You 
can easily manage these people,’ she remarked at lunch ‘if you only know the 
way to their hearts. She told the manageress that I was frightfully particular. 

I believe we are to be here till Tuesday morning, and then go into rooms; the 
hotel people have earnestly recommended a lot to us. 

“Aunt Tom really is marvellous; after 16 hours in the train without a wink of 
sleep and an hour spent in hunting for rooms, her only desire is to go out and see 
the shops. She says it was a remarkably comfortable journey; personally I have 
never know such an exhausting experience. 


“ya. b. 


“H. H. MUNRO.” 

I told Hector once that Aunt Tom’s character should be immortalized in some 
story. 

“I shall write about her some day,” he said, “but not until after her death.” 

She died in 1915 when he was learning to be a soldier, and has only appeared 
sketchily in his stories; “The Sex that Doesn’t Shop,” is chiefly about her. 

Somewhere before 1902 Hector had a severe attack of double pneumonia in 
London. After his recovery he seemed to be much stronger than he had ever 
been before and continued so for the rest of his life. 

In 1902 he was in the Balkans as correspondent for the Morning Post, a part 
of the world that had always attracted him. 

To find a horse to ride, a river to bathe in and a game of tennis or bridge, 
were his first considerations after work had been seen to. 


SOPHIA, 
7.1.03. 


Have been elected a visiting member of the Union Club, which is the social 
hub of the local universe; the English vice-consul and I fell into each other’s 
arms when we each discovered that the other played Bridge. I have voluminous 
discussions in French with some of the leaders in the Bulgarian Parliament; I 


don’t mean to say the discussions take place there; mercifully neither can 
criticize the other’s accent. 

Don’t get humpy with L. B.; it is part of his nature to do odd things and he 
will never be otherwise. I can imagine him walking out of Heaven and saying 
“This place is run by the Jews.” And at heart he is friendly. 

Wyntour sent me a tiny silver crucifix to keep off vampires, which up to the 
present it has done. 


USKUB, 
20.4.03. 


This is the most delightfully outlandish and primitive place I have ever dared 
to hope for. Rustchuk was elegant and up-to-date in comparison. The only hotel 
in the place is full; I am in the other. A small ragged boy swooped on my things 
and marched before me like a pillar of dust, while two blind beggars came 
behind with suggestions of charitable performances on my part. Then I was 
walked upstairs and offered the alternative of sharing a bedroom with a Turk or a 
nicer bedroom with two Turks. 

I pleaded a lonely and morose disposition and was at last given a room 
without carpet, stove, or wardrobe, but also without Turks. The only person on 
the “hotel” staff that I can converse with is a boy who speaks Bulgarian with a 
stutter. The country round is “apart”; lovely rolling hills and huge snow-capped 
mountains, and storks nesting in large communities; everything wild and open 
and full of life. There are two magpies who seem to have some idea of living in 
this room with me. 


SALONIQUE, 
9.5.03. 


There is a “Young Turk,” if you know what that means, staying in this hotel, 
very interesting and amusing. He has learnt and forgotten a little English, but the 
other day in the midst of a political discussion in French he took our breath away 
by starting off at a great rate “Twinkle, twinkle, little star,” and went on with 
more of it than I had ever heard before. It’s a funny world. 

There is rather a nice Turkish dish one gets here, a cross between a junket and 
a cream cheese, eaten with sugar. 

In the stampede here the other day when the attempt was made on the 
Telegraph Office I picked up a tiny kitten that was in danger of being trampled 
on and put it into a place of safety. 


There was a highly-coloured account of our adventure with the piquet in the 
Neue Freie Presse. 

This refers to his experience when “held up” as a dynamiter — he sent the 
following account to the Morning Post: 


SALONICA RAILWAY STATION, 
April 30, 1903. 


(MIDNIGHT.) 


The reports which reached Uskub on Wednesday night and this morning of 
sinister doings at Salonica, of attempts to dynamite the line to Constantinople, 
and of the Ottoman Bank having been blown up, tempered by a cheerful official 
optimism that parts of the bank were still standing, prompted an immediate 
move towards the scene of disturbance. 

In company with an American newspaper representative, whose last act in 
Uskub was to snapshot almost the entire Consular Body, which had turned out to 
see our departure, I started south by the train leaving at two o’clock in the 
afternoon along a line dotted throughout its length by frequent picquets, patrols, 
and small camps of railway guards. Before the train, slightly overdue, drew into 
the dark and apparently deserted terminal station the news was passed along by 
obviously demoralized officials that the town was in a state of siege, and that no 
one could be allowed to leave the station that night. 

The first duty of a correspondent is to correspond, and a town in the throes of 
a revolutionary outbreak seemed to offer more attractions than a railway station 
tenanted with herded humans. 

In the hope of slipping out by a side exit we therefore picked up our valises 
and made for an apparent outlet some five hundred yards distant across a waste 
of inconveniently overgrown grass. As a slight precaution against being 
mistaken for prowling Komitniki we turned down the collars of our overcoats so 
as to display the white collar, if not of a blameless life, at least of a business that 
did not call for concealment. 

About four hundred yards of the distance had been covered when a frantic 
challenge in Turkish brought us to a standstill, and five armed and agitated 
figures sprang forward in the starlight and began to interrogate us at a distance, 
which they seemed disinclined to lessen. As five triggers had clicked and five 
rifles were covering us we dropped our valises and “up-handed,” but without 
reassuring our questioners, who seemed to be possessed of a panic which might 
more reasonably have been displayed on our part. 


Neither of us knew a word of Turkish, and Bulgarian was obviously unsuited 
to the occasion. Never in my study of that tongue have its words come so readily 
and persistently to my lips, and every French sentence I began became entangled 
with the phraseology of the debarred language. 

The men had reached a point whence they were unwilling to approach nearer, 
and for a minute or two they took deliberate aim from a ridiculously easy range 
in a state of excitement which was unpleasant to witness from our end of the 
barrels. 

At last two lowered their rifles, and after stalking round us with elaborate 
caution managed to secure our hands with a rope or sash-cord, which was 
hurriedly produced from somewhere. The operation would have been shorter if 
they had not tried to hold their rifles at our heads at the same time. When it was 
safely accomplished the statement that I was “Inglesi effendi” and the demand 
for our Consuls allayed their suspicions to a certain extent, but nothing would 
induce them to pick up my valise until the light of day should show its real 
nature, and it is still lying out on the waste land, where, if it explodes violently, 
no great harm will be done. 

Arrived at the railway waiting-room, where the accumulation of apparently 
several trainloads was gathered in philosophic discomfort, the horrified officials 
flocked to release us with a haste which made the untying process almost as long 
as the binding. 

The explanations on both sides had to be accepted for the moment, and two 
loud explosions in the distance made us feel that we had gained our security 
none too soon. 

According to the information, doubtless panic-coloured, which was given us 
in nervous scraps by non-Turkish railway officials, the town is in a condition 
which makes it dangerous to venture into the streets, the Ottoman Bank is in 
ruins, the Colombo and other hotels have been damaged by bombs, and many 
persons have been killed and wounded. 

The exits of the station are closed until daylight. On my asking the members 
of the picquet why they had not fired they answered that they had only hesitated 
on seeing our collars, which made them doubt if we were Bulgarian desperadoes. 

In the spring of 1904 he was in Warsaw, corresponding for the Morning Post. 
His experiences with young men in Poland and Russia were always the same — 
he could not get them to be energetic. 


WARSAW, 
19.6.04. 


The American Consul has a schoolboy nephew staying with him, who goes to 
swimbath every day with me, and afterwards we play tennis, he, I, Consul and an 
Irish girl. Poles of my own age are pleasant enough, but it is impossible to get 
them to do anything; on the most scorching days nothing will induce them to 
join my amphibious afternoons in the Vistula; they agree to come, with every 
sign of nervous depression, but return presently beaming to say they have 
remembered they have got a cold and it would be dangerous, etc.... 

P.S. — A 14 year old Polish kid belonging to the house has constituted 
himself my valet and carries on my toilet every day with extreme minuteness, 
besides doing most of my shopping. On a hot day I can thoroughly recommend a 
syphon of soda-water turned on between the shoulder-blades. 


1.8.04. 


The amateur valet continues to be amusing. Nearly all the time I have known 
him he has gone every night to sleep at his aunt’s house on the other side of the 
river, in consequence of a row with his mother. I asked him when matters were 
going to be smoothed over between him and his hen parent and he said he didn’t 
intend to be reconciled, he only got tea in the morning at home, while at his 
aunt’s house there was always chocolate. After that I realized that the matter was 
beyond even the healing touch of time; what is home and a mother where no 
chocolate is? 

“T have got some more coins, old Russian, Polish, Bohemian, etc., going back 
to 1300, from a man here who has an immense collection. I fairly took his breath 
away when he started on mediaeval history, as he found I knew rather more 
about the old lines of east-European princes than he did, and an Englishman is 
expected to be profoundly ignorant of such things. 

Have you thought of getting a wolf instead of a hound? There would be no 
license to pay and at first it could feed largely on the smaller Inktons, with 
biscuits sometimes for a change. You would have to train it to distinguish the 
small Vernon boys from other edible sorts, or else Cook would be coming with 
trembling lip nigh upon breakfast-time to say there was no milk in the house. 
Also you and Aunt Tom could do marketing in comfort Think it over. 

The poorer people here have nice feudal ways and kiss your hand on the least 
provocation. The Russian officers, whatever their private sentiments may be, 
have not the atrocious manners of the Prussians, which I believe cannot be 
matched anywhere in Europe... 

I heard from T — ; I had mentioned to her that I had had enough of bad news 
this year, which I have in one way and another, and she observes that she didn’t 


know that I had experienced misfortune of any sort lately. I suppose it is 
impossible for her to realize what the loss of that little dog means to you and me. 

I keep dreaming that he is found, and then comes the waking disappointment. 
Of course it’s worse for you because he was always with you. 

In 1904 “Reginald” was published, having first appeared in the Westminster 
Gazette. The characters in the various stories are all imaginary. Reginald is a 
type composed of several young men, studied during his years of town life; 
Hector told me that more than one of his acquaintances considered himself the 
original. Some friends wrote him that the identity of the duchess had been 
established. He wrote me from Petersburg: 

Thanks for your letter and the cuttings. The Athenaum consoled me for Aunt 
Tom’s remark that it was a pity the book had been published as, after the 
“Alice,” people would expect it to be clever and of course be disappointed. The 
“of course” was terribly crushing but I am able to sit up now and take a little 
light nourishment. 

He was settled in Petersburg in the autumn and had a delightful two years 
there. I joined him in the winter: with the exception of Davos it was the most 
perfect time abroad we had ever had together. He always lunched at the Hotel de 
France, which was quite a club for journalists; the food was good, and there were 
generally interesting people to be met there; moreover, being close to the 
Nevsky Prospekt, it was the hub of Petersburg. 

It was to be a very exciting place for us, the day of Father Gapon’s attempt, 
with his legion of followers, to reach the Winter Palace to present his petition to 
the Tsar. Knowing that there was likely to be trouble, Hector settled that we 
must go early to the Hotel de France that Sunday, which by its close proximity to 
the Palace was the best centre from which to watch events. We were joined at 
the hotel by a Polish friend and lunched quickly. 

Hector and the Pole then went out to scout, leaving me in the smoking-room 
to watch the street and the archway leading to the Winter Palace. 

They soon returned at a trot with a lot of others, troops being in possession of 
the Palace Square, allowing no one to enter it. The Nevsky Prospekt at this time 
(between one and two) was the favourite promenade of Russians, as Church 
Parade in Hyde Park is with us. 

The crowds were curious to see what was going on in the Square, but soon 
came scampering back, being driven by Cossacks, who were using their whips 
freely. A second time they tried, and this time the Cossacks charged them with 
drawn swords. Hector and the Pole had gone out by another exit to the Moi’ka 
Embankment, and a page presently came to fetch me to them. Here we waited 


for something to happen. Meanwhile the troops in the Palace Square had fired on 
the deputation arriving by the bridge, and here there was great slaughter. 

Thinking nothing would happen on our side of the hotel, I went in, and 
immediately soldiers arrived on the scene and fired three volleys. Hector and his 
friend pressed themselves flat against a doorway; a bullet whizzed past Hector’s 
head and lodged a foot off in the wall. 

By 2.50 the Palace Square was cleared of people and the corpses and 
wounded were being collected. As Hector had to get all the information he 
could, he took a sleigh to go to another part of the city where the fighting was 
reported to be severe. He got his news, wired to the Post and returned to take me 
to another hotel, where we dined with one of Reuter’s men, who appeared to 
think the Revolution had begun. 

The next two days were very exciting, the Cossacks were doing some killing 
on their own account, and murdered some unfortunate students merely because 
they had called out insults to them. They were an evil-looking lot, pronounced 
Mongolian type, with criminal faces. Hector scowled so at them as they passed, 
we being in a sleigh going slowly along rather empty streets, that I hurriedly 
tried to draw his attention to something on the opposite side of the road, seeing 
that they were scowling worse at us. 

For two nights we had to get back to the flat before dark because the 
electricians had struck and the lampless streets were not safe. Hector went out to 
forage and had to run the hardest he knew in one street, an officer shouting that 
his men would shoot anyone remaining in that street in two minutes’ time. (Fact 
was, all Petersburg had nerves at that time.) He returned with eggs, sweet 
biscuits, smoked tongue and Bessarabian wine, snatching them up just as the 
shops, in a panic, were closing. Better dinner have I never tasted, with 
excitement as a sauce. 

Hardly had we finished our meal when excited Russians, friends of Hector’s, 
dashed in and gave us the news of the latest Cossack atrocities, pacing up and 
down the room all the time. It was more exciting than any play. On the second 
evening, after telling us harrowing tales of searching hospitals for his friend, 
whom at last he found dead, one Russian calmly invited us to go to the opera 
with him that night! It was such a jump from horrors to frivolity that I could 
hardly keep grave, especially as Hector was making signs to me, behind the 
man’s back, to refuse. 

Hector was the only foreign correspondent whom General Trépoff, Governor 
of Petersburg, did not send for. The others had given to their papers very high 
figures for the casualties, and Hector, from information supplied by his spies, put 
the number of dead at about 1500. 


When the excitement had simmered down we did a lot of sight-seeing, and 
tried to “do” the Winter Palace in one afternoon, but it was too vast. The evening 
generally saw us at the telegraph office where Hector sent off his report and 
where we met the other journalists doing the same thing. We both noticed the 
extraordinary slackness and inertia of Russian men and boys of all classes. This 
is Hector’s impression of men in Russian towns: 


ST. PETERSBURG, 
August 29, 1905. 


The inquiry which has been going on in the columns of the Morning Post into 
the existence and causes of physical deterioration might be extended if Russia 
were brought within the scope of the discussion to a study of physical stagnation 
in the life of a nation. Such a study would open out interesting speculations as to 
the political consequences which such stagnation is likely to have on the 
immediate future of the race in question. 

One of the most striking discoveries which one makes in the course of a 
residence in this country is the all-prevailing inertia of the stalwart and 
seemingly lusty Russian race, an inertia that appears to be common to all classes, 
and to spring from no particular accident of circumstance, unless the long 
Russian winter can be held partly responsible. I have before alluded to the 
impression of convalescents out for an airing produced by the heavily 
overcoated, aimlessly lounging soldiers and sailors off duty in the streets of the 
capital; the officers, in spite of their brilliant and imposing uniforms, do not 
succeed much better in imparting a tone of dash and vigour to their 
surroundings. 

A young officer stationed in a town drives from his quarters to his club, from 
his club to his restaurant, back to his club and so forth, and that represents about 
the sum of his non-professional exertions; by driving it must not be supposed 
that he climbs into a high dogcart and steers a spirited pony through the streets. 
If he possesses a private carriage it takes the form of a roomy, well-cushioned 
brougham or victoria drawn by a pair of heavy, long-maned, flowing-tailed 
horses and driven by a fat, bearded coachman swathed in thick quilted garments 
into the semblance of a huge human sack. In this conveyance he takes the air if 
the weather should be sufficiently tempting. The daily routine of an old lady at 
Bath with a taste for cards would not be very widely different, except that she 
would perhaps go less often to church and never to parade or cafe chantant. 

Brave, charming, and good-natured as the Russian officer is universally 
acknowledged to be by those who know him, he has certainly no compelling 


impulse towards the recreations of saddle and greensward, and one contrasts 
wonderingly the unceasing outdoor programme of an Indian military station 
under the enervating influence of a tropical atmosphere. One senior officer, 
probably not of Russian stock, may be seen at times taking horse exercise in the 
streets of St. 

Petersburg, and I believe that a letter addressed to this city, “to the General 
who rides,” would find him without difficulty. 

With the younger generation of the military caste it is the same story. In the 
spacious grounds attached to one of the cadet headquarters in St. Petersburg one 
may find on a late summer evening the youths of the British and German 
colonies vigorously engaged in football practice or in the milder activities of 
lawn tennis, while the cadets walk sedately along the gravel paths or find an 
outlet for their superfluous energies in the game of gorodki, somewhat 
resembling ninepins. 

In civilian walks of life the same stagnation has universal sway; among 
peasant agriculturists in the country districts and among certain classes of 
townsfolk there are of course seasons and occasions when energy is a matter of 
necessity, but when that compulsion of circumstance is removed or non-existent 
the Russian relapses naturally into an atmosphere of congenial torpidity. 

In every Russian town of any size there are thousands or hundreds of well- 
built, healthy-looking men, ranging from eighteen years upwards, but mostly in 
the prime of early manhood, who occupy the posts of doorkeepers and yard- 
keepers, and whose most laborious functions consist of a little sweeping and 
wood-chopping, an occasional errand, and sometimes escorting an over-drunken 
wayfarer to his destination. For the rest of their time they sleep, or gossip by the 
hour over sweetened concoctions of weak tea, or play mild baby games with 
their children or any friendly dog or kitten that comes their way. And in their 
peaked caps, gay shirts, and high Blucher boots, they convey the impression of a 
sort of Praetorian Guard in undress. 

Probably the custom of dressing nearly every male civilian, from small 
errand-boys to postmen and such minor officials, in high military boots is 
responsible for many of our earliest notions of the Russians as a stern, truculent 
warrior breed. An army, it has been said, marches on its stomach; the Russians 
for several generations have lived on their boots. If an average British boy were 
put at an early age into such boots he would become a swashbuckling terror to 
his family and neighbourhood, and in due course would rove abroad and found 
an Empire, or at any rate die of a tropical disease. A Russian would not feel 
impelled by the same influence further than the nearest summer garden. 


Hector had a very good little servant at his rooms, but after I left there was a 
change, and a girl arrived who helped herself to food. Hector and a friend who 
was chumming with him then noticed that mince-pies were irresistible to her, so 
one day they opened those that were left over and put mustard underneath the 
mince-meat. After that nothing was touched, and everything was understood! 

From Petersburg Hector went to Paris, in 1906, found himself an 
appartement, and sought for an original servant. One after another he inspected 
at a Registry Office — all were correct and probably excellent, but not original. 
At last one offered who gave the desired impression, one Marcellin, and an 
invaluable valet he proved, with a taste for cooking and an imperturbable 
temper. Hector attended the French Chamber a good deal and suffered from the 
closeness of the atmosphere; this probably gave him an attack of “intermittent 
something, which people insist is influenza, all the symptoms being absent; it 
might as well be snake-bite.” 

In addition to writing for the Morning Post he wrote some articles in French 
for a French paper, but not regularly, I think. He had an amusing time in Paris, 
made many friends (he had a gift for friendship), and having an intelligent 
interest in food, the only one of our family so gifted, appreciated the restaurants 
there. But not all the American tourists whom he met had the same appreciation. 
I think they were chiefly people from very country parts. “I seem fated,” he 
wrote once, “to learn the inmost yearnings of American stomachs; was dining at 
Constan’s one night when an elderly American lady was leaving the restaurant 
after her dinner, and informing the busy manager in a high scream which grew 
higher and higher as she neared the door: ‘I like roast lamb. My sister likes roast 
lamb. At the Grand hotel God knows where we had some roast lamb that was 
real good. Yes, we both like roast lamb.’ Then the Roumanian orchestra struck 
up, so I never knew what her little son’s feelings were towards roast lamb.” 

My father became very ill in May, 1907, and we wired for Hector. The 
incident in “The Unbearable Bassington” of the little black dog happened to 
himself. He was playing bridge at a friend’s flat and saw the dog, which only 
appeared to people when bad news was on the way to them. So far he had only 
heard that my father was ill, the next morning he got the wire to come home, and 
arrived two days before he died. 

A very close friendship existed between the two. Hector told me afterwards 
that writing for the papers had lost much of its incentive since he had lost his 
most appreciative reader (my father). 

Later in the summer he invited me to stay with him in Normandy. We lit upon 
Pourville because it was small and unfashionable (I don’t know what it is like 


now) and picturesque. 

We settled ourselves at a newly-opened little hotel whose landlady possessed 
a temperament Hector chose the hotel; he had an unerring instinct for a place a 
little out of the ordinary. Next door to our caravanserai was a post-office which 
sold odds and ends as well as stamps. Choosing some picture post-cards one day 
I asked how much they were and was answered from behind the counter by 
Hector, who sold them to me, and some stamps to another customer, suggesting 
further outlay on his part on various goods, the owner looking on and beaming. 

We bathed in the mornings, explored the countryside in the afternoons and 
sometimes watched the play at the Casino in the evenings, studying types all the 
time. The place, Pourville, was thick with types; one of them was the original of 
“The Soul of Laploshka,” in “Reginald in Russia.” We found he had a reputation 
for meanness, and in the fullness of time Hector played a hoax on him; if there 
were a crime on which he had no pity it was meanness, and this man had 
apparently plenty of money, so there was no shadow of excuse for him. 

In September Hector returned to Paris, and next year, 1908, was settled in 
London. He bought a charming cottage on the Surrey Hills, where I was his 
tenant; as it was only twenty-three miles from London he could come down 
whenever he liked. With Logie, my Dandy, and Ho, the black Persian, and a 
garden that we planned and made ourselves, we had the most delightful home. 

In this garden was a bed planted with May-flowering tulips; we were both of 
us tulip mad. One night at supper I set fire to the lamp by swinging it to release 
the oil. 

We stood gazing at the flames, wondering what to do. 

“Earth is the best thing,” said Hector, and dashed into the garden. 

A friend, supping with us, who had more sense than either of us, seized the 
hearth-rug and extinguished the lamp under it. When Hector at last appeared I 
said to him, “You’ve been a long time fetching that earth.” 

“Well,” he said, “the tulip bed came first, and of course I couldn’t disturb 
that, so I had to go farther on to the cabbage plot.” 

One summer we had rather a sunless period and I was deploring the effect on 
the garden. “We will invoke Apollo’s aid to-night, round a bonfire,” said Hector. 

So, with a guest who was with us, we draped sheets round us to look more 
Grecian and therefore more pleasing to Apollo, while we craved the boon of 
sunshine. The next day there was a brilliant sun and every day after for three 
weeks. 

In London Hector lived at 97 Mortimer Street, where he did all his writing, 
and spent his evenings chiefly at his club, the “Cocoa Tree,” playing Bridge. 


In the summer of 1909, I think it was, the Russian dancers, Nijinsky 
Karsarvina, and the others, first came to London. Hector and his friend of 
Petersburg days, Mr. Reynolds, gave an “At Home” at a friend’s studio, “to meet 
the dancers.” No one to be invited 70 who could not speak French, that being the 
only foreign language the Russians understood. 

It was a succes fou, sixty people turned up eager to meet the novelties. The 
Russians up to that time had been nowhere and were delighted at their first 
glimpse of English social life and also at being greeted in Russian by their hosts. 

I found Nijinsky and another man peering eagerly under a table. 

“What is it?” I asked. 

“C’est le diable,” cried Nijinsky, and out walked an Aberdeen terrier. 

He had never seen the breed before from the way he gazed at it. He told me 
he was surprised not to see bulldogs about. “In Russia we heard that every 
Englishman walks out accompanied by a bulldog.” 

We finished that day, a few of us, by dining at the “Gourmets,” beloved of 
Hector and myself. We always dined at some Italian restaurant, because I liked 
the food, but the “Gourmets” was our favourite. An air of gaiety met us at the 
door and an air of gaiety we took in with us. It is haunted ground for me now 
and I never go there. The Cafe Royal was another favourite place — generally 
we wound up there. And one New Year’s Eve we had hilarious revels with some 
friends at Gambrinus, dancing afterwards. Hector had thoughtfully provided 
himself with one of those toys, new at that time, which imitate a dog growling. I 
think ours must have been the liveliest table! 

“Foreigners must be puzzled by all this,” said he; “I’m sure they never make 
as much noise themselves.” 

It was on another New Year’s Eve that, meeting a party of strangers, he 
insisted on seizing hands and dancing “Here we go round the mulberry bush” in 
Oxford Circus. He could throw himself into whatever he was doing at the 
moment as though no other kind of life existed; this characteristic he certainly 
inherited from his mother’s family, whose vitality and youngness were 
uncommon. 

Tapestry painting he was very keen on; he painted a large canvas when 
staying with me, “A Boar-hunt in the Middle Ages”; the background looked 
exactly as though it were faded needlework. But he did a much better one, which 
when I saw it for the first time I took for an old French tapestry he had bought in 
Paris which I had never seen. I wish I knew where it is now; he lent it to a friend 
who died, and of course his people did not know the ownership of the tapestry 
and probably gave it away. 


In going over Hector’s papers I came across a pencilled fragment on “the 
Garden of Eden.” Eve is depicted as a very stubborn, even mule-like character. 
The serpent simply cannot get her to eat the forbidden fruit. She does not see that 
any good will come of it, and she is placidly happy in her limited knowledge. 

“The Serpent elaborated all the arguments and inducements that he had 
already brought forward, and improvised some new ones, but Eve’s reply was 
unfailingly the same. Her mind was made up. The Serpent gave a final petulant 
wriggle of its coils and slid out of the landscape with an unmistakable air of 
displeasure. 

““You haven’t tasted the Forbidden Fruit. I suppose?’ said a pleasant but 
rather anxious voice at Eve’s shoulder a few minutes later. It was one of the 
Archangels who was speaking. 

“No,” said Eve placidly, ‘Adam and I went into the matter very thoroughly 
last night and we came to the conclusion that we should be rather ill-advised in 
eating the fruit of that tree; after all, there are heaps of other trees and vegetables 
for us to feed on.’ 

““Of course it does great credit to your sense of obedience,’ said the 
Archangel, with an entire lack of enthusiasm in his voice, ‘but it will cause 
considerable disappointment in some quarters. There was an idea going about 
that you might be persuaded by specious arguments into tasting the Forbidden 
Fruit.’ 

“There was a Serpent here speaking about it the last few days,’ said Eve; ‘he 
seemed rather huffed that we didn’t follow his advice, but Adam and I went into 
the whole matter last night and we came to t—’ 

“Yes, yes,’ said the Archangel in an embarrassed voice, ‘a very praiseworthy 
decision, of course. At the same time, well, it’s not exactly what every one 
anticipated. You see Sin has got to come into the world, somehow.’ 

““Yes?’ said Eve, without any marked show of interest. 

“< And you are practically the only people who can introduce it.’ 

“I don’t know anything about that,’ said Eve placidly; ‘Adam and I have got 
to think of our own interests. We went very thoroughly—’ 

“You see,’ said the Archangel, ‘the most elaborate arrangements have been 
foreordained on the assumption that you would yield to temptation. No end of 
pictures of the Fall of Man are destined to be painted and a poet is going one day 
to write an immortal poem called “Paradise L—”’ 

“*Called what?’ asked Eve as the Archangel suddenly pulled himself up. 

“<“Paradise Life.” It’s all about you and Adam eating the Forbidden Fruit. If 
you don’t eat it I don’t see how the poem can possibly be written.” 

Eve is still dogged — says she has no appetite for more fruit. 


“< I had some figs and plantains and half a dozen medlars early this morning, 
and mulberries and a few mangosteens in the middle of to-day, and last night 
Adam and I feasted to repletion on young asparagus and parsley-tops with a 
sauce of pomegranate juice; and yesterday norning—’ 

“T must be going,’ said the Archangel, adding rather sulkily, ‘if I should see 
the Serpent would it be any use telling him to look round again — ?’ 

““Not in the least,’ said Eve. Her mind was made up. 

“< The trouble is,’ said the Archangel as he folded his wings in a serener 
atmosphere and recounted his Eden experiences, ‘ there is too great a profusion 
of fruit in that garden; there isn’t enough temptation to hunger after one special 
kind. Now if there was a partial crop failure—’ The idea was acted on. 

Blight, mildew and caterpillars and untimely frosts worked havoc among 
trees and bushes and herbs; the plantains withered, the asparagus never sprouted, 
the pineapples never ripened, radishes were worm-eaten before they were big 
enough to pick. The Tree of Knowledge alone flaunted itself in undiminished 
luxuriance. 

““We shall have to eat it after all,’ said Adam, who had breakfasted sparsely 
on some mouldy tamarinds and the rind of yesterday’s melon. 

““We were told not to, and we’re not going to,’ said Eve stubbornly. Her 
mind was made up on the point—” 

How she eventually succumbed I don’t know. Hector had a special 
detestation for this type of character, stubborn, placid, unimaginative, like the 
awful, good child in “The Story Teller,” who is from life, though we never knew 
her as a child. We tried to change her by playing a few hoaxes off on her — but 
she had been in the mould too long. 

In the summers Hector and I tried various out-of-the-way seaside places, and 
in one very hot spell we bathed in what he considered an ideal way — we spent 
the day in the sea with intervals on land, Logie guarding our clothes and food- 
basket Charlie was at this time with his wife and child in Dublin, where he was 
Governor of Mountjoy Prison, having left the Burma Police service; though 
stronger than Hector, the climate rather told on him. Hector and I spent 
Christmas with them one year and next summer we were all together again on 
the Donegal coast at Innishowen, where, the house being just on the sea, he had 
as much bathing as he wanted. In London, swimming-baths helped to keep him 
fit. 

All this time he was writing sketches for the Morning Post, the Bystander and 
the Westminster Gazette, and some political sketches, illustrated by “Pat,” for the 
Daily Express. 

In 1910 “Reginald in Russia” was published, a further collection of 


Reginald’s doings; “Judkin of the Parcels” and “The Soul of Laploshka” are 
from characters he knew. 

In 1912 “The Chronicles of Clovis” appeared, Clovis being an irrepressible 
young man, something after the style of “Reginald,” and this year he wrote his 
first novel, “The Unbearable Bassington.” The chief character is taken from life, 
but the original, so far, has not had a tragic ending; many of the other characters 
are also real people, in fact some of the reviews kindly gave clues as to the 
originals. 

There is, as Mr. Reynolds said in his Memoir to “The Toys of Peace,” a little 
bit of autobiography in the account of the loneliness Comus felt when exiled to 
Africa. Opinion varied very much about the book — one friend, whom Hector 
asked for a candid opinion, said it was unbalanced, this Hector rather thought 
himself. The Press was pretty unanimously enthusiastic, the Observer calling it 
“one of the wittiest books, not only of the year but of the decade,” and another 
paper pronounced it “clever to distraction.” 

“Beasts and Super-Beasts,” another collection of short stories, was published 
in 1914, and late in 1913, “When William Came.” Hector wrote part of it while 
staying with me near Rye, and in order to get absolute quiet spent hours writing 
in a wood near, while Logie hunted rabbits. 

Many of the characters in that too are from life — one of them, the most 
sympathetic, the lady of Tory-wood, being that of a well-known London 
Conservative hostess, for whom Hector had a great admiration. Lord Roberts 
wrote him a most appreciative note, which pleased him tremendously. 

The story is an account of the conditions of English life after a successful 
invasion by the Germans. Two women friends, to whom I lent it during the war, 
got as far as the middle and dared not finish it, they were more than half afraid 
that William might come. 

Hector chose the name “Saki” from the cupbearer in the “Rubaiyat” of Omar 
Khayyam. 


“Yon rising Moon that looks for us again — 

How oft hereafter will she wax and wane; 

How oft hereafter rising look for us 

Through this same Garden — and for one in vain! 
And when like her, oh Saki, you shall pass 

Among the Guests Star-scatter’d on the Grass, 
And in your joyous errand reach the spot 

Where I made One — turn down an empty Glass!” 


He loved Persian poetry and Eastern stories; Flecker’s “The Golden Journey 
to Samarkand” was an especial favourite. 

For one who knew him only through his books Mr. S. P. B. Mais has an 
uncanny insight into his character. He wrote of him: “Munro’s under standing of 
children can only be explained by the fact that he was in many ways a child 
himself: his sketches betray a harshness, a love of practical jokes, a craze for 
animals of the most exotic breeds, a lack of mellow geniality that hint very 
strongly at the child in the man. Manhood has but placed in his hands a perfect 
sense of irony and withheld all other adult traits. 

“In ‘ The Mappined Life’ we get for the first time near to the secret of a 
genius who did not unlock his heart. Here at last, behind the child, the buffoon, 
the satirist, the eclectic, the aristocrat, the elegant man of the world, we can trace 
the features of one who discovered that the only way to make life bearable was 
to laugh at it. 

“Meredith would have acclaimed him as a true master of the Comic: posterity 
will acknowledge him as one of our great writers.” 

But a friend of Hector’s, a man who knew him well, summed him up best of 
all, I think, in the following words: “The elusive charm of the man-in-himself — 
this charm, being the perfume of personality, was even more subtly, strongly felt 
in his conversation than in anything he ever wrote. We who loved him as the 
kindliest of companions who was utterly incapable of boring a fellow-creature 
— man or dog or woman or cat or child of any age you like — always felt the 
keen sense of honour and strength of purpose and stark simplicity which were 
his essential qualities. As a companion he was an unfailing antidote to boredom. 
He loved to make an impracticable jest practical in action. On the way to a 
mixed dinner we rehearsed an elaborate quarrel which was to lead, by nice 
gradations of invective, to threats of personal violence. Saki worked out the idea 
with a sure sense of the theatre, and the crisis came (just before the arrival of the 
port) when another Scot — the kind who develops a ‘mither’ in moments of 
exaltation — had his hand on my shoulder, and was imploring me not to mind 
what Saki said, for he didn’t mean it He didn’t.” 

In the spring of 1914 he was writing “Potted Parliament” for the Outlook, and 
attended the House regularly for his data. These are some of his characteristic 
remarks: 

“An army moves at the rate of its slowest unit, it is the fate of a Coalition to 
move at the rate of its most headlong section.” 

“Mr. Lloyd George expressed unstinted approval of his various taxation 
schemes; the spectacle of the Chancellor of the Exchequer approving of all his 
works is almost as familiar as the companion picture of the Chancellor of the 


Exchequer finding words to express his loathing of the private lives and family 
histories of his opponents.” 

“The member for North Carnarvonshire always gives me the impression of 
one who in his long-ago youth heard the question-half of a very good riddle, and 
has spent the remainder of his life in the earnest expectation of hearing some one 
disclose the answer. Even when such politely wearisome speakers as Reginald 
McKenna are in possession of the House one can see Mr. William Jones, with a 
happy smile of strained expectancy on his face, listening intently to every 
syllable that falls from the orator’s lips; one of these days, one feels sure, he will 
give a wild scream of joy and rush away to apply for the Chiltern Hundreds, with 
his life’s desire at last achieved.” 

“The Scotsman is sometimes accused of being ‘slow in the uptake’; he likes 
to enjoy the full flavour of a joke before he chuckles at it; the ‘bubble-and- 
squeak’ brigade on the Ministerial benches like to giggle before they have heard 
the point — and with regard to some of their own humour there is a good deal to 
be said for the arrangement.” 

“Conversations and suggestions with regard to the Amending Bill are 
supposed to be welcome in Ministerial circles at the present moment There is 
one suggestion that has occurred to me that seems so eminently practical that I 
know it will have no chance of being considered. The Protestants of the North of 
Ireland regard the prospect of being governed by a Nationalist Parliament with a 
horror and alarm that is admitted to be genuine; on the other hand, the members 
representing Protestant Wales have again and again, by an overwhelming vote, 
recorded their opinion that a Nationalist Parliament would be a tolerant, fair- 
minded, pleasant, peaceful, and sweetly reasonable body, from which no 
safeguards need be exacted, and from which no oppression need be 
apprehended. The Welsh members and their constituents seem as firmly rooted 
in their championship of a Dublin Parliament as the Ulster Protestants are 
resolute in their opposition to it. Therefore why not exclude Ulster and include 
Wales in a Hiberno-Cambrian Parliament.... The Nationalists have not been able 
to win Ulster, but they have always been able to win Wales.” 

“The political situation has lost none of its gravity, but the House of 
Commons has lost touch with the political situation. In the House of Lords, 
which is not at present sitting, a measure is to be introduced on which the hopes 
and fears of the peacemakers are centred. Lord Haldane announces that he 
knows the details of this measure, and that therefore his lips are sealed; 
everybody else’s lips are sealed for a precisely opposite reason....” 

“The Home Rule Amending Bill passed its third reading in the Upper House. 
Crewe was dignified, correct, and dispassionate, suggesting to one’s mind an 


archangel who regarded the Creation of the World as a risky and unnecessary 
experiment but had no intention of saying so... 

“One of the most exasperating features of the House of Commons is its 
resemblance to an overcrowded kitchen-range. Pots that are at boiling-point have 
to be set aside to simmer while others take their place-” 

The next “Potted Parliament” is the last he wrote. 


Monday, August 3, 1914. 


For one memorable and uncomfortable hour the House of Commons had the 
attention of the nation and most of the world concentrated on it. Grey’s speech, 
when one looked back at it, was a statesmanlike utterance, delivered in excellent 
manner, dignified and convincing. To sit listening to it, in uncertainty for a long 
time as to what line of policy it was going to announce, with all the accumulated 
doubts and suspicions of the previous forty-eight hours heavy on one’s mind, 
was an experience that one would not care to repeat often in a lifetime. Men who 
read it as it was spelled out jerkily on the tape-machines, letter by letter, told me 
that the strain of uncertainty was even more cruel; and I can well believe it. 
When the actual tenor of the speech became clear, and one knew beyond a doubt 
where we stood, there was only room for one feeling; the miserable tension of 
the past two days had been removed, and one discovered that one was slowly 
recapturing the lost sensation of being in a good temper. Redmond’s speech was 
the dramatic success of the occasion; it obviously isolated the action of the 
Labour members and the few, but insistent, Radicals who were clamorous 
against the war, but one hardly realized at the moment with what feelings of 
dismay and discouragement it would be read in Berlin. 

Of the men who rose in melancholy succession to counsel a standing aloof 
from the war, a desertion of France, a humble submission to the will of Potsdam 
in the matter of Belgium’s neutrality, one wishes to speak fairly. Many of them 
are men who have gloatingly threatened us with class warfare in this country — 
warfare in which rifles and machine-guns should be used to settle industrial 
disputes; they have seemed to take a ghoulish pleasure in predicting a not-far- 
distant moment when Britons shall range themselves in organized combat, not 
against an aggressive foreign enemy, but against their own kith and kin. Never 
have they been more fluent with these hints and incitements than during the 
present Session; if a crop of violent armed outbreaks does not spring up one of 
these days in this country it will not be for lack of sowing of seed. Now these 
men read us moral lectures on the wickedness of war. One is sometimes assured 
that every man has at least two sides to his character; so one may charitably 


assume that an honest Quaker-like detestation of war and bloodshed is really the 
motive which influences at the present moment some of these men who have 
harped so assiduously on the idea — one might almost say the ideal — of armed 
collision between the classes. There are other men in the anti-war party who 
seem to be obsessed with the idea of snatching commercial advantages out of the 
situation, regardless of other considerations which usually influence men of 
honour. The Triple Entente, after all, is no new thing; even if the nature of its 
obligations was not clearly defined or well understood, at least it was perfectly 
well known that there were obligations; it was perfectly well known that the 
people of the other countries involved in its scope believed that there were 
obligations — at the very least a sentimental sympathy. And this is how the 
Daily News writes of our possible and desirable action at this crisis: 

“If we remained neutral we should be, from the commercial point of view, in 
precisely the same position as the United States. We should be able to trade with 
all the belligerents (so far as the war allows of trade with them); we should be 
able to capture the bulk of their trade in neutral markets.” 

There seems to be some confusion of mind in these circles of political thought 
between a nation of shopkeepers and a nation of shoplifters. 

If these men are on the side of the angels, may I always have a smell of 
brimstone about me. 

Hector wired to me when war was declared; his next wire, “Enrolled,” is the 
most exciting and delightful I have ever received. The account of his early days 
as a Tommy at Shepherd’s Bush is given by a comrade of his, at the end of this 
biography. Hector told a friend that, having written “When William Came,” he 
ought to go half-way to meet him. 

Once in training he had very little time for writing: the following is from 
Horsham. 


29th Nov., 14. 


MY DEAR ETHEL, 

The Board of Education is now taking over the teaching arrangements for the 
troops, and from next week onwards I shall have to teach 4 hours a week. Of 
course the Board wanted us to begin by teaching German grammar, but the other 
fellows and myself flatly refused, pointing out that a class of tired men simply 
wouldn’t listen to a lot of dry rules about an unknown language.... Lady C. sent 
me two dictionaries and her mother has sent me a lovely lot of chocolates and 
acid drops which I am distributing among the men, especially some of the poorer 
ones who can’t afford much. It makes an enormous difference when one is 


marching to have something in one’s mouth to suck. We did about 23 miles on 
Thursday, most of it at a very quick rate and a lot of it over difficult ground, and 
I was glad to find I was not stiff or tired next day.... Do you remember Capt. C. 
of B.T.? He has written to ask me if I would like a commission in the Argyll and 
Sutherland Highlanders; he is Major in the — th Battalion.... I would not accept 
it, as I should have so much to learn that it would be a case of beginning all over 
again and I might never see service at all. The 3 1/2 months’ training that I have 
had will fit me to be a useful infantry soldier and I should be a very indifferent 
officer. Still it is nice to have had the offer.” 

In January 1915 Hector and I had to hurry down to Barnstaple: Aunt Tom had 
died suddenly of a stroke. 

It was a frightfully sad time, especially for Hector. Although exasperating, 
she had a tremendous love for him and he felt the loss of so virile a character. 

He only had a few days’ leave and had to hurry back to Horsham. 


A. COMPANY, 

22nd BATTALION, 
ROYAL FUSILIERS, 
Mar. 5th, 15. 


HORSHAM, SUSSEX. 


MY DEAR ETHEL, 

We have been here for eight days and most of us find the life very jolly, 
though of course there are a lot of extra fatigues to be done. Yesterday I was hut 
orderly (there are 30 of us in a hut) and I found that drawing rations, cleaning the 
hut, washing plates, cups, etc., kept me busy from a quarter to 6 a in till 5.30 p in 
with hasty intervals for meals. We have a good deal of fun, with skirmishing 
raids at night with neighbouring huts, and friendly games of footer; it is like 
being boy and man at the same time. All the same I wish we could count on 
going away soon; it is a poor game to be waiting when others are bearing the 
brunt and tasting the excitement of real warfare.... I have done 3 days digging in 
water-logged trenches; it sounds a formidable job, but I am a good digger and 
like the work of draining off the water.... A youth I know, about 22, in the pink 
of health as far as I know, wrote asking if I would use my influence with the 
papers I wrote for to get him an engagement at Daly’s or some other London 
theatre (I don’t know how he imagined it was to be done!) as he wanted to study 
voice-production in Town and it was really rather important. You may imagine 
the perfectly horrible reply he got. 


April 2nd, 15. 


. We have a lot of fun in our hut and never seem too tired to indulge in sport 
or ragging; the work is hard some days but it is not incessant like it was in the 
K.E.H. I was O.C.’s orderly on a field-day on Wednesday and was jumping 
brooks and scrambling up slippery banks and through thickets with a pack on my 
back that I should scarcely have thought myself capable of carrying at all a few 
months ago, and I came home quite fit. 

The following pages contain an account that Hector sent to The Bystander, in 
June, 1915, describing his life as a corporal. It was accompanied by a snapshot 
of himself in his shirt-sleeves, carrying a bucket, but his expression is so severe 
and unlike him that I have not included it. 

A leading French newspaper a few years ago published an imaginary account 
of the difficulties experienced by Noah in mobilizing birds and beasts and 
creeping things for embarkation in the Ark. The arctic animals were the chief 
embarrassment; the polar bears persistently ate the seals long before the 
consignment had reached the rendezvous, and while a fresh supply was being 
sent for certain South American insects, which only live for a few hours, had to 
be kept alive by artificial respiration. When everything seemed at length to have 
been got ready, and the last bale of hay and the last hundredweight of bird-seed 
had been taken on board, some one asked, with cold reproach, “I suppose you 
know you’ ve forgotten the Australian animals?” 

The job of Company Orderly Corporal resembles in some respects the labours 
of Noah; one can never safely flatter oneself at any given moment that one has 
got to a temporary end of it. When one has drawn the milk and doled out the 
margarine, and distributed the letters and parcels, and seen to the whereabouts of 
migratory tea-pails and flat-pans and paraded defaulters and off-duty men under 
the cold scrutiny of the canteen sergeant — and disentangled recruits from 
messes to which they do not belong — and induced unwilling hut-orderlies to 
saddle themselves with buckets full of unpeeled potatoes 86 which they neither 
desire nor deserve — and has begun to think that the moment has arrived in 
which one may indulge in a cigarette and read a letter — then some detestably 
thoughtful friend will sidle up to one and say, “I suppose you know there’s the 
watercress waiting at the cook-house?” 

There are at least two distinct styles in use by those who hold the office of 
Company Orderly Corporal. One is to stalk at the head of one’s hut-orderlies like 
a masterful rainproof hen on a wet day, followed by a melancholy string of wish- 
they-had-never-been-hatched chickens; the other is to rush about in a demented 


fashion, as though one had invented the science of modern camp organization 
and had forgotten most of the details. 

There are certain golden rules to be observed by the C.O.C. who wishes to 
make a success of his job. 

Cultivate an indifference to human suffering; if Heaven intended hut-orderlies 
to be happy you have received no instructions on the point. 

Develop your imagination; if the officer of the day remarks on the paleness of 
a joint of meat, hazard the probable explanation that the beast it was cut from 
was fed on Sicilian clover, which fattens quickly, but gives a pale appearance; 
there may be no such thing as Sicilian clover, but one-half of the world believes 
what the other half invents. At any rate, you will get credit for unusual 
intelligence. 

Be kind to those who live in cook-houses. 

It has been said that “great men are lovable for their mistakes”; do not 
imagine for a moment that this applies, even in a minor degree, to Company 
Orderly Corporals. If you make the mistake of forgetting to draw the Company’s 
butter till the Company’s tea is over, no one will love you or pretend to love you. 

A gifted woman writer has observed “it is an extravagance to do anything that 
some one else can do better.” Be extravagant. 

Of all the labours that fall to the lot of C.O.C. the most formidable is the 
distribution of the post-bag. There are about seven men in every hut who are 
expecting important letters that never seem to reach them, and there are always 
individuals who glower at you and tell you that they invariably get a letter from 
home on Tuesday; by Thursday they are firmly convinced that you have set all 
their relations against them. There was one young man in Hut 3 whose 
reproachful looks got on my nerves to such an extent that at last I wrote him a 
letter from his Aunt Agatha, a letter full of womanly counsel and patient reproof, 
such as any aunt might have been proud to write. Possibly he hasn’t got an Aunt 
Agatha; anyhow, the reproachful look has been replaced by a puzzled frown. 


TIDWORTH CAMP, HANTS. 
10.10.15. 


MY DEAR E., 

.. We have been doing field operations this last week, sleeping out under the 
stars, and luckily having fine weather. The villages we moved through, 
particularly Amport and Abbot’s Ann, are about the most beautiful I have seen 
anywhere, and the villagers the most friendly, running out to give us basketfuls 


of apples. There is some prospect of us going to Serbia, which I should like; I 
told one rather timorous youth that the forests there swarmed with wolves, which 
came and pounced on men on outpost duty. I do hope it won’t be Gallipoli. 


TIDWORTH. 
NOV. 7th, 15. 


After the long months of preparation and waiting we are at last on the eve of 
departure and there is a good prospect of our getting away this week. It seems 
almost too good to be true that I am going to take an active part in a big 
European war. I fear it will be France, not the Balkans, but there is no knowing 
where one may find oneself before the war is over; anyhow, I shall keep up my 
study of the Servian language. I expect at first we shall be billeted in some 
French town. 

It was France, and France all the time of his service. He again was offered a 
commission, and again refused. One day, so one of his comrades told me, Hector 
was washing potatoes when a General came along who had last met him in his 
own house at Bridge. 

“What on earth are you doing here, Munro?” he asked, and tried to persuade 
him to accept another job, a softer one, but also farther from the fighting line. 
But he was genuinely attached to his comrades, and quite determined to get to 
close quarters with the Boche. 

His letters from the front were chiefly descriptions of things he wanted sent 
out to him, but he managed to write some sketches for the Morning Post and the 
Westminster Gazette, two being in this volume, and “For the Duration of the 
War” in “The Toys of Peace.” 

The following are extracts from letters he wrote to me, and one to Charlie 
(who was trying to get temporarily released from his job of governing Mount-joy 
Prison, and having a go at the fighting himself; but he did not succeed). 


Dec. 19th, 15 


MY DEAR ETHEL, 

.. I came away yesterday to the nearest town for 2 weeks’ attendance at a 
mixed officers’ and n c o s’ instruction class; 2 officers, a sergeant and myself, 
are the only ones from my battalion; it seems likely to be interesting and I don’t 
suppose I should miss any lively fighting. I had a longish way to march, with all 
my possessions on my back, my overcoat in addition being twice its normal 
weight through soaked-in mud, so I was glad enough to get to my billet, 


especially as I had had very little sleep for the previous 3 or 4 nights.... At a 
village where we were quartered for a few days’ rest there was a dog in a 
farmyard, chained always to a kennel without any floor, and only sharp 
cobblestones to lie on. I gave it a lot of straw from my own bed allowance, much 
to the astonishment of the farm-folk. 


25.12.15. 


Am spending a quaint Christmas in a quaint town. The battalion is in the 
trenches. 

“While Shepherds watched their flocks by night All seated on the ground A 
high-explosive shell came down And mutton rained around.” 

The above is my adaptation of a Christmas carol. Most things here are at 
semi-famine prices: the French have been saying all their lives la vie coúte 
ch’ere and now it really does. 


Feb. 8, 16. 


.. We are holding a rather hot part of the line and I must say I have enjoyed it 
better than any we have been in. There is not much dug-out accommodation so I 
made my bed (consisting of overcoat and waterproof sheet) on the fire-step of 
the parapet; on Sunday night, while I was on my round looking up the sentries, a 
bomb came into the trench, riddled the overcoat and sheet and slightly wounded 
a man sleeping on the other side of the trench. I assumed that no 2 bombs would 
fall exactly in the same spot, so remade the bed and had a good sleep.... Got 
some chocolates from Reynolds and his book with a very charming dedication to 
myself.... A lot of owls come to the trenches; they must have a good time as 
there is a large selection of ruined buildings to accommodate them and hordes of 
mice to prey on. 


March 11, 16. 


.. For the moment, in a spasm between trenches, we are in a small village 
where I have found excellent Burgundy, but we leave this oasis in a few hours... 
We are having plenty of snow, but my blood must be in very good condition as I 
go out on night watches without any wrapping up and don’t feel cold.... Our line 
is so close to the Germans in some places that one can talk to them: one of them 


called out to me that the war would soon be over, so I said “in about 3 years’ 
time,” whereat there was a groan from him and his comrades. 


20 May, 16. 


...We are for the moment in a very picturesque hill-top village, where we have 
been twice before; I had a boisterous welcome from elderly farm-wives, yard 
dogs and other friends.... I am in very good health and spirits; the fun and 
adventure of the whole thing and the good comradeship of some of one’s 
companions make it jolly, and one attaches an enormous importance to little 
comforts such as a cup of hot tea at the right moment. 

In June 1916 Hector came back on short leave: Charlie and I hurried to 
London and all three put up at the Richelieu (now Dean) Hotel. It was a 
breathless time, with friends and relatives coming to see him, theatres, the 
Academy and shopping. He showed signs of wear and tear, but was in great 
spirits and was discussing his project of going out to Siberia when the war was 
over, with a friend and having a little farm there. 

“T could never settle down again to the tameness of London life,” he told me. 
This idea appealed strongly to me — I saw myself bringing up the rear with all 
the things he would find on arrival he ought to have brought and had not. It 
would have been a remarkable life, wild animals beyond the dreams of avarice, 
at our very doors, and, before long, inside them. 

This delightful time in town passed with lightning swiftness, and the day 
came for us to see him off at Victoria, Charlie and I and a friend, never thinking 
it was the last time we should see him. Such an appalling idea never entered my 
head, nor even that he might be wounded. So we were quite gay; in any case we 
should have sent him off in good spirits. 

Not being allowed to stand nearer the troop train than the outside edge of the 
platform, what we had to say had to be shouted. And the last words I called out 
to him were, “Kill a good few for me!” I believe he did — he was never, though, 
to have the satisfaction of a bayonet charge, which was his ambition. 

A letter I had from him in July was full of depression because of a “most 
melancholy post-bag,” telling of the death of a friend. “Equally sad was a letter 
from Lady L — , sending me a pathetic message of greeting from S — 
Macnaughtan (the author), who is slowly dying, the doctors giving no hope. Her 
journey to Russia seems to have overtaxed her strength and she never would 
spare herself.... Three men of my section were hit by a shell yesterday, and one, 
a dear, faithful, illiterate old sort, who used to make tea for me and do other little 


services, was killed outright, so I am not feeling at my gayest, but luckily there is 
a good deal to take the mind off unhappy things.” 

In September he was promoted to Lance-Sergeant, and late in the month was 
down with malaria. He wrote to Charlie from hospital, full of impatience at 
being laid up, and feeling very lonely among strangers. 

“I keep thinking of the boys all the time: when one is sharing dangers they 
don’t seem big, but when one is in safety and the others in the front line all sorts 
of catastrophes seem possible and probable.” 

The following account is from a comrade in the 22nd Royal Fusiliers who 
was with him through all his training, and service in France, Mr. W. R. 
Spikesman: 

Saki’s humour, wit and gift of satire, never malicious, are well known to his 
readers of “Reginald,” 

“Bassington” and “When William Came,” etc., but the generosity and 
sincerity of purpose only probably imagined by a few outside those who knew 
him personally. 

Of his country and his service to his country there can be no doubt of his 
sincerity, as he was one of the first to enlist; despite the age limit; which recalls 
August 2nd, 1914, a Saturday night We had spent the afternoon swimming at 
baths; tea, a walk in the Green Park; these places were often visited by him; then 
after dinner a short visit to the Cocoa Tree Club. On leaving his Club we passed 
the Geographical Society’s Club, where a dinner or an address was being given 
in honour of Sir E. Shackleton, who was then, shortly, after long and extensive 
preparation, about to start for the South Pole. It recalled to his mind “When 
William Came” and he was keenly sorry for “S,” who was leaving England and 
civilization, where communication of current events could not reach him. It 
seemed so tragic to him. Then the excitement watching the changing posters of 
the newsboys and the motley cries and loud opinions of passers-by. We parted 
early that evening, being unable to settle down to anything definite. 

It was not until early September of 1914 that I saw him again. I had been 
rejected four times previously, but by luck I managed to enlist, and from that 
time until the end we were always, if possible, together or knew where to find 
each other. 

Knowing Hector as I did in peace time, many thoughts crossed my mind, how 
would he like the discipline, the early rising, etc., but I never knew him to be late 
for any parade of any description or at any time. He quickly settled down to a 
life so entirely different from that which he had left, like so many others, but to 
me there was a difference. He saw the beginning of a titanic struggle, he had 
visited the Continent and other parts of the globe and knew the French, 


Germans, Austrians, and Russians well, as will be seen from previous chapters 
of this book, and he intended to play his part, and that part was to be as big a part 
as he could attain. It is remembered that he repeatedly refused the offers of a 
commission, as he wanted to know a soldier’s duties before he felt justified in 
expecting a soldier to obey a command given by a superior officer, so he 
determined to be a soldier first. I remember in this connection that he was one of 
the first to volunteer, and was chosen, to form the first “wiring party” of A 
Company in our maiden trench visit in November 1915 at Vermelles. 

From the White City to Horsham and Roffey, where a very thorough and 
sound training began, he was just like a fine, healthy boy, full of life, fun, and 95 
devilment, but with the main purpose always in view; and here I must digress as 
an amusing incident is recalled. 

Out of a hut of thirty fellows, two only were known to have returned to camp, 
during our occupation of about four months, perfectly sober. To even things up 
Hector decided that it was up to us two to be like the rest. At the time of this 
decision Cyril Winterscale, then Captain, who was home from the Front, 
convalescent, promised to visit him at Roffey; the result was a good dinner and 
talk and farewells about 11.30 p m., leaving just time to get back to camp 
without having to “wake the guard.” We were perfectly sober and in our right 
minds, but two “drunks” were expected in No. 2 Hut, ours, and the fellows got 
what they expected. We explained the next morning that it was a “rag” and cited 
the sergt.-major, whom we had passed on our way back to camp, as a witness, 
but the story was discredited. I think the fellows could not understand what the 
sergt.-major was doing out just before midnight, and sober too. 

Time passed and we left Horsham for Clipstone, and after a short time went 
to Tidworth for “firing” and the final touches. Up till this time there was a 
certain straining of nerves and anxiety, wondering if the war would cease before 
the battalion got out, but eventually, on 15th November, 1915, we left England 
for France, arriving the same night It was a fine crossing, but St Martin’s Camp, 
Boulogne, was a good example of what was to come, a long, dreary march, fully 
equipped and tired, up steep hills to reach a snow-covered plateau, and into tents 
which were wet both sides. 

At the beginning Hector showed great fortitude, for then, as afterwards, it did 
not matter what the circumstances were, he thought first of those who were 
under him, he was a corporal at this time, before ministering to his own needs. I 
got the biggest “slating” from him on this subject at a later date. Briefly the 
circumstances were these: I was attached to Coy. H.Q. as well as having charge 
of a section of No. I Platoon, Hector’s, to wit, and thought that after a heavy 
march and arriving at “billets” Coy. H.Q. had first call on me, my section second 


call, but in the middle of a street of a small mining town, Hersin Coupigny, he 
soon gave me to understand that I was wrong. Again his splendid character was 
shown, he would with justification lose his temper, but after having said his say 
with no little heat perhaps there was an end to it. There was not the slightest 
trace of “littleness” in anything he did or thought, if one can judge by his spoken 
thoughts, which were many, as numerous times we spent discussing people and 
things in general. 

His consideration for others was most marked in his actions, especially in the 
trenches. To those who know the life, this point will be appreciated, but to the 
uninitiated a little explanation is necessary. 

An N.C.O. has numerous duties to perform, tours or patrols with or without 
an officer, and a two-, three-, or even perhaps four-hour patrol of this particular 
duty properly performed is a heavy task, especially in such parts of the line as 
Givenchy, and one was ready for his relief. It was so often necessary to spend 
five or ten minutes rousing one’s relief and a further five minutes in handing 
over reports, and the situation is excusable perhaps, especially if the day had 
been a “jumpy” one and the only rest you had got was disturbed by a rough hand 
or foot which belonged to a person who demanded “What in the name, etc.” did 
one mean by keeping a fellow waiting? Hector realized that if “resters” were 
kept they must be like time-tables, I mean artillery, not railway time-tables, 
absolutely adhered to, so in consequence he was always waiting to meet or going 
to meet his prior relief. On one occasion his punctuality saved his life, at 
Givenchy — the home of grenades and “Minnies.” Awaking a quarter of an hour 
before his tour, he immediately aroused himself by taking a short prowl and a 
stretch, and within two minutes of leaving the firing step a grenade fell into the 
bay on to his ground sheet, on which he had been lying. One knows of many 
narrow escapes, but few happening because of that fixed idea of being just. 

As the war seemed to be one of “duration,” it was necessary to think of 
something besides war, so Hector hit upon the brilliant idea of forming a Club. 
The battalion was at Ham-en-Artois about April 1916, and I think it was seeing a 
pig killed and fancying something different from “bully” that suggested it. It was 
at this place that the Back Kitchen Club was formed. Pork was purchased and a 
search was made throughout the village to find some one who would prepare a 
meal for the evening’s enjoyment. We soon found a dear old Frenchwoman who 
kept a small epicerie, and after listening patiently to her long story of the 
vicissitudes of the war and how she had suffered, she took us into her kitchen 
and showed us a most elaborate “kitchen stove or kitchener,” most beautifully 
polished and in the finest condition, with the exception of a crack in one of the 
top plates, which, with tears in her eyes, she explained was caused by a piece of 


shell, German. She was retreating from “Mons,” where she had lived for a few 
years till war broke up her home; the stove was one of the things she managed to 
get away. Here, of course, was a splendid opportunity, and Hector explained his 
mission. The pork was left and we were told to call at 7.30 p in sharp. On our 
arrival we were told to go to the back kitchen, and found the dear lady there to 
receive us with the words “Messieurs, bon appetit,” and a splendidly cooked 
dinner of pork, roast potatoes, green peas (“packet peas”) and the usual dressing 
that goes with pork laid on the table. She then told us that as long as we 
remained at Ham or were ever on a visit, the back kitchen was at our disposal. 
There and then I took down a card advertising “Chocolat Ménier” and reversing 
it wrote the words “The Back Kitchen Club” and four signatures followed, 
Hector, the founder, coming first This card was seen about a year later by some 
one we knew, and it is my hope that it still hangs there. Hector, after we had 
dined, then enumerated a few rules which were never departed from. Because of 
the spirit of this Club, the Rules as given out on that night are worthy of note: 

Membership not to exceed nine, and to replace members “passing on” the 
unanimous approval of all existing members of a name chosen. 

On all days, when possible, without departing from military discipline, the 
members to meet to partake of an evening meal, however frugal. 

When free, “out of the line,” all members to take dinner, which consisted of 
“omelettes, salad, meat and wine, together at some house or estaminet,” duty 
being accepted only as an excuse for non-attendance. 

All parcels received from home by members to be common property of the 
Club. 

In the event of any member or members being “broke,” their share of 
expenses to be paid by the member with the most ready money available, or by 
two or more jointly. 

The conduct of all members to be beyond reproach. 

Needless to say, these rules were never broken during Hector’s time. It was 
hoped to continue the Club in London after the war, but the moving spirit having 
“passed on” there is little likelihood of this happening. 

The battalion moved on from one field of battle to another, and many more 
heavy marches were experienced, and although fatigued at times to breaking 
point, Hector always showed that same dogged spirit, and on a fifteen-mile 
march in the heat of a very hot July day, full pack and ammunition, I remember 
him finishing up plus another rifle, that of a much younger man of his platoon. 

Delville Wood in August 1916 is vivid in my memory because of the terrible 
“gunfire” experienced, and the undaunted bravery and courage of “Saki.” Just 
imagine a wood, the trees battered to splintered stumps, trenches about two feet 
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deep, no definite trench line, troops from many battalions in isolated knots 
having during the attack become disintegrated, looking for “leaders,” ready to 
attach themselves to any officer as long as they had some one to command them, 
a terrific fire from enemy heavy batteries (I remember one shell which fell to my 
right killing 16 men) and so many dead. 

Hector on this occasion even surprised me, who had always tried to emulate 
some one worth while; he stood and gave commands to frightened men, in such 
a cool, fine manner that I saw many backs stiffen, and he was responsible for the 
organization of a strong section, giving them a definite “front” to face, and a 
reassuring word of advice. 

Still another move, and a winter to face, but about October 1916 malaria, a 
fever that had attacked him in India when a boy, sent Hector to the M.O., who 
asked no question but immediately sent him to the Base. It was a big miss, and I 
felt just lonely and I know was severely “told off” by my friends for being such a 
misery, but if I had seen the results of the next “do,” I would have borne a longer 
miss. Unfortunately, it has been known for men to go sick for the purpose of 
missing something, many did not go sick who should have done, especially if it 
was a question of “over the top.” News travelled, and although the attack on 
Beaumont Hamel was a sure thing, the date was uncertain, but Hector heard it at 
the Base and I saw him again about the nth November. He looked a very sick 
man and should have been in bed, but I knew his thoughts and the reason for his 
being fit. We were in position by 3 a in on 13th November, 1916, left of 
Beaumont Hamel in front of “Pendant Copse” and the Quadrilateral, and 
remained till the early morning of the 14th November, when we left our front 
line to “flank out” on the left of our advanced line, the troops on the left, through 
the marsh-like conditions of the ground (men had sunk in mud to their 
stomachs), being unable to come up. 

It was a very dark winter morning, but after much excitement we were hailed 
by voices and a figure rose to the top of the trenches in front of us and shouting 
greetings to the Company Commander (one Capt. Roscoe, one of the finest of 
fellows, who was killed in February 1917) engaged him in conversation. A 
number of the fellows sank down on the ground to rest, and Hector sought a 
shallow crater, with the lip as a back-rest. I heard him shout, “Put that bloody 
cigarette out,” and heard the snip of a rifle-shot. Then an immediate command to 
get into the trenches. It was some time later, about an hour, when a fellow came 
to me and said, “So they got your friend.” My feelings then I cannot describe, 
but I knew I had lost something inestimable, the friendship of a man whose ideas 
and thoughts I tried to emulate, some one whom I loved for his being just 
“Saki.” 


In writing all I have cared to tell of Hector’s life, it has been impossible not to 
have a good deal of my own life in the picture. We were such chums. I have not 
touched upon his social life, visits to country-house parties, etc., because they 
would not be of interest to the general reader. 

The softer, sympathetic side of him never, I think, appeared in his writings, 
except, perhaps, in “The Image of the Lost Soul.” He had a tremendous 
sympathy for young men struggling to get on, and in practical ways helped many 
a lame dog. 


ETHEL M. MUNRO. 
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November 1916 — Munro was sheltering in a shell crater near Beaumont-Hamel, France, during the Battle 
of the Ancre, when he was killed by a German sniper. 





Thiepval Memorial, Departement de la Somme, Picardie, France — near Munro’s final resting place 





Munro has no known grave. He is commemorated on Pier and Face 8C 9A and 16A of the Thiepval 
Memorial. 


